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INTRODUCTION 


When  James  Whitcomb  Rilcy  vva,  n 
young  to  read,  he  fell  i„  ,ove  at  fi^     T'"'  ""'"  ^°''-  «"'^ 
'■■^e  an  intense  lovers  he  at  o  r^'" '^'"^  ^  "^""k,  and 

°"i-t  of  his  affection     ByLi    'a,  r^'^V"  "^""^  '"« 
fiot  together  pennies  e,ual  to  ,      '  "'  ''"'""'"^  ''« 

-<!  K"M  "poetry  book'    fej  il    "'"'  '""  ""=  ''«'«  re.I 
freckled  hands  ""  """Ser,  outstretched 

<"-"^tr,:::::Srrrr^^-— on- 

af'erward  said.    These  san,  "  '"  '"'^  ''^"'''  '•>'  ''= 

■•■V.^"  "^  was  Presered  rrt:  '"'''  f"''  ^^'- 
'•'■*"'  /?o„X..  "I  h-ke  it,  look  ad  1  I  ,'"''  "^  ^'"'  ^'''^''• 
"■ercupon  repeated  the  storv  "  %  ^^  "'  ''"  '"  ''''^^-  -" 
•  So  it  can,e  about  tha     aTth-  n^  ""^^^  '°^- 

-"  even  nr.ed  a  co.pal         „,  .Trc'"";'  '"^  '''''''''' 
verse,  and  with  that  spontanea  f"  °"'^'  ''"'''eet 

"'"■eh  was  so  ren,arkabi;  "1  st^'T."",        ""'"^elature 

/e,/.,.  f'..,,.    Thiswasbu^,!l    7  """'''■  '^'"'*   "/ 

Indianapolis  from  a  winter  in  7  T  '''"''  ""'^  ''^'"^"  "^ 
-onths  before  he  dep  tefo  "h at^f  r""'  ''"'  °"'^  ^  'ew 
>-;J  where  it  is  always  afterLl  '"''  ^""^"^^  »°  "-      ' 


selves,  every  lino,  every  word,  had  tl,e  final  touch  of  his 

careful  hand. 

Whether  he  is  smihng  over  n.y  lahors,  woiuleruig  at  the 
inclusion  of  this  or  the  exclusion  of  that,  pleased  over  the 
or,ler  here  or  displeased  over  the  lack  of  it  there-the  cer- 
tainty of  one  thing  cheers  me:  he  would  like  the  look  of 
The  Iluosicr  Book  and  the  feel  of  it  in  his  hand. 

Mr  Riley's  verse  written  in  the  native  tongue  of  his 
native  state  is  the  verse  that  hrought  hi.n  first  into  pubhc 
regard  is  the  verse  hy  which  he  is  most  widely  known,  and 
on  which  his  claim  to  immortality  will  unquestionably  rest. 

Finer  stanzas  he  may  have  written  in  the  I'nghsh  of  l-hz- 
abeth,  but  in  the  idiom  of  the  Iloosier  he  has  sung  the 
songs  of  a  people.  H.  H.  11. 
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NEGHiiORLY  POEMS 


My  Philosofy 


Tf/V'"«'-don'tp',endtob<-, 

^  Much  posted  on  philosofy  • 

B"t  .hare  is  times,  when  all  alone 

^^''''/-fdeesofniyown.        ' 

;)"dofthesesan,ethareisafe.. 
X  d  l,ke  to  jest  refer  to  you- 

PervKhn- that  you  don't  object 
To  listen  clos't  and  rickollect. 

I  alius  argy  that  a  man 

^Vho  does  about  the  best  he  can 
Is  Plenty  good  enugh  to  suit 
J  h,s  lower  mundane  institute- 
No  matter  ef  !,is  daily  walk 
Is  subject  fer  his  neghbor's  talk, 
And  cnt,c-mi„ds  of  eVry  whim 
J«ta"g.t   .P  and  go  fer  him  I 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

1  knowed  a  feller  onc't  tliat  had 
The  ycllcr-jatulcrs  mighty  bad,— 
And  cacli  and  cvVy  friend  he'd  meet 
Would  stop  and  give  him  some  receet 
For  ciinrin'  of  'em.    But  he'd  say 
He  kindo'  thought  they'd  go  away 
V  ithout  no  medicin',  and  boast 
That  he'd  g!t  well  without  one  doste. 

He  kcp'  a-yellerin-  on-and  they 
Perdictin'  that  he'd  die  some  day 
Before  he  knowed  it!    Tuck  his  bed 
The  feller  did,  and  lo^L  uh  head, 
And  wundered  in  his  mind  a  spell- 
Then  rallied,  and,  at  last,  got  well  • 
But  ev'ry  friend  that  said  he'd  die' 
Went  back  on  him  eternally ! 

It's  natchurl  cnugli,  I  guess, 

When  some  gits  more  and  some  gits  less, 

i-er  them-uns  on  the  slimmest  side 

To  claim  ■•;  ain't  a  fare  divide; 

And  I've  knowed  some  to  lay  and  wait 

And  git  up  soon,  and  set  up  late 

To  ketch  some  feller  they  could  hate 
ter  goin'  at  a  faster  gait. 

The  signs  is  bad  when  folks  commence 
A-fin.lin'  fault  with  Provi.lence 
And  balkin'  'cause  the  earth  don't  shake 
At  ev  ry  pranciu'  step  they  take. 
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No  man  is  grate  tel  ne  can  see 
How  less  tl-an  little  he  would  be 
W  stripped  ,o  self,  ,„j  ,,„^  ^„^,  ^^^^ 
"e  Hung  Ins  sign  out  anywiiare. 

My  doctem  is  to  lay  aside 

Contensions,  and  be  satisfied  • 

if.  •';, ^'""- •'"^''nd  praise  er  blame 

TI.at    oilers  that,  counts  jest  the  same. 

I  ve  alius  noticed  prrate  success 

Is  mixed  with  troubles,  more  or  less. 

And  .t  5  the  man  who,  oes  the  best 
(hat  gits  more  kicks  than  all  the  rest 


^  The  Clover 

gOME  sing,  of  ,hc  lilly,  and  daisy,  and  rose, 

In  th  '  "'"""  "''  P'"''^ 'hat  the  Summe..ime  throws 

In  the  green  grassy  lap  of  the  medder  that  lays 

B  mk,n  up  at  the  skyes  through  the  sunshiney  day,  • 

B"t  what  IS  the  lilly  and  all  of  the  rest  ' 

Of  the  fiovvers,  to  a  man  with  a  hart  in  his  brest 

T  at  was  d.pped  Inmmin'  f„„  of  the  honey  and  dew 

Of  the  sweet  clo^  er-blossoms  his  babyhood  knewV 

I  never  set  eyes  on  a  clover-field  now 
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An.l  I  wimdcr  away  in  a  harc-footcl  ,lream 
\Vliaro  I  tanwle  my  lor,  i„  ,l,e  blossoms  tl,a('Kl,.a,„ 
\\illi  ll.c  dcvv  of  ti.e  dawn  of  ti.e  morning  of  l„ve 
I'.re  u  wci.t  ore  the  graves  that  I'm  wccpin'  above. 

And  so  I  love  c!ovcr-it  seems  like  a  part 

Of  the  sacerdcst  sorrows  and  joys  of  my  hart- 

And  wharover  it  blossoms,  oh.  thare  let  me  bow 

And  thank  the  Rood  God  as  I'm  thankln'  JII„,  „„„. 

And  I  pray  to  Ilim  still  fer  the  stren'th  when  I  die 

To  BO  out  in  the  clover  and  tell  it  good-bye 

And  lovin'Iy  nestle  my  face  in  its  bloom 

Wlnle  my  ,ouI  slips  away  on  a  breth  of  p„rf„n,e 


SCUR 
•Tve 


The  Trcc-Toad 

•OUS-LIKE:."  said  the  tree-toad, 
■e  twittered  fer  rain  ali    lay; 
And  I  got  lip  soon, 
And  hollered  tel  noon— 
Bnt  the  snn,  hit  blazed  away, 
Tel  I  jest  dumb  down  i„  a  crawfish-l.ole. 
Weary  at  hart,  and  sick  at  soul  I 

"Dozed  away  fer  an  hour. 
And  I  tackkil  the  thing  ag'in : 
And  I  sung,  and  sung, 
Tel  I  ;«nowed  my  lung 
Was  jest  about  give  in ; 
And  then,  thinks  I,  ef 'hit  don't  rain  now. 
The/s  nothin'  in  singin',  anyhow! 
4 
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"Onc't  in  a  wliile  some  farmer 
Would  come  a-driviii'  past ; 
And  he'd  liear  my  cry. 
And  stop  and  sigh — 
Tel  I  jest  laid  hack,  at  last, 
Ai.d  I  hollered  rain  tel  I  thonght  my  th'.,at 
Would  Iiust  wide  open  at  ever'  note  1 

"But  I  fetched  her  1-0  /  fenhcd  her  •    . 
'Cause  a  little  wliile  a-'o. 
As  I  kindo'  set, 
With  one  eye  shct, 
And  a-singin'  soft  and  low, 

A  voice  drapped  down  on  my  fevered  I.rain, 
A-sayin',— '£/  you'll  jest  hush  I'll  rain!'" 


4  Tlic  Old  Szvimmin'-IIolc 

r\  H !  the  old  swimmin'-hole !  wl.arc  the  crick  so  still  and 

^-^  deep 

Looked  like  a  bahy-rivcr  that  was  laying  half  asleep 

And  the  gnrgic  of  the  wortcr  round  the  drift  jest  bJlow 

Sounded  like  the  laugh  of  something  we  onc't  ust  to  know 

Before  we  could  remember  anything  but  the  eyes 

Of  the  angels  lookin'  out  as  we  left  Paradise; 

Uut  the  merry  days  of  youth  is  beyond  our  controle. 

And  it's  hard  to  part  fercver  with  the  old  swimmin'-hole. 

Oh!  the  old  swimmin'-hole  1    In  the  happy  days  of  yore, 
W  hen  I  ust  to  lean  above  it  on  the  old  sickamore, 
Oh  I  it  showed  me  a  face  in  its  warm  sunny  tide  ' 
That  gazed  back  at  me  so  gay  and  glorified, 
S 
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I  made  me  love  my,clf.  «,  I  |„pc,|  ,„  care 
My  .  ,a<l..cr  ,„,,li„.  „p  „  „,.  ^j,,,  „.^,,  ^^^^ 

..(  ilicm  .lays  ,s  past  an.l  gone,  and  old  Time',  i.uk  I,is  ,„|| 
iTum  ,l,c  old  man  come  back  .o  .he  old  .wimmhr-l'l 

01.1  the  old  .wimmin'-holcl    I„  ,he  long.  la,y  day, 

L.ke  the  ran,  that  nst  to  da,,lc  np  the  o,d  swl„,mi„M,l. 

Tharc  the  hullru.hc,  growed.  and  the  cattails  .s„  „,l, 
A».   the  s.n,sl„„c  and  .had.Icr  fdl  over  it  all  • 

I  j'"''''"\'''T^''^'^<='''-"«he  ripples  that  rolled. 
L  kc  the  ghost  of  a  daisy  druppcd  o„t  of  the  sky, 
Or  a  >vown<lcd  apple-blossom  In  ,l,e  breeze's  co ,  role 
As  .t  cut  acrost  son.e  orchurd  to  rds  the  oM  swimmLtl^.e. 

Oh  I  the  old  s«i„„rin'-holcl    W,cn  I  last  saw  the  place 
The    ccnes  was  all  changed,  like  the  change  in  my  fac"' 

WL      r  1':?!^''^"^'^  --  "osses  tlfe  spot  ' 

\\lare  the  old  divinMog  lays  sunk  and  ferg,,t 

And  I  stray  down  the  banks  .hare  the  trees  nst  to  be-         , 

But  never  agan,  will  theyr  shade  shelter  n,e ' 

And  I  w.sh  in  my  sorro-.  I  conUI  strip  to  tl,;  sonl. 

And  d,ve  off  ,n  my  grave  like  t!,e  old  swimmi^.M.o  e 


MlIC 

lulc 

.11 

lolc. 


Ic. 


THR  iroos[r:R  hook 

•^  ll"-^'  It  llattcud 

And  all  III r  siM.rs  iiiarnV,!  „IT        i 

A-liviu- all  .Ue,,,J       ;;;;;''"••'•'■  ^ 

iKr-botl.  I,cr  Larunts  UcaJ  an.l  gone  ■ 

SS2:"2:  !:::;::;,■;- "",--«.■ 

And  .V/o//„T.  too,  afore  si         -A       , 

John,  ^  '"••     ""  ''"°^^--  •'"'  i^vali,,,  „„, 

^"•'^^^""^^•--''-•-''c.o.,  .„.,„,„,,„ 

To.-otsce,v„atawif..,,e,M..cftl.,,,,v.,,„, 

I  got  to  thwkin'  of  Iicr  •   Tn  ,«„         x    ^. 

Wuz  sicl,  a  comfcTt  o  J,  l  ^''     """"■""  ^'" 
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Tl.cy-.'  son.rtlmos  rry  toBctlicr-tl.ongl,,  fcr  tlic  most  part 
she 

Wnukl  l,ave  the  cl,il,l  so  rick.mcilcl  n,ul  Imppy-Iike  'at  wc 
1-clt  loncsomcr'n  ever  nlicn  slie',1  p„tt  her  honnet  on 
And  say  .shcM  railly  /,„/  ,„  1,c  a-gitti,>'  baek  to  Jolinl 

I  got  to  IIMan-  of  l,er,  as  I  say,-an<l  more  and  more 
id  think  of  her  dependence,  and  the  hurdens  'at  she  bore- 
Her  parnnts  both  a-bein'  dead,  and  all  her  sisters  gone   ' 
And  married  off,  and  ber  a-Iivin'  tl,nre  alone  with  John- 
^ou  might  say  jest  a-toilin'  and  a-slavin'  ont  her  life 
Fer  a  man  'at  hadn't  pride  enngh  to  git  hisse'f  a  wifc- 
Less  some  one  married  Uralwe  and  packed  her  off  some 
day ! — 

So  I  got  to  thiukin'  of  her-:„d-h  happened  thatazjay. 


^ 

A 
A 


6      Thoughts  fcr  the  Dhcuragci  farmer 

'pHE  snn.mer  winds  is  sniffin'  ronnd  the  bloomin'  locus' 

"  trees ; 

And  the  clover  in  tue  pastnr  is  a  big  day  fer  the  bees 
And  they  been  a-swiggin'  honey,  above  board  and  on  the 
sly, 

Tel  t^iey  stntter  in  theyr  bnzzin'  and  stagger  as  they  fly. 
The  flicker  on  the  fence-rail  'pears  to  jest  spit  on  his  wings 
And  roll  up  his  feathers,  by  the  sassy  wav  he  sings- 
And  the  boss-fly  is  a-wbeltin'-np  his  forelegs  fer  biz  ! 

And  the  off-mare  is  a-sv-tchin'  all  of  her  tale  they  is'  I 
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•■■slit,  '  ^'"™  *'"^  s">i.s  a-sh,„,„' 
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still ;  ^      '"'-  ""^  «'";  grass  i.,  greener 

fn;::;-;::,-:'--.  «..,.„» , 

he  r„„?  "'""  ^-'^es  lie  walk,  er  docs 
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Is  they  anything  the  matter  with  the  rooster's  hmgs  er 

voice  ? 
Ort  a  mortul  be  complanin'  when  dumb  animals  rejoice? 

Then  let  us,  one  and  all,  be  contentud  with  our  lot ; 
Tlie  June  is  here  this  niornin',  aihl  the  snn  is  shining  hot. 
Oh!  let  us  fill  our  harts  up  with  the  glory  of  the  day, 
And  banish  ev'ry  doubt  and  care  and  sorrow  fur  away  I 
Whatever  be  our  station,  with  Providence  fcr  guide, 
Sicli  fine  circumstances  ort  to  make  us  satisfied ; 
Fcr  the  world  is  full  of  roses,  and  the  roses  full  of  dew. 
And  the  dew  is  full  of  heavenly  love  that  drips  fer  me  ar.d 
you. 


A  Summer's  Day 

'  I  ■'HE  Summer's  put  the  idy  in 
-*■    My  head  that  I'm  a  boy  ag'in ; 
And  all  around's  so  bright  and  gay 
I  want  to  put  my  team  awaj', 
And  jest  git  out  whare  I  can  lay 
And  soak  my  hide  full  of  the  day! 
But  work  is  work,  and  must  be  done — 
Yit,  as  I  work,  I  have  my  fun. 
Jest  f  ancyin'  these  f  urries  here 
Is  cliildhood's  paths  onc't  more  so  dear  :- 
And  so  I  walk  through  medder-lands, 

And  country  lanes,  and  swampy  trails 
Wliare  long  bullrushes  bresh  my  hands ; 
And,  tilted  on  the  ridered  rails 
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Of  <lea<lnin'  fences,  "Old  Bob  White" 
WlMssel,,  his  name  in  high  dehghf, 
And  whirrs  away.    I  ^nndcT  still. 
Whichever  way  a  hoy's  feet  will- 
Whare  trees  has  fell,  with  tangled  top, 

Whare  dead  leaves  shakes,  I  sto„  fer  hretk 
Heerin'  the  acorn  as  it  drops- 

Il'isthi'  my  chin  np  still  as  deth 
An<l  walchin-  clos't,  with  upturned  eyes, 
J  lie  tree  where  Mr.  Squirrel  tries 
To  hide  hisse'f  above  the  limb. 
But  lets  his  own  tale  tell  on  him 
I  wunder  on  in  deeper  glooms- 
Git  hungry,  hearin'  female  cries 
From  old  farm-houses,  whare  perfumes 

Of  harvest  dinners  seems  to  rise 
And  ta'nt  a  feller,  hart  and  brane, 
W  itli  memories  he  can't  explane. 

I  wunder  through  the  underbresh, 
Whare  pig-tracks,  pintin'  to'rds'the  crick 

Is  picked  and  printed  in  the  fresh 
Black  bottom-land.,,  like  wimmern  pick 

Theyr  p,e-erusts  with  a  fork,  some  way 

When  bakin'  fer  camp-mectin"  day. 

I  wunder  on  and  on  and  on, 

Tel  my  gray  hair  and  beard  is  gone 

And  ev'ry  wrinkle  on  my  brow 

Is  rubbed  clean  out  and  shaddered  now 

U.lh  curls  as  brown  and  fare  and  fine 

As  tenderls  of  the  wild  grape-vine 


II 
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Tliat  list  to  climb  tlie  Iiiglicst  tree 
To  keep  the  ripest  ones  fer  me. 
I  wuiuler  still,  and  Iicre  I  am 
Wailiii-  the  ford  below  tlie  dam- 
The  worter  chucklin'  ronn.l  my  knee 

At  hornet-welt  and  bramblc-scratdi. 
And  me  a-slippin'  'crost  to  sec 

Kf  Tyner's  plums  is  ripe,  an<l  size 
The  old  man's  wortcrmelon-patch, 

With  juicy  mouth  an<I  drouthy'eyes. 
Then,  after  sich  a  day  of  mirth 
And  happiness  as  worlds  is  wurtli— 

So  tired  that  Heaven  seems  ni),h  about,- 
The  sweetest  tiredness  on  earth 
Is  to  git  home  and  flatten  out— 
So  tired  you  can't  lay  flat  enugh, 
And  sorto-  wish  that  you  could  spred 
Out  like  molasses  on  the  bed, 
And  jest  drip  off  the  aidges  in 
The  dreams  that  never  comos  ag'in. 


.  /  Ilymh  of  Faith 

r\    THOU  that  doth  all  things  devise 
^^J     And  fashon  fer  the  best, 
He'p  us  who  sees  with  mortul  eyes 
To  overlook  tlie  rest. 

They's  times,  of  course,  we  grope  in  doubt, 

And  in  afflictions  sore ; 
So  knock  the  louder.  Lord,  without, 

And  we'll  unlock  the  door. 
12 
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M.kc  MS  to  fed.  ,vl,c„  ,in,es  look,  I,„, 

And  tears  in  pitty  „„.|t, 
•J-I.O,,  wast  ,I,c  only  l.e-p  we  I.a.I 

"  '"■"  "icy  was  notliin'  else. 

nicalh  comes  alike  (o  evVy  n,a„ 
That  ever  was  l,or„,.,l  on  eartl,  • 

T'l-"  let  t.s  do  the  l,est  we  can 
ioln-cferalllife'swiirth. 

I^f  .storms  and  tempusts  cired  to  set- 
Makes  Mack  the  heavens  ore 

Tlicy  done  the  same  in  Galilee 
Two  thousand  ye;      before. 

But  after  all,  the  golden  sun 
Ponrcd  out  its  floo.ls  on  then, 

Tluat  watched  and  waited  fer  the  One 
IhcnbornedinBethlyham. 

Also,  the  star  of  holy  writ 

Made  noonday  of  the  mght 
Whise  other  stars  that  looked  at  it 

Was  envious  with  delight. 

The  sages  then  in  wurship  boned 
From  ev'ry  clime  so  fare  • 

O,  sinner,  think  of  that  glad  croud 
I  hat  congcrgatcd  tliare ! 

They  was  content  to  fall  in  ranks 
^\''th  One  that  knowed  the  way 

Fron,  good  old  Turdon'.slorn.y  banks 
f;iean  up  to  Jedgmunt  Day. 

13 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

No  mattrr,  tlicn,  liow  all  is  mixed 

In  niir  ncar-sife'lite<l  eyes, 
All  tilings  is  for  tlie  best,  .iml  tixcil 

Out  straight  in  Paradise. 

Then  take  things  as  God  siiuls  Vm  here, 

And,  ef  we  live  er  die, 
Be  more  and  more  contcntcdcr, 

Withovit  a-astin'  why. 

O,  Thou  that  doth  all  tilings  devise 

And  fashon  fer  tlie  hcst, 
lle'i)  us  who  sees  witli  mortul  eyes 

To  overlook  the  rest. 


p  Jl'ortcrmch'it  Time 

OLD  wortermelon  time  is  a-comin'  ronnd  a^'in, 
And  tliey  ain't  no  man  a-livin'  any  t^cklcder'n  me, 
Fer  the  way  I  hanker  after  wortermelons  is  a  sin— 
Which  is  tlic  wliy  and  wliareforc,  as  you  can  i)lainly  sec. 

Oil!  it's  in  the  sandy  soil  wortermelons  does  the  hcst, 
And  it's  tliare  they'll  lay  and  waller  in  the  snnsliine  and 
the  dew 
Tel   they  wear   all  the   green   streaks   clean   off   of   theyr 
hreast ; 
And  you  bet  I  ain't  a-findin'  any  fault  with  them;  air 

you? 


U 
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Ami  whn.tlujr  ripe  and  roa.lvfer.nM     .    , 

==''"'*■  ^r"""<'"S-si.ru.,t,"  of  tl,e  West 
slu.re--  ^        ''"'■-    i"""-    n.elons, 

And  tlmiim  V,],  nn  fl,„  i,      . 
As  ef  each  one  "f  "'''  "'"'  ='^  ^^''-'y  «  air 

^achoneof.I,e,„wasiourli»legiHerboy. 

Iioymn,yI,artie.ttoI,ear,I,atr;p„;„.,o„„J 
W  l>en  yo„  split  o,,,,  ,,„„.„  ' '        •^?" "J 

two,  ''■^''^•'■"l  jolt  the  halves  in 

feryou!"  """mart,     Oh,  here's  the  core 


IS 
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Ami  T  liUp  to  slice  'em  iip  in  1)iK  pieces  fer  'cm  all, 

l'>peslially  tlie  cliiUlern,  and  watch  tlicyr  IiIkIi  <lelit;lit 

As  nne  liy  (iiio  tlie  riiies  with  tlieyr  pink  notches  falls, 
Anil  they  holler  fer  some  more,  with  unqnenclu-d  appe- 
tite. 

Roys  takes  to  it  natcluirl,  and  I  like  to  see  'cm  eat— 

A  slice  of  worterniclon's  like  a  frencliliarp  in  tluyr  hands, 
And  when  tliey  "saw"  it  thronyh  theyr  month  sich  music 
can't  he  hent— 
'Cause  it's  r.insic  lioth  the  sperit  and  the  stunnnick  under- 
stands. 

Oh,   they's  more  in  wortermelons   th.an   the   pnrly-colored 
meat, 
And   the  overnowin'   sweetness   of    the   worter    s<inshed 
hclwixt 
The  n)>'ard  and  the  duwn'ard  motions  of  a  feller's  tieth, 
And  it's  the  taste  of  ripe  old  aye  and  jnicy  childhood 
mixed, 

Fer  I  never  taste  a  melon  but  my  thouRhts  flies  away 
To  the  summertime  of  youth;  and  again  I  see  the  dawn, 

And  the  fadin'  afternoon  of  the  long  stnnmer  day. 
And  the  dusk  and  dew  a-fallin',  and  the  night  a-comin' 
on. 

And  thare's  the  corn  around  us,  and  the  lispin'  leaves  and 


And  the  stars  a-peekin'  down  on  us  as  still  as  silver  mice. 
And  us  hoys  in  the  wortermelons  on  our  hands  and  knees. 
And  the  new-moon  hangin"  ore  us  like  a  yeller-corcu 
slice. 
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P"  the  wny  I  I.a,  ker  a     "     '     '"'  ''"'''"'^'•"  -"". 

"■■■-■■  •-.■^--=r^;.;^• -,,,.„. 


^"     "''>ni  t/u- frost /s 


on  the  Punkin 


^''Z2t''''-'-^""'^'^-^^^<^^^^^^r'.^. 


slriillin'  turkey, 
luckiir  of  the 


An...o^>.a.t<,eky.„...ka„.,,oM„e.rt„e. 

rest.  ^         '"'"  f^""'  =»  "isht  of  peaceful 

"'^;::::er""-^-— .au.u. 


trots  out  to  feed 


•'"■n   the  ;;eit    ,f  'ike  about  i    _ 

"'•■   I't-at  jf  summer's  i.v,.,-  .     •     , 
l.ere-  ^■•=.  ov.r  an,I   the  cooli,,'   fall  ;,, 

^™^.^e  wo  miss  tl,e  (lowers,  ami  the  n 
trees,  '  •"'"  ""-  '''ossums  on  the 

A"..tI,e™umb.eof,hehumm,V.h,v„s,„,,       •. 

bees;  '■'  ''"''  buzzin'  of 


Of 


the 
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Rut  tlic  .lir's  fo  appclizln';  anil  the  latuUcape  tlirnuxli  tlie 

liazc 
Of  a  crisp  and  sunny  mornitiB  of  the  airly  autumn  <lays 
Is  a  pictur'  thut  ni)  painter  has  the  colori  i'  to  nxK^k — 
When  the  frost  is  on  tlie  punkin  anj  the  fodder's  in  the 

shock. 

The  husky,  rusty  russel  of  the  tossels  of  the  corn, 

And  the  raspin'  of  tJic  tangled  leaves,  as  goUlen  as  the 

morn ; 
The  stubble  ill  the  lurries — kindo'  loncsonic-likc,  but  still 
A-preachin'  scrmuns  to  us  of  the  barns  they  growcd  to  fill ; 
The  strawstack  in  the  medder,  and  the  reaper  in  the  shed ; 
The  bosses  in  thcyr  stalls  below — the  clover  overhead ! — 
O,  it  sets  my  hart  a-clickin'  like  the  tickin'  of  a  clock, 
When  the  frost  is  on  the  punkin  and  the  fodder's  in  the 

shock  I 

Then  your  apples  all  is  gcthcrd,  and  the  ones  a  feller  keeps 
Is  poured  around  tlie  cclior-floor  in  red  and  ycllcr  heaps; 
And  your  cidcr-makin'  's  over,  and  your  wimmern-folks  is 

through 
With  their  mince  and  apple-butter,  and  thcyr   souse  and 

sanssage,  too !    ,    .    , 
I  don't  know  how  to  tell  it — but  cf  sieh  a  thing  could  he 
As  the  Angels  wantin'  bo-.,  din',  and  they'd  call  around  on 

tiic — 
I'd  want  to  'commodate  'em — all  the  wliole-indnrin*  flnck — 
When  the  frost  is  on  Ihc  punkin  and  the  fodder's  in  the 

shock  1 
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•  ishcraft 

;e"'i;:*'^'"- "*.•.„ ,„„,,,„,,, 

""',:■;■"■■•*-....»,■■.,„.„.„,.„„ 

'>»^.'«'a.M...,,,,xrL;::s;T..",;'7 

•*  •    ""  "it  night. 

to  come  ■'"'■'''•'  ^"■ns  to  wait  f^r  J,cr 

^""  -^'-t  it  o„  iu  „.„„„^ 

"'  ''""•"  "'«••  -'-'  '-c.gu,„. 

queer;  *■'  '*■  ^"^'^  so  'oncsomc-Iikc  a,»| 

''now..  ■'"''"'    "•■"  «'as  one  they  <Ii,l„-t 

Tiicv's  sorrow  in  tlin 

I.ree^e;  ^«t  "il'eave.s   and   sorro  v   ;„   the 

■^"fl  sorrow  in  thn  i    ■, 
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The  mcUler  'i-car,  to  mis,  her,  a-.d  .he  pathway  through 
Whare'LTwdrup,  i..t  to  kis,  her  httlc  hare  feet  a,  .he 

And  throM  piM   in   the   g.te-pu.st  scen.s   to  kindo'-sorto' 

doutit 
That  Ilaly's  httlc  ,unhurnt  handsMl  ever  pull  it  out. 

Did  her  father  er  her  mother  ever  love  her  n.ore'n  un- 
,.-r  her  .isters  er  her  hrother  pri.e  her  love  n.ore  tendurl>  . 
I  Mue.tion-and  what  ;,nswer?-only  tears,  an.l  .ears  alone. 
And  ev'ry  neKhhor's  eyes  is  full  o'  tear-drops  as  my  own. 

..,.iUle  Haly!  I-i.Ue  Ilaly!"  cheeps  the  rohin  in  the  tree; 
.•Little  Ilalyr  siyhs  the  clover.  "Lmle  llalyl-  moans  the 

....i,,,.  Haly!  Little  Ilaly!"  calls  the  kill.leer  at  tw.hyht. 
And  the  katydids  and  crickets  hollers  •Haly!"  all  the  n.ght. 
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o 


IT'S  manys  the  scenes  which  is  dear  to  my  mind 
^  ,    As  1  think  of  my  childhood  so  long  left  l.ehnul ; 
The  home  of  my  hirth,  with  its  old  puncheon-floor. 
And  the  bright  morning-glorys  that  gvowed  round  .l,e  door  . 
The  warped  clabhoard  roof  whare  the  ran>  it  run  olf 
Tnto  streams  of  sweet  dreams  as  I  laid  in  the  loft, 
Coutitin'  all  of  the  joys  that  was  dearest  to  n.e. 
And  a-thinki.i'  the  most  of  the  mulberry  tree. 


Trir-  iroosiFR  nooK 

As  1 II  never  climl,  tl.arc  I,v  tl,n.  ... 

''"""'■^•' -■■••'''■'-«'-.f.'K.n„„c;:;,, 

Z;^V''l  "■'"'  ""'  '    ''"  '''^  '^■''  ""■"-■y  tree 

'--l.ml.n,- the  fence  of  .l,atpa.st„r',o.da; 
Tl.ey  BO  rucn-  acrgs,  fer  ,he  „u,ll.erry  tree 


THE   HOOSIER   BOOK 

13         To  My  Old  Friend,  IVilliam 
I.cachman 

■pF.R  forty  year  and  better  you  have  been  a  friend  to  me 
■»-     Tlirougl,  ,Iays  of  sore  affliclion,  and  ,.,ro  adversity 
You  alius  bad  a  kin.l  word  of  counsul  to  impart, 
Whicb  was  like  a  bealii!'  'i„t..,ent  to  tbc  sorrow  of  my  hart. 

When  I  hurried  my  first  womern,  William  Leachman.it  was 

you 
Had  the  only  consolation  that  I  could  listen  to_ 
Fer   I  knowcd  you   had  t'one  through   it  and  had   rallied 

from  the  blow, 

And  when  you  said  I'd  do  the  same.  I  knowed  you'd  ort  to 
know. 

But  that  time  I'll  long  remenuer;  how  I  wundered  here 
and  tliare— 

Through  the  settin'-room  and  kitchen,  and  o,it  in  the  open 
air — 

And   the   snowflakes   whirlin',   whirlin,   and   the   fields   a 
frozen  glare. 

And  the  neghhors'  sleds  and  wagons  congergatin'  ev'ry-   j 
whare. 


I  turned  my  eyes  to'rds  heaven,  hut  the  sun  was  hid  away  • 
I  turned  n,y  eyes  to'rds  earth  again,  hut  all  was  cold  and 
gray ; 

And  the  clock,  like  ice  a-crackin',  clickt  the  icy  hours  in 
two 

And  my  eyes'd  never  thawed  out  ef  it  hadn't  been  fcr  you  I  ' 
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lart. 


lied 


ry- 
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-..,,;;■;„ ""——.... 

.,    ,  '""'"Wl.r^.l,,,,. 

■''  '■» '.«  o,„  .,,„„„, 

1  'if-rc,  '  "^<""  file  t„„e        , 

I'  was  belter  tl,.„,  .,,„ 
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And  now  we  was  a-lrotlln'  'Ions  a  level  gravel  pike, 

In  a  big  two-lioss  road-wagon,  jest  as  easy  as  you  lik;"'— 

Two  of  us  on  the  front  seat,  and  our  wiinmern-folks  lie- 

liiiul, 
A-settin'  in  theyr  Winsor-dieers  in  perfect  peace  of  nun,!! 

And   we  pinted   out  old   landmarks,   nearly    faded   out   of 

si;,dit  :— 
Thare  tlicy  ust  to  rob  the  stage-coacb  ;  tliare  Gasli  Morgan 

bad  the  fight 
With  the  old  slag-deer  that  pronged  bim-how  he  battled 

fer  bis  life. 
And  lived  to  prove  the  story  by  the  handle  of  his  knife. 

Thare  the  first  gTl-^-mill  was   put  up   in   the   Settlement, 

and  we 
Had  tuck  our  grindin'  to  it  in  the  Fall  of  Forty-three— 
When  we  tnck  our  rifles  with  us,  tecliin'  elbows  all  the  way. 
And  a-stickin'  right  together  ev'ry  minute,  night  aiid  day. 

Thare  ust  to  stand  the  tavern  that  they  called  the  "Trav- 
elers' Rest," 

And  thare,  beyent  the  covered  bridge,  "The  Counterfitters' 
Kest"— 

Whare  they  claimed  the  bouse  was  lia'nted-tliat  a  man  was 
murdered  thare, 

And  hurried  underneath  the  floor,  er  'round  the  place  sonie- 
whare. 


And  the  old  Plank-road  they  laid   along  in 


Fiflv  nne  er 


two- 


You  know  we  talked  about  tlie  times  when  the  old  r,.ad 
was  new : 
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Tine  noosn-R  roorc 


"°'^  Sta.f^'""  -'  '^°-  "-  -.  a,..  ...  . ,  ,.,^, 

^Vas  a  problem,  don't  ,. 

^'-.e.>      '"'"^"'■^'*""—co„W,a  .,■„,„,., 

^\'ays  was  dcvuis,  \ViIi;-i,„  t       , 

^         ,,,,^  ""■'-"^■'"■-'"■at.nea,„,,„u,,as 

f""^/r,:::^:i::i::-^^^-.o....eat,a.; 

^  ""'■  '"  ^"i'.  n>y  friend. 

-ie  S  ;::;::: --od.ar.r.a„d  .a. .. 

icst./.e.an.e,"'-^'*'--'''"--''  True  Manhood's 


^i' 


^lA'  /■/,/,//(. 


T'-'fi!.  I  ain't  so  m„cl,  inclined  ,o  ,.  . 

'«'tch  fl,e  l,„,v.  '"  "^""'1'  '•■o  brings  and 

^s  I  was  before  tlie  t;,„i 

.s„ry;  l.mber-bkc  and   capcris!,    and 

-":;";::;;"'■«-- ^ 
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My  playin'  's  only  niidcllin'— tunes  I  picked  up  wlien  a  I103 — 
The  kindo'-sorU)'  fiddlin'  that  llie  folks  calls  "cordaroy" ; 
"The  Old  Fat  Gal,"  and  "Ryc-slraw,"  and  "My  Sailyor's  on 

the  Sea," 
Is  the  old  cowtillions  /  "saw"  when  the  ch'icc  is  left  to  me ; 
And  so  I  plunk  and  plonk  and  plinlc, 

And  rosuni-f.ii  my  bow 
And  nlay  the  'uncs  that  makes  you  think 
The  devil's  in  your  toe  I 

I  was  alius  a  romancin',  do-less  boy,  to  tell  the  truth, 
A-fiddlln'  and  a-dancin',  and  a-wastin'  of  my  youth, 
And  a-actin'  and  a-cuttin'-up  all  sorts  o'  silly  pranks 
That  wasn't  worth  a  botton  of  anyhody's  thanks! 
But  they  tell  me,  when  I  ust  to  plink 

And  plonk  and  plunk  and  play, 
My  nuisic  seemed  to  have  the  kink 
O'  drivin'  cares  away! 


That's  how  this  here  old  fiddle's  won  my  hart's  indurin' 

love! 
From  the  strings  acrost  her  middle,  to  the  sclireechin'  keys 

above — - 
From  her  "apern,"  over  "bridge,"  and  to  the  ribbon  round 

her  throat, 
She's  a  wooin',  cooin'  pigeon,  singin'  "Love  nic"  cv'ry  note  1 
And  so  I  pat  her  neck,  and  plink 

Her  strings  with  lovin'  hands, — 
And,  list'nin'  clos't,  I  sometimes  think 
She  kindo'  understands! 


J'-raswus  Jn/son 
'n  AS  WILSON  r. 

T^c  world  by  g,i'°:"-^^V-ea 
And  v,f  r,  .  reckonizctr," 

io'T  common  lioss-srn  , 

OnWwrVr'r      '°""'''^'^"- 
;J''7^o„,samcasn,t!,cnLr 

^r  ears,  I,-g,,'„7'^^''- ■">-.•«, 
"lilt  at  I  come  (o  fm,! 

^^as  Wilson      Savl    TT„i  ■ 
'^  ^'■•'^^  fcr  old  n.       •  '  '"'•  =»"''  •^''■-'I.c 

J-fcardm   luiman-natur' and 
T''efdK.rs 'at  IVe  shook  ti,,,,      , 
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Than  my  best  jcdgcmuiifs  done,  tlic  day 
I've  met  'em— 'fore  I  got  away,— 
'At— Well,  'Ras  Wilson,  let  me  grip 
Your  li:ind  in  warmest  pardncrshipl 

Dad-burn  ye  '.—Like  to  jest  haul  back 

A'  old  flat-handcr,  jest  clie-whackl 

And  take  you  'twixi  the  shoulders,  say. 

Sometime  you're  lookin'  t'other  way  !— 

V.r,  maybe  whilse  you're  spcakin'  to 

A  whole  blame  Court-housc-full  o'  'tlui- 

Syastic  friends,  I'd  like  to  jest 

Come  in-lik'j  and  break  ui  the  nest 

Afore  you  hatched  anotlier  chcci'. 

And  say :    "  'Ras,  /  can't  stand  hitched  here 

All  night— ner  wouldn't  et  I  could!— 

But  Lillle  Bethel  Ncghborht^od, 

You  ust  to  live  at,  's  sent  some  word 

Fcr  you,  ef  ary  chance  occurred 

To  git  it  to  ye,— so  ef  you 

Kin  stop,  I'm  waitin'  f  er  ye  to !" 

You're  common,  as  I  said  afore— 
You're  common,  yit  oncommon  more— 
You  alius  kindo'  'pear,  to  me. 
What  all  mankind  had  ort  to  be— 
Jest  iiatihurl,  and  the  more  hurraws 
You  git,  the  less  you  know  the  cause- 
Like  as  ef  Cod  Illsse'f  stood  by 
Where  best  on  earth  hain't  half  knee-high. 
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--*:::::;::;-- 

'^"d  tatkaiKldiaw!    Tall- n' ,.     ,■ 
,^™P.,-.y>...  ,-„,oso„e  .„•,„:— ^^'^'^-^"^ 

^"<i  waMi't  ,>     .      ""'"^'-'"^lonl- 
Oah,„,s-root,s™wcd,;k.  ,.„„,,,,, 
^■•''-vto,e,Uc„o„-„acI./„     "" 
J-r  tt  cozvs  hruns  it'    P..     i 

'~""-"°"^'""tI.afavvay!-_ 
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And  what's  come  o'  tlic  v<'"'>a'-corc 
Old  wortcrmcloiifi  ? — liain't  no  mure. — 
Tomattusus,  tlir  tiamf^all  red- 
Uiis  luiwadays — All  past  joys  fled— 
I'acli  and  all  jest  gone  k-wliizi'. ! 
X.ikc  our  days  o'  clilldliood  ist 

Dag-fione  it,  'Ras !  tliey  hain't  no  friend. 
It  'iiears-Iike,  left  to  comperhend 
Sicli  things  as  these  but  you,  and  see 
How  dratted  sweet  they  air  to  me' 
But  you,  'at's  loved  'cm  alius,  and 
Kill  sort  'em  out  and  understand 
'Em,  same  as  the  fine  hooks  you've  read. 
And  all  fnic  thoughts  you've  writ,  er  said, 
Kr  worked  out.  thrtjugli  long  nights  u'  rain. 
And  doubts  and  fears,  and  hope!',  again. 
As  bright  as  morning  when  she  broke. — 
You  know  a  tear-drop  from  a  joke! 
And  so,  'Ras  Wilson,  stop  and  shake 
A  paw,  fer  old  acquaintance  sake! 


My  Ruthcrs 


[Writ  duriii'  Stale  I'air  at  hidanopUs,  ivhilse  vhitiii'  a 
SoninLiw  then  rcsidin'  iharc,  ivho  has  sencc  (jot  bath  to  tb> 
country  whare  he  says  a  man  tlial's  raised  there  ort  !■' 
a-stayed  in  the  first  flaee.] 

I   TELL  you  what  I'd  rulher  do — 
Ef  I  only  had  nij'  rutliers, — 
I'd  ■  uther  work  Vihen  I  wanted  to 
Tlian  be  bossed  round  liy  others; — 
30 
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v^^  ;rr''^r-- 
I  Wouldn't  lik,  r„  t 

Some  ,a  ,f    "  '"""''  -"  ''ov. 

Per  cJ,;iJer„  ,  °  '''"'". 

»Wer„,  Wives  and  mothers  ■ 
T/.cyr  I,oy  that  slaves-,,,  . 
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Till'.  iioo.sii;u  nnoK 

They'd  all  have  "stulT"  ami  liiiK-  ciiiiyli 

To  answer  oiie-aiuillnr's 
Appoali  .'  prayer  fir  "loviii'  earu"— 

If  I  only  had  my  nithers. 

They'd  be  few  folks  'ud  ast  fer  trust, 

I'.f  I  only  had  my  rnlhers, 
And  hlanic  few  hiishiess  men  to  hn'sl 
Theyrselvcs,  or  harts  of  others : 
Big  Cnns  that  come  here  durin'  Fair- 
Week  could  [Hit  up  jest  anywharc, 
And  find  a  full-and-plenty  thare, 
I'f  I  only  had  my  nithers. : 
The  rich  and  great  'nd  'sociatc 
With  all  theyr  lowly  brothers, 
Feelin'  we  done  the  hoiiorun — 
Uf  I  only  had  my  ruthers. 


//  A  Old  Playnl-Oul  Soiuj 

IT'S  the  curiousest  thing  in  creation. 
Whenever  I  hear  that  old  song 
"Do  They  Miss  Me  at  Home,"  I'm  so  bothered. 

My  life  seems  as  sliort  as  it's  long  !— 
Fer  ev'rything  'pears  like  adzackly 

It  'pearcd  in  the  years  past  and  gone,— 
When  I  started  out  sparkin',  at  twenty. 
And  I'.ad  my  first  neckercher  on  I 


""^  "oos,r.-R  noorc 

^'"^  firs,  ::,„;/;,"'•''"• '""ff.-t 

^  "''  ■••'let  my  c,c,  n 
•^"'1 ''ear  W, ""■■'''■'''' "■"^'>. 

-^"'"'■edus,;,,    ,       "^''""f'"■■•<'■^.• 
•^""«'.erC     ^''''-^'''-verve, 

"^'^"™<'f-.'.r::::;r"- 

And  sof,er-a„d  sweet  !;>        "^  "  '°""-, 
T'wt  powdered  o„r       ,  *'"^  '"-'e^e 

U'hJt .  K,  "^  path  w.-tl,  ,1... 

*^  '"fe  bloom  of  the  ol,f  I "     "■     '"""■>" 
"i^oldlocus'-treesl 
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Let  the  nliip|irrwill<i  lic'p  yon  lo  sing  it, 
Anil  till'  tclii>rs  'way  cjvir  tlir  hill, 

Tel  tlie  tiiodii  Itcxilgt'.s  out,  in  a  citorus 
Of  siars,  anil  onr  voices  in  still. 

But,  oil  1  "Tlicy's  a  cliorJ  in  tlie  music 

Tlmt'»  missed  when  lirr  voice  is  away  I" 
ThoHUli  I  listen  from  iiiiilni(;lit  lei  morning, 

And  (lawn  tei  the  dusk  of  the  d:iy ! 
And  T  grope  thrnnt;1i  llie  d.irl<,  loohlii*  iip'anls 

And  on  tlirouali  the  heavenly  dome, 
With  my  longin'  sold  singin'  and  suhhiu' 

The  words  "Do  They  Miss  Me  at  Home?" 


7,? 


"Coon-Dog  JfV.v.t" 


"/'"'nON-DOG  VVr.SS"— he  alius  went 
Vj     'Mongst  lis  here  hy  that-air  name. 

Moved  in  this-here  Settlement 
From  next  county — he  laid  claim, — 

Lived  down  in  the  hottoms — whare 

Ust  to  he  some  coons  in  tliare ! — 

In  nigh  Clayton's,  next  the  crick, — 

Mind  old  Billy  ust  to  say 
Coons  in  thare  was  jest  that  thick, 

Hc'p  him  corn-plant  any  d.iy ! — 
And,  in  rostnccr-lime,  he  then 
Aggin'  him  to  plant  again ! 
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T"n  iroosrrR  nooK- 

^^?'  '■'""<•  •^•■"■('M-..'  a,  ,1,0  rap. 
'>"«--.n.l  .Li,,,..,,,,  „,,,,.,-'• 

•  "lll-l,,,:,!    n,i,l    .  .        ^ 

'"•"^    '"'■'^  «^"'^'  van,-,,,,,,,,,, 

^"  "^""-//.-J  out.— £>,„       ., 
.'.I- to  sfd.  as  , „„,,,,„.;■ 

t^'-Jer  special  prov;,le„e,?_ 
"Cooii-cJog  We«'<"  I    . 

"-same  as  ,,is 
G'f'.src,.ardm-coon..,o,,sis. 
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Tlounrl?  of  cv'ry  niungcrl  breed 
F.ver  whelped  on  earth  ! — Had  these 

Vtllcr  kind,  with  piinkln-seed 
Murks  above  theyr  eyes — and  fleas 

Toth  to  sell  and  keep ! — Also 

Thcse-here  lop-yeerd  hounds,  you  know. — 

^\•s-and  briiuile  hounds — and  lonjf, 
Ga'nt  hounds,  with  them  eyes  they'  K"! 

So  blame  sorry,  it  seems  wrong, 
'Mo>t,  to  kick  'em  as  to  not ! 

Man,  though,  wouldn't  dast,  I  guess, 

Kick  a  hound  fer  "Coon-dog  Wess" ! 

'Tei'.ded  to  his  own  affairs 

Stric'Iy; — made  no  brags,— and  yit 

"^'tm  could  see  'at  tliem  hounds'  cares 
'Peared  like  his, — and  he'd  'a'  fit 

Fer  'cm,  same  as  wife  er  child! — 

Them  facts  made  folks  rickonciled, 

Sorto',  fer  to  let  hiin  be 
And  not  pester  him.    And  then 

Word  begin  to  spread  'at  he 
Had  bnuig  in  as  high  as  ten 

Coon-pelts  in  one  night — and  yit 

Didn't  'pear  to  boast  of  it  1 

Xeghborhood  made  some  complaints 
'Bout  them  plague-gone  hounds  at  nigh'c 

Howlin'  fit  to  wake  the  saints, 
Clean  from  dusk  tel  plum  daylight ! 

But  to  "Coon-dog  Wess"  them-thare 

Howls  was  "music  in  the  air"  I 
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^''-'Iclicd  Ills  pelts  („  f,i      ,    „ 
Kcui  l,„   I  C"'s<.irs  Store- 

S™ce  /„.y  eoone,,  „,a.e    ,     /;.""'  , 

^  Tlmn  three  ,„,„,,e,  ;;,,,'. .'''T'  '"''••'-■ 

"^°'"wit,fcoo.,-do,w:::.^',. 

^"d  ;'.e  feller  'peare.I  t„  W 

'-'till.',  rale  pro.spair;tj.._ 
Bo„j;..,t  some  I>ou,sel,oM  il,i„^,  , 

F-..wl,arever„e-a„,ovo<,;;::. 
I^^-t  pore  feller's  ,,„n,;n'-,,a.s 

;;--;;:^':;^;;-:"-..,at,a.. 

^03^' said,  that  b,an,cho„n<Uicle., 

M^ea;,ead.a„d,e,W.3a;d. 
Worsen  aryycarli,,' calf  l__ 
;.?'-  "'  '^-^^  '^"'"e  f„r.off  .sounds 

L"^e  the  „o,v,  of  other  ,« 
A..cl-sir,  shore  e„ugh.  then,  signs 

i'etclicd  cm— in  .,•  i 
VViiarethe!,/.  "''^'°- 

•5^"'-V"'--as.,ehad,„„„,^,;;; 
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Facts  is,  cultiii'  down  a  tree. 
The  blame  thing  had  sorto'  fell 

In  a  twist-like — incrcy  mc! 
And  had  ketched  him. — Couldn't  tell, 

Wess  said,  how  he'd  managed — yit 

He'd  got  both  legs  tinder  it ! 

Fainted  and  come  to,  I  s'pose, 
'Bout  a  dozen  times  whiisc  they 

Chopped  him  out! — And  wife  she  froze 
To  him ! — bresh  his  hair  away 

And  smile  cheerful' — only  when 

He'd  faint. — Cry  and  kiss  him  then. 

Had  his  nerve! — And  nussod  him  throtiRh,- 
Ncyhlxirs  hc'piied  her— all  she'd  stand.^ 

Had  a  loom,  and  she  could  do 
Carpol-wcavin'  railly  grand  ! — 

"  'Sides,"  she  ust  to  laugh  anil  say, 

"Slie'd  have  Wess,  now,  n'ujht  and  day !" 

As  fer  him,  he'd  say,  says-ee, 
"I'm  resigned  to  bein'  lame : — 

They  was  four  coons  up  that  tree. 
And  hounds  got  'em,  jest  the  same!" 

'Peared  like,  one  er  two  legs  less 

Never  worried  "Coon-dog  Wess"  1 
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'^  '^  '^"'' '>f  t'^c  Airly  Days 

Of  tI,col<l.„n,e  pioneers- 

T*-   theyralltoofineferusc'- 
J  wo  bed,,  and  (Iied-;»t  i   i 
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Blow  fiT  Tap  tcl  lie  licars  ami  cuim-s, 

With  Totnps  and  I^Iias,  too, 
A-inarcIiiii'  home,  with  the  fife  and  drums 

And  the  old  Red  White  and  Blue! 

Blow  and  Mow  tel  the  sound  draps  low 

As  the  moan  of  the  whippcrwill, 
And  wake  up  Motlier,  and  Ruth  and  Jo, 

All  siccpin'  at  Bethel  Hill : 
Blow  and  call  tel  the  faces  all 

Shine  out  in  the  back-lo^'s  Ma/e, 
And  the  shaddcrs  dance  on  the  old  Jiewed  wall 

As  tliey  did  in  the  airly  days. 
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"Mylo  Joth  -'s  Wife" 

■  VLO  JONES'S  wife"  was  all 

t  hcerd,  mighty  near,  Inst  Fall— 
Visitun  relations  down 
T'otlier  side  of  itorgantown! 
Mylo  Jones's  wife  she  docs 
This  and  that,  and  "those"  and  "thus"!— 
Can't  bide  babies  in  her  sight — 
Ner  no  cbildcrn,  d.iy  and  night, 
Whoopin'  round  the  premises — 
Ncr  no  noth'm'  else,  I  guess ! 

Mylo  Jones's  wife  she  'lows 
She's  the  boss  of  her  own  bouse! — 
Mylo— consc(iucnces  is — 
Stays  whare  tilings  seem  some  like  his, — 
Uses,  mostly,  with  the  stock— 
Coaxin'  "Old  Kate"  not  to  balk, 
40 


^"^^  "OOSrKR   ,oOK 
^•-■r  kick  hos.s-fl;es-  hm 

•'™g"iunt  Day  I 

^"'^  ''ack  wl,a,-e  1,1       f  '" 
^"'or  sware--,,- J  '   ^'j-'-^nd  ,,„„.t 

'"'y  chances  some! 

^-"o  reason  „e.  excuse     ' 
;^    '..spore  relaf,-o„s  to 


Sli, 


'bout 


e  jest  ^o'«/j 


°"<^  t  a  year-, 
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On  spiced  pears !— Pass  Mylo  one, 
He  says  "No,  he  don't  cliiise  none !" 
V/orkin'  men  like  Mylo  tliey 
'D  ort  to  liave  meat  ev'ry  day  I 

Dad-burn  Mylo  Jones's  wife  I 
Rutlier  rake  a  blame  case-knife 
'Crost  my  wi/zcn  than  to  see 
Sich  a  womern  rulin'  nu-.' — 
Rutlicr  take  and  turn  in  and 
Raise  a  fool  niulc-colt  by  hand  I 
Mylo,  tliough— od-rot  the  man  I— 
Jest  keeps  ca'm— like  some  folks  niii- 
And  "low  sich  as  her,  I  s'pose, 
Is  Man's  /ic'/'iiu'i'r'— Mercy  knows! 


2T     Ohl  John  Clcvcngcr  on  Buckeyes 

OLD  John  Clevenger  lets  on, 
Alius,  like  he's  purty  rough 
Timber.— He's  a  grate  old  John  1— 

"Rough ?"— don't  swaller  no  sich  stuff! 
Moved  here,  sence  the  war  was  through 

From  Ol'.io — seiners  near 
Old  Bucyrus,— loyal,  too. 

As  us  "Hoosiers"  is  to  here! 
Cit  old  John  stirred  up  a  l)it 

On  his  old  home  stompin'-ground— 
Talks  same  as  he  lived  thare  yit, 
When  some  subject  brings  it  round— 
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L!lcefcri„s,.,„ee,S.,„dVIa.t, 
,,,"'"''"'"  wife,  and  et  and  stave,! 

f<^I  I'lnn,  n„dnig|,t--ca,,,c  I  ,„,,,e 
So..^re„..k.Lo.,t".,,e.e.e..a:r 

V\,at,vas  buckeyes  Koodfer?"-s„ 
I-.^eI,owcd.hewavedI,is„a„d  ' 

\VI,at,s]3„ck.,esgoodfer?'_w,,a,.. 

"■'■•eysnCdes,  and  s,vee,  peas. 
And  sweet-w,T,an.su.,  and  these 
;1,°''"">-J"'"P-"P^  evVywl,are 

Hood    o  look  a.?'    Wol.„,eya;rV 

Spec,all,,.,.e.Wr,„,,,..gone. 

P  :"'"'•'"'-'-'■''"  and  ,I,e  wood's 
T    "'"  ='S^'"'  =""1  s«n  feels  good', 
J:;ne  -and  shed  ,ourUa  J  ,:;„,, 

T''eI«ckpurd,,andi;toutto 

f^"7°""'"='^<=yauusttodo 

Bare-foot,  up  and  down  the  crck 

W'.a.e  the  bucke.es  ,. owed  s    . Mek 
Andw.c.ha.e,  and  pop-paw,  ' 

Andbackberric,andblack-ha,;_- 

W.thwdd-p,>e„v,-ncsi,-sknit 
^vc^  and  fH.«„„rf^^  i( 

And  wove  round  it  all,' I  jing, 

Te   3.0,,  couldn't  hardly  stick 

^"""'^"■''-'•'"•/'^'"■•o'.Rh.hetlnVr 
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Wriggle  round  throusli  llial;  anil  tlien- 

All  liet-up,  and  scrntclicd  and  tanned, 

And  muskcct'.r-bit  and  mean- 

Feelin' — all  at  onc't  again, 

Come  otit  suddcnt  on  a  clean 

Slopin'  little  hump  o'  green 

Dry  soft  grass,  as  fine  and  grand 

As  a  pollor-sofy! — And 

Jis  pile  down  tliare ! — and  tell »».' 

.Uiyzvharcs  you'd  ruthcr  be — 

'Ccptin'  right  thare,  with  the  wild- 

Flowrs  all  round  ye,  and  your  eyo5 

Smilin'  with  'em  at  the  skies, 

Happy  as  a  little  child! 

Well  I — right  here,  /  want  to  say, 

Poets  kin  talk  all  they  please 

'Bout  'wild-flowrs,  in  colors  gay,' 

And  'sweet  blossoms  flauntin'  theyr 

Beauteous  fragrance  on  the  breeze' — 

But  the  sight  o'  buckeyes  jis 

Sweet  to  me  as  blossoms  is  1 

"I'm  Ohio-born — right  whare 
People's  all  called  'Buckeyes'  thare — 
'Cause,  I  s'pose,  our  buckeye  crap's 
Biggest  in  the  world,  perhaps  I — 
Ner  my  head  don't  stretch  ray  hat 
Too  much  on  account  o'  that! — 
'Cause  it's  Natchur's  ginerus  hand 
Sows  'cm  broadcast  ore  the  land, 
With  eye-single  fer  man's  good 
And  the  gincral  neghborhood  I 


44 


Tim  iroosir.R  nooK 

So&,.a,-.v«jis„a,clM,r(y 
I  "rly  „  as  in.rty  </,„.,,,._ 

^■"z  considered  ,„V.,„,s 

0'^n,„„esn,ylovi„.earc 

J""  me,  forty  year.-A  dry 
S'.ck  and  sh,-„y,  „,,„,,,„/; 

^    It  <1   weakened  „,,,,„,,       Z*'^''' 
"'lat'sit//,,,;.,.  ferP    \n,=,.  . 

■'      ^'  "^'^•  — Cause  its  mrf 
O    my/-/c-a„dV.W.tobi.-!. 

Cause,/ -tends  to  ^/,„„„„.,r' 
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Doc  give  lip  the  case,  and  shod 

His  old  hofs  again  and  stayed 

Oil  good  roadsl— //(irf  Ihnn'  /  /aid.' 

Pap  lie  tuck  some  l)UirKrass  sod 

Steeped  in  whisky,  hilin'-hot. 

And  socked  lliat  on  I    Then  I  got 

Sorto'  holt  o'  him,  somcho7i> — 

Kindo'  crazy-like,  they  say — 

Ai.d  I'd  *i7/<-<i  him,  like  as  not, 

V.l  I  hadn't  swooned  away! 

Smell  my  scorlcht  fell  ;urt'  mgh  nnw! 

Well— to  make  a  long  talc  short — 

I  hung  on  the  hlamc  disease 

Like  a  shavin'-hoss  1  and  sort 

C  wore  it  out  hy  slow  degrees — 

Tel  my  legs  wuz  straight  eniigh 

To  poke  throiigli  my  pants  again 

And  kick  all  the  doctor-stuff 

In  the  fi-er-place  1    Then  turned  in 

And  tuck  Daddy  Craig's  old  cuorc— ^ 

Jis  a  buckeye— onA  that's  shore.— 

Hain't  no  case  o'  rhiimatiz 

Kin  subsist  whare  buckeyes  is !" 


The  Hoss 


THE  hoss  he  is  a  splendud  beast; 
He  is  man's  friend,  as  heaven  desined, 
And,  search  the  world  from  west  to  east. 
No  honester  you'Ii  evr  find  I 
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^"''■''■""«'.yole  ':.^v-■-•^• 
^■"'■^  corn,  er  oats,  er  hay. 
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IIv  khuwi  ynii,  35  tlic  orptiant  knows 
Till-  folks  tliat  loves  Iht  lil.i'  tlujr  own, 

Ami  raises  lii-r  and  "tlnils"  her  clothes, 
And  "schools"  her  Ul  a  wonicrngrowii  1 

I  claim  no  hoss  will  harm  a  man, 
Ner  kick,  ncr  rim  away,  cavort, 

.Stninp-sHck,  cr  halk,  cr  "catamaran," 
I'f  you'll  jest  treat  him  as  yon  ort. 

]i»t  wliin  I  see  the  heast  aliused, 
Aiu'  chihhed  aruinid  as  Tve  sa\,  some, 

I  want  to  see  his  osvner  noosed, 
And  jest  yanked  up  like  Absoluni : 

Of  course  tlicy's  differunx-  •"   >toclt,— 

A  lioss  that  lias  a  little  ;  •.i:  . 
And  slender  build,  and  slialler  hock, 

Can  beat  his  shadder,  mighty  near! 

Whilsc  one  that's  thick  in  neck  and  chist 
And  bi^  in  leg  and  full  in  flank, 

That  tries  to  race,  I  still  insist 
He'll  have  to  take  the  second  rank. 

And  T  have  jest  laid  back  and  laughed, 
And  rolled  and  wallered  in  the  grass 

At  fairs,  to  see  some  heavy-draft 
Lead  out  at  first,  yit  come  in  last! 

Each  boss  has  liis  appinted  place, — 
The  heavy  boss  should  plow  the  soil  ;— 

The  blooded  racer,  he  must  race, 
And  win  big  wanes  fer  his  toil. 
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I  neve,  Le,-.„er  never  wrought 
J-l-on  .ny  feller  „,a„  ,„  ,,,*^' 

'»■..*.  J,™  ,,„„,,,<„,, 

""vs,  as  I  liavc  said 


^''^t-Wcalhc,  Talk 


T  '.'f  ..S  tl,c  co,m„o„aIi,y 

„    '""'  "'="■»  lived  a.,  ,„,„,  ,,  ^ 

"as  watclied  the  worlrl  , 

T'.c/re  not  the  borl:;.'"*^''  ''•••-'■ 
'  ""  •  i:oncerii. 
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With  some,  of  course,  it's  different— 

I've  saw  youHij  men  that  kiiowed  it  all, 
And  didn't  like  the  way  tilings  went 
On  this  terrcstcliul  ball;— 
But  all  the  same,  the  rain,  sonic  way. 
Rained  jest  as  hard  on  picnic  day; 
Er,  when  they  railly  wanted  it, 
It  niayby  wouldn't  rain  a  bit! 

In  this  cxistuiice,  dry  and  wet 

Will  overtake  the  best  of  men- 
Some  little  ski  ft  o'  clouds'll  shet 
The  sun  off  now  and  then. — 
And  mayhy,  whilse  you're  wumlcrii  who 
You've  fool-like  lent  your  um1)rcU'  to, 
And  ivaiit  it— out'U  pop  the  sun. 
And  you'll  he  glad  you  hain't  got  none ! 

It  aggcrvates  the  farmers,  too— 

Tliey's  too  much  wet,  cr  too  much  sun, 
Er  work,  er  waitin'  round  to  do 
Before  the  plowin'  's  done: 
And  mayhy,  like  as  not,  the  wheat. 
Jest  as  it's  lookin'  hard  to  heat, 
Will  ketch  the  storm— and  jest  ahout 
The  time  the  corn's  a-jintm'  out. 

These-here  cy-clones  a-foolin'  round— 

And  back'ard  crops !— and  wind  and  rain  I- 

Aiid  yit  the  corn  that's  wallerd  down 
May  elbow  up  again  I— 
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They  hain't  no  sense,  as  I  can  see, 

Fcr  mortuls,  sich  as  us.  to  be 
A-faul.in-  Na.chur's  wf.sc  intents. 
And  lock-in- horns  with  Providence  I 

It  Wt  no  use  to  grumble  and  co„,p,anc.- 

jc..  as  cheap  and  easy  to  reioice.- 

i^"  ^".^"""^  ""'  '"e  weather  and  sends  rain 
H  y,  ram's  my  choice.  "'"• 
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He  .as  a  young  school-teacher,  and  e^-^.r'''' 
In  regards  to  Ray's  arithmetic,  and  also  A  geb" ; 
He  gL  good  satisfaction,  hut  at  h,s  country  s  call 
He  dropped  his  position,  his  Algebra  and  all. 

"Ifs  oh,  I'm  going  to  leave  you,  kind  scholar,    he  said- 
For  he   vrote  a  con,position  the  last  day  and  read  , 

soon. 

"I  have  many  recollections  to  take  ^v■ith  n,e  away, 
Ormerry  transpirations  in  t,,oschoohoo,n....y. 

And  of  all  ti.afs  P.st  and  gone  I  «.U  never  rc;,r  t 
I  went  to  serve  my  country  at  the  fnst  of  the  out.t! 

He  was  a  good  penman,  and  .he  lines  that  he  wrote 
On  that  sad  occasion  was  too  fine  for  me  o  ,n  . 
For  I  was  there  and  heard  it,  and  I  ever  w. 11  r  call 
It  brought  tl'.e  happy  tears  to  the  eyes  of  us  all. 

And  when  he  left,  his  sweetheart  she  fainted  away. 
And  said  she  could  never  forget  the  sad  day 

away. 

But  he  hadn't  been  gone  for  more  than  two  months 

,  „„.    "lip  was  in  a  sk  nmsh  once, 

When  the  sad  .'.ews  come-  he  w as   n  . 
\nA  a  cruel  Rebel  ball  had  wonn.led  bun  full  .or.  _ 

to  the  region  of  the  chin,  through  the  canteen  he  wore. 
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But  his  hcaltli  rpcniik'd  up,  nml  his  woiiiul-:  tiny  nut  will, 
But  whilst  lit-  was  in  hattk'  at  Bull  Rini  or  Malvirii  Hill, 
The  news  conie  aK.iiii,  so  sorrow  ful  to  hi'ar- 
"A  sliver  from  a  lionihshell  i-iit  olT  his  ri^ht  car." 

But  he  stuck  to  the  hoys,  ami  it's  often  he  would  write. 
That  "he  wasn't  afraid  for  his  country  to  fight." 
But  oh,  Iiad  he  returned  on  a  furlough,  T  helieve 
He  would  not,  to-day,  have  such  cau.sc  to  grieve. 

Fur  in  another  hattic— the  name  I  never  heard— 

He  was  guarding  the  wagons  wlitn  an  accident  occurred,— 

.\  comrade  who  was  iniiler  the  influence  of  drink. 

Shot  him  with  a  mu.sket  through  the  right  cheek,  I  think. 

But  his  dear  life  was  spared;  but  it  hadn't  heen  for  long, 
Till  a  cruel  Rehel  colonel  come  ridiny  along. 
And  struck  him  with  his  sword,  as  many  do  sujipose. 
For  his  cap-rim  was  cut  off,  and  also  his  nose. 

But  Providence,  who  watches  o'er  the  nohle  and  tlie  lirave. 
Snatched  him  once  more  from  the  jaw  s  of  the  grave  ; 
.■\nd  just  a  little  while  before  the  close  of  the  war, 
He  sent  his  picture  home  to  his  girl  away  so  far. 

.\nd  she  fell  into  decline,  and  she  wrote  in  reply. 
She  had  seen  his  face  again  and  was  ready  to  die"; 
And  she  wanted  him  to  jironiise,  when  she  was  in  iier  tomb, 
He  would  only  visit  that  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

Rut  he  never  returned  at  the  close  of  the  war. 
And  the  hoys  that  got  back  said  he  hadn't  the  luart; 
Rut  he  got  a  position  in  a  powder-mill,  and  said 
He  hoped  to  meet  the  doom  that  his  country  denied. 
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A  rcn-Pidur'  of  a  Ccrfin  Friv 
vohis  Old  iVu)i 

MOST  ontimoly  oUl  man  yitl 
'IVar-like  somftiims  la-  jest  trie: 
His  fo(,l-sclf,  ami  takes  the  bill 

In  his  tcelh  and  jest  do-fios 
Mi  pcrprytics  !-Lay  and  swct 

Doin'  lio/Ziin'— only  jest 
Sorto'  spcckillatim  on 
Whare  old  summer-times  is  gone, 

And  'bout  tilings  that  he  loved  best 
When  a  youngster!    Ilecrd  him  say 
Sl>rmg-lwu-s  made  him  thataway— 
Speshully  on  .9iiii<r.Vi— when 
Sun  shines  out  and  in  again, 
And  the  I.mcsome  ok'  hens  they 
Git  off  under  the  old  kcrn- 
Bn  .'.les,  and  in  deep  concern 
TaW-tikc  to  thcyrschrs,  and  scratch 

Kindo'  ahsuntminded,  jest 
Like  theyr  though.ts  was  fur  away 
In  some  neghhor's  gyardcn-patch 

Folks  has  tended  keerfuUestl 
Ilecrd  the  old  man  dwell  on  these 

Idys  time  and  lime  again  !— 
Ileerd  him  claim  that  orchurd-trecs 

Bloomin',  put  the  mischief  in 
His  old  hart  :  ..netimes  that  bad 
And  owdacious  that  he  "had 
To  break  loose  someway"  says  he, 
"Orn-^as  I  usttobcl" 
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Heerd  him  say  one  time— when  I 
Was  a  sorto'  standin'  by, 
And  the  air  so  still  and  clear. 
Heerd  the  bell  for  church  clean  here'- 
Said:  "Ef  I  could  climb  and  set 
On  the  old  three-cornered  rail 
Old  home-place,  nigh  Maryette', 

Swop  my  soul  oflF,  hide  and  ta'lel" 
And-sirl  blame  ef  tear  and  laugh 
Didn't  ketch  him  half  and  half  I 

"Oh  I"  he  says,  "to  wake  and  be 
Barefoot,  in  the  airly  dawn 

Jnthepastur'!-thare,"sayshe, 

Standm'  whare  the  cow's  slep'  on 
Tlie  cold,  dewy  grass  that's  got 

Print  of  her  jest  steamy  hot 
Fer  to  warm  a  feller's  heels 
In  a  while  l-How  good  it  feels  I 

Sund'y  .'-Country  1-Morning  !_Hear 
Nothm  but  the  silunce—see 

Nothin'  but  green  woods  and  clear 
Skies  and  unwrit  poetry 

\',''r"''    •    •    •    O'li'-'^ayshe, 
Whats  this  voice  of  mine?-to  seek 
To  speak  out,  and  yit  can't  speak  I 

"Think  .'—the  lazyest  of  days"— 
Takin'  his  contrairyest  leap. 
He  went  on,-"git  „p,  er  sleep- 

Er  whilse  feedin',  watch  the  haze 
Dancin-  crost  the  wheat.-and  keep 
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My  pipe  goin'  laisurely — 

Puff  and  wliiff  as  pleases  me,— 

!•>  I'll  leave  a  trail  of  smoke 
Through  the  house!— no  oiie'U  say 
'Throw  that  nasty  thing  away!' 

'Pear-like  nothin'  saccrd's  broke, 
Coin'  barefoot  ef  I  chitsc  !— 

I  have  fiddled;— and  dug  bait 
And  went  fishin' ;— pitched  hoss-slioes — 
Wliare  they  couldn't  see  us  from 
The  main  road.— And  I've  beat  some. 

I've  set  round  and  had  my  joke 
With  tlic  thrashers  at  the  barn— 
And  I've  swapped  'em  yarn  f  cr  yarn  I — 

Er  I've  he'ppcd  the  childem  poke 
Fer  hens'-ncsts— agged  on  a  match 
'Twixt  the  boys,  to  watch  'em  scratch 

And  paw  round  and  rip  and  tare. 

And  bu'st  buttons  and  pull  hair 
To  theyr  rompin'  harts'  content— 

And  me  jest  a-scttin'  tliare 
Ilatchin'  out  more  devilment! 


"What  you  s'pose  now  ort  to  be 
Done  with  sich  a  man?"  says  he — 
"Sicli  a  fool-old-man  as  nie !" 


^/ 
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T^^oughts  on  a  Pore  Joke 

Sgotso„,ep'i„,_erIdon'tker 

^  "am  t  got  no  use,  I'll  say 
Per  a /><,r,  joke,  anyway) 

FpIIm-  '*>"' at  the  start! 

Filer  wants  to  jest  go  sW 

And  do  I„s  tlmkin-  fir.f  ,      , 
Flcan'tfMnl,  ""'- you  know. 

I  ,./!„"" '"""^P'"' good 
I^ets„nandd,awn,ycoodl 

^'  you  ihi„k  nothin'-Jest  t„. 

^"^''-''--•-ery^:itr- 


^7 


'-'i  ^^ortul  Prayc, 


0«;T',ou  that  vene,hfro,n  an  eyes 
The  glory  of  T;,y  face 

And  sette.ht„rone,n,e„L,  :;,,;„ 

In  Thy  abiding-place: 

'^';7''^''«dln,,yroco-n;.c 
Jhy  purposes  of  grace; 
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And  tliougli  with  weak  and  wavering 
Deserts,  and  vexed  with  fears, 

1  lift  the  hands  I  can  not  wring 
All  dry  of  sorrow's  tears. 

Make  puorc  my  prayers  that  daily  wing 
Tlieyr  way  unto  Thy  cars  1 

Oh  I  with  the  hand  that  tames  the  flood 

And  smooths  the  storm  to  rest, 
Make  ba'mmy  dews  of  all  the  blood 

That  stormcth  in  my  brcst. 
And  so  refresh  my  hart  to  bud 

And  bloom  the  loveliest. 
Lull  all  the  clammcr  of  my  soul 

To  silunce ;  bring  release 
Unto  the  branc  still  in  controle 

Of  doubts ;  bid  sin  to  cease. 
And  let  the  waves  of  pashun  roll 

And  kiss  the  shores  of  peace. 


Make  nie  love  my  feller  man — 

Yea,  though  his  bitterness 
Doth  bite  as  only  adders  can — 

Let  me  the  fault  confess, 
And  go  to  him  and  clasp  his  hand 

And  love  him  none  the  less. 
So  keep  me.  Lord,  fercver  free 

From  vane  concete  er  whim ; 
And  be  whose  pius  eyes  can  see 

My  faults,  however  dim, — 
Oh !  let  him  pray  the  least  fer  me, 

And  me  the  most  fer  him. 
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Tlic  first  niuchini 

=-~;"l''r;r.;"' »- 

Tills  morning  I  wa,  ',„„  .    , 
To  -,-  ;  "°^'  afcard 

Soft  as  a' anger,  wins, 
"■^svvcctfcr  anything! 


^        '"'"^'o'oincihjht 

A  S.Vs  give- n,e  to  perceive, 
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JO  Town  and  Country 

THICV'S  a  prcdjuilicc  alius  'twixt  coiuilry  and  town 
Wliicli  I  wislit  in  my  hart  wascnt  so. 
\im  lake  cily  people,  jest  square  up  and  down, 

And  they're  mighty  good  people  to  know : 
And  wharc's  belter  people  a-liv!n',  to-day, 

Tlian  us  in  tlic  country? — Yit  good 
As  both  of  us  is,  we're  divorsed,  you  might  say. 
And  won't  compermise  when  we  could ! 

Now  as  nigh  into  town  fer  ycr  Pap,  cf  you  please. 

Is  what's  called  the  sooburhs. — For  tliare 
You'll  at  least  ketch  a  whiff  of  the  breeze  and  a  miff 

Of  the  bretli  of  wild-flowrs  cv'rywhare. 
They's  room  fer  the  childcrn  to  play,  and  Rrow,  tuD- 

And  to  roll  in  the  grass,  cr  to  climb 
Up  a  tree  and  rob  nests,  like  they  orient  to  do, 

But  they'll  do  anyhoxo  cv'ry  time ! 

My  Son-ill-law  said,  wlien  he  lived  in  the  town, 

He  jest  natchurly  pined,  night  and  day, 
Fer  a  sight  of  the  woods,  er  a  acre  of  ground 

Whare  the  trees  wascnt  all  cleared  away ! 
And  he  says  to  me  onc't,  whilse  a-visitin'  us 

On  the  farm,  "It's  not  strange,  I  declare. 
That  we  can't  coax  you  folks,  without  raisin'  a  fu;s, 

To  come  to  town,  visitin'  ihare !" 

And  says  T.  "Then  git  hack  whare  you  sorto'  h,-h>n;j— 

And  Madnlinc,  too, — and  yer  three 
Little  childcrn,"  says  I,  "that  don't  know  a  bird-song, 

Ner  a  hawk  from  a  chicky-dce-dee ! 
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Wi'll-long-and-sliort  of  it_I,^..  , 

"--novel  ;„  „„  so.i,u;,„_;,7"'"'"'--j  ^"""•- 

1  'iiy  don't  liiif  (n  ^ .         ,    '•    •^"''  'i"w 

I'Vr  tliarc-wcll   „     "       ^    '"''''"'^'■■' 

^  "f  ""^erove;,,;;::^;"  ;;■■•  "-  -"^^  -..l  ,.„rf „ 

cl„l.I..n,  o„t  ,l,arc,  n„j   „,      , 


^"-'"■-^-V.uo  ..,,,,,„., „ 


..V 


"■■'■"""'-" '%  ™  //„■  /■/,„-,. 


served.—  -^^     ^  soM,cr-I,oys  tliai^ 

>ne  on  VccortxUon  Dav 
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Tlicy  say  tlic  old  li(>y«  niarclic^  tliroiiRli  tlie  stri'ils  in 

I'liliim's  Hraiiil, 
A-fi.lliTiii"  the  old  wiir-liims  tlicy'rc  playiii'  im  llie  band— 
And  cilijiiiis  all  jiiiiii'  In— ami  lillU"  cliililcrn,  too— 
All  niarchin',  under  sliclu-r  of  tlic  old  Kid  White  and 

nine— 

VVilli  roses  I  roses  I  roses  1— ev'rylMidy  in  the  town  I— 
And  crowils  o"  little  girU  in  white,  jest  fairly  loaded 

down  1 — 
Oil  I  don't  TiiK  Boys  know  it,  from  thcyr  camp  acrost  the 

hill?— 
Don't   they   see  thcyr  coni'ards  coinin'   and   the  old   flag 

wavin'  still? 

Oh  I  can't  they  hear  the  hugiil  and  the  rattle  of  the  drum?— 
Ain't  they  no  way  under  heavens  they  can  rickollect  us 

some? 
Ain't  they  no  way  we  can  coax  'em.  through  the  roses,  jest 

to  say 
They  know  that  ev'ry  day  on  earth's  theyr  Decoration  Day  ? 

We've  tried  that— me  and  Mother,— wharc  F.lias  takes  his 

rest, 
Tn  the  orchurd— in  his  uniform,  and  hands  acrost  his  hrest, 
And  the  flag  he  died  for,  smilin'  and  a-ri]>plin'  in  the  brce    ; 
Above  his  grave— and  over  that, — the  robin  in  the  trees! 

And  yit  it's  lonesome — lonesome! — It's  a  Siind'y-day,  to  me, 

It  'pears-like— more'n  any  day  I  nearly  ever  see ! — 

Still,  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes  above,  a-fiutterin'  in  the 

air. 
On  ev'ry  Soldier's  grave  I'd  love  to  lay  a  lily  thare. 
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3*         T/w  N, 


'■''HI'-  /.crlur-  Co„nc 


'^''•'  •■•«•.•"  a.  S.,„..Kls.  ..    '     '  "':"".'  ""-'^  wu.  ,•„: 
A"<l  ;ol,„,s  ,,„„  ,,„    .•  -""'  ""■'  »«■"  «'  Afoore's 

;"''»^'•"i--^:■:,,;S:,:;;;;;s;;7■..,,, "- 

'" "zi;"- "'■■"•'■■""■"- .., „. 

OM-fu^cv-Iifce,  and  pore  a    ,       '""V"'-'"'  -^.u'  ,low-, 
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Tel  finully  the  "rurccui"  said  they'd  scud  a  cheaper  man 
I\r  forty  dollars,  who  would  give  "A  Talk  Al.mit  Japan"- 
"A  re!?'lar  Japance  liisc'f,"  tlic  pamphlet  claimed;  and  fo, 
Nobody  knowed  his  langnige,  and  of  course  we  ioi  him  Ro! 

Kiudo'  then  let  up  a  spell-but  rallied  onc't  ag'in, 
And  writ  to  price  a  feller  on  what's  called  the  "violin"— 
A  Swede,  cr  Pole,  cr  somepin'— but  no  matter  what  he  wu/, 
Doc  Cooper  said  he'd  Iicerd  him,  and  he  wuzn't  wnth  a 

kussl 
And   then   we  ast   fcr  SuingseS  terms;   and   Cvnl.  a.i<l 

Ingcrsnll — 
And  blame  1  ef  forty  dollars  looked  like  anything  at  all! 
A.id  then  Burd..-IU;  we  tried  fer  him;  and  Bob  he  wnt  to 

say 
lie  wnz  busy  writin'  ortoKraphts  and  conldn  t  git  away. 

\t  i^.t— along  in  Aprilc— we  signed  to  take  this-here 
IVill  Nye  of  Californy,  'at  wuz  posted  to  appear 
"Tlic  Comicalest  Funny  Man  'at  F.ver  Jammed  a  Hall!" 
So  we  made  big  preperations,  and  swep'  out  the  ehnrcli  an.' 

alii 
Ami  night  he  wuz  to  leclur',  and  the  neghhors  all  wu/ 

tharc,  , 

And  strangers  packed  along  the  aisles  'at  come  from  ev  ry- 

whare. 
Committee  got  a  telegrapht  the  preacher  read,  'at  run-- 
"Got  oflF  at  Rossville,  Ivr,a„y'.  'stid  of  Micliigun." 


64 


THE  HOOSIKR  BOOK 


33 


^t  Dos'l  o'  Blues 


"■ ,  •^'"'  I  "St  to  kind  o'  talk 

Ti,cywuz  none  mtl,efan,bly  stock; 
^';!,\"'''':"^°f""-"e,fromKc.Iino3.. 

Tliat  v,s,u,d  us  last  Kar 
"e  kl,,,|  „.  eonvinct  mc  differnnt 
W  '"'■'-•  I'c  wnz  a-stayin'  l.cre. 

i  "O.I  pester  h,m.Vo.-way.s; 

Un  i,un,lys,  and  rainy  days  ; 

And  „,  harvest,  and  airly  Fall  _ 
^-.ta<ios-to-b,„esi„t,,e,r/,.;.ti,„e, 
JJcWcd.u„zt;,eworstofaIII 

S^ijU 'All  diseases  ,I,at  ever/,,  bad- 
tliemun.ps,  ertl,erlu„„atiz_ 

'-■-cvry-.4lK.r-day-aifi,er-I,ad 
AseverdieMametlnngisi- 
''•aC3.uJn„de..ay,o„„„i,,;,„j,. 

„'■'  •^f''""'>nlMstlmml,,- 

And  alio  t:,e  rest  could  come!" 
And  lic'd  moan   "Tl,„  • 
^'■- a  spear  o' grass  in  sight  I 

"eoa>s  IS  dark  3s  night  I 
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You  can't  go  out — ner  you  can't  stay  in- 
Lay  down— stand  up— ner  set  1" 

And  a  tetch  o'  regular  tyfoid-blues 
Would  double  him  jest  clean  shetl 

I  writ  his  parunts  a  postal-kyard 

He  could  stay  tel  Spring-time  come ; 
And  Aprile— /irjf,  as  I  rickoUect— 

Wuz  the  day  we  shipped  him  home  1 
Most  o'  his  relatives,  scnce  then, 

Has  ectlier  give  up,  er  <iuit, 
Er  jest  died  off ;  but  I  understand 

lie's  the  same  old  color  yit  I 


3^  Pap's  Old  Sayin' 

I3AP  had  one  old-fashioned  sayin' 
That  I'll  never  quite  fergit— 
And  they's  seven  growed-up  childern 

Of  us  rickoUects  it  yiti— 
Scttin'  round  the  dinner-tahle, 

Talkin   'l>out  our  friends,  perhaps, 
Er  abusin'  of  our  neghbors, 

I  kin  hear  them  words  o'  Pap's — 
"Shet  tip,  and  eat  yer  vittels !" 


Pap  h"'d  never  argy  with  us, 
Ner  cat  any  sulijcct  short 

V.'hilse  we  all  kep'  clear  o'  gossip, 
And  wuz  actin'  as  we  ort : 
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But  ef  we'd  git  out  o'  ordcr- 
L'ke  sometimes  a  fambly  is  ^ 

Faiilim- folks,  er  one  another' 
Then  we'd  hear  that  voice  o- his- 
ihct  up,  and  eat  ytr  vittels  1" 

V\'uz  no  hand  hissc'f  at  talki.i'- 

AVfcT  liadn't  much  to  say  — 
Only,  as  I  said,  pcrvidin' 

When  we'd  rile  him  thataway  • 
ll>en  he'd  alius  lose  his  temper 

Spite  o'  fate,  and  jerk  his  head 
And  slam  down  his  case-knife  vicious' 
Whilse  he  glared  around  and  ssid- 
"Shet  up,  and  eat yer  vittels !' 

Mind  last  time  'at  Pap  was  ailin' 

W  ith  a  misery  in  his  side 
And  had  hohble<I  in  the  kitchen- 
Jest  the  day  before  he  died - 
■   Laiiry  Jane  she  ups  and  tells  him 
Pap,  you're  pale  as  pale  kin  bc- 

Hamtye'feardthem-aircowcumbers 

nam  t  good  fer  ye?"  A,,.,  says  he, 

i'het  up,  and  cat  yer  vittels !" 

Weill  I've  saw  a-many  a  sorrow- 
Forty  year',  through  thick  and  thin  • 

lveKotbest,-and  I've  got  «.„../,.<,    ' 
J'meandtimeand  timeag'ini- 
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But  I've  met  a-many  a  trouble 
That  I  hain't  run  on  to  twice, 

llahin'-like  and  thinkin'  over 
Them-air  words  o'  Pap's  advice : 
"Shet  up,  and  eat  ycr  vittels  1" 


35 


An  Old  Man's  ]\Icmory 


TIIF.  delights  of  our  childhood  is  soon  passed  awry. 
And  our  gloryus  youth  it  departs, — 
And  yit,  dead  and  hurried,  they's  blossoms  of  May 

Ore  tlicyr  niedderland  graves  in  our  harts. 
So,  friends  of  my  barefooted  days  on  the  farm. 

Whether  truant  in  city  cr  not. 
Cod  prosper  you  same  as  He's  prospcrin'  me, 
Wliilse  your  past  hain't  despised  er  forgot. 

Oil !  1'icy's  nothin',  at  morn,  that's  as  grand  unto  me 

*\s  the  glorys  of  Natchur  so  fare, — 
W  itb  il'.e  Spring  in  the  breeze,  and  the  bloom  in  the  tree-- 

'  'nd  the  hum  of  the  bees  ev'rywharc ! 
"^I  -  green  in  the  woods,  and  t!ie  birds  in  the  bcms'is, 

And  the  dew  spangled  over  the  fields ; 
And  tlie  bah  of  the  sheep  and  the  bawl  of  the  cows 

And  the  call  from  the  liouse  to  your  meals  1 


Then  ho!  fer  j-our  brckfast!  and  ho!  fcr  the  toil 

That  waiteth  alike  man  and  beast  I 
Oh  I  it's  soon  with  my  team  I'll  be  turnin'  up  soil, 

Whilse  the  sun  shoulders  up  in  the  East 
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^nJ  tlie  furrv  ,     ,""'""  "■'■  plow. 


'^-  W-.  l-I..  D.  T-V-TV  ! 

ICiim/'nscd  by  .1  Old  77  ■     , 

■^       I,a,„'t  fer^o,  -_  "'"^'  "  ''■''^«  3'h.  come  fron, 

"  e  knowc'd  yon  p.  ,.„  i 

^^  e  been  a-watchi,,'  vo„r  c^  L     """'  ^"^"^^  ^^a^  : 

name-  "  '' """"->-"  could  „Hte  vo„r 

^"'  ^■^>'  >•""  writ  it  frsi    I-II  , 

,  shame!-  ''^" '•'•>■•  ^^■'•'■M.-.st  a  U.nnV 

loiir   "T    p"   • 

^^^^,^,-_".    tneeop,-W..a,„..,i„„„ 

O-'-'cJupanl,;,,;,, 

snakes--  "'  '^""■''   '-><'   Hke  a  nest  o' 

«Ut  j^nu  could  read  if   T 
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But  you'd  work's  well  as  fool,  and  what  you  bad  to  do  was 

done: 
We've  watched  you  at  tlie  wuod-pilc — not  the  wood-shed — 

wascnt  none, — 
And  snow  and  slcct,  and  haulin',  too,  and  look'i/  after 

stock, 
And  milkin',  nights,  and  fcedin'  pigs, — tlien  turniu'  back  the 

clock, 
So's  you  could  set  up  studyin'  your  'Rctlimatic,  and  fool 
Vuur  Parents,  whilse  a-piratin'  your  way  through  winter 

school  1 
And  I've  heerd  tell — from  your  own  folks — you've  set  and 

baked  your  face 
A-readin'  Plutark  Slivcs  all  night  by  that  old  fi-er-place. — 
Yit,  'bout  them  times,  the  blackboard,  onc't,  had  on  it,  I 

(fi'-clare, 
"Yours  truly,  /.  Clark  Eidpath.." — And  the  teacher — left 

it  thare  1 


And  they  was  other  symptums,  too,  that  pintcd,  plane  as 

day, 
To  iiothin'  short  of  College! — and  one  was  the  lovin'  way 
Y'our  motlicr   had   of  chccrin'  you  to   efforts   brave   and 

strong, 
And  puttin'  more  faitli  in  you,  as  you  needed  it  along : 
She'd  pat  you  on  the  slioulder,  er  she'd  grab  you  by  the 

hands, 
And  laugh  sometimes,  cr  cry  sometimes. — Thej''s  few  tliat 

understands 
Jest  what  theyr  mother's  drivin'  at  wlien  they  act  that- 

away ; — 
But  I'll  say  this  fcr  you,  John-Clark, — you  answered,  nigl;l 


and  day, 
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youpaul  ^        ^'"' y^u  went  ti.are.    How 

'^'o-'-  way  nobody',   astm'-but  v 
„         afraid,-  '■'"  >■""  ''■'"-^•.■rf.-you   ,,ai„.t 

^o.,r.W,„was.more'„,ikdvl-    ,- 


J  7  Vs  T- 


TJ  -"^   farmer.  f„  ,1,^ 


onncrs  in  it,,,  n 

III  'lie  C  ountry 


y      con,..,  -^'  ''^  ">e  seasons  fio  and 

'■'  Piirly  mncli  lik-e  oIIkt  /nlL- 

'■'"^  Spring',  ,00  ,„,.,,,„,  ''"'^■-Wf-  re  a„l  »>,  gr„„,M,.  .,,..,  , 
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The  thaw's  set  in  too  suddtiit ;  cr  the  frost's  stayed  in  the 

soil 
Too  long  to  give  t!;e  wlicat  a  chance,  and  crops  is  hound  to 

spoil. 
The  weather's  ccthcr  most  too  mild,  er  too  c!:Vageous 

rough. 
And  altogether  too  much  rain,  er  not  half  ra;  :  viinghl 


Now  what  I'd  like  and  what  you'd  like  is  plane  enugli  to 

see: 
It's  jest  to  have  old  Providence  drop  round  on  you  and  nu' 
And  ast  tjs  what  our  views  is  first,  regardin'  shine  er  rain, 
And  post  'cm  when  to  shet  her  off,  er  let  her  on  again  1 
And  yit  Fd  rutlicr,  after  all — consider'n'  other  chores 
1'  got  on  hands,  a-tendin'  hotli  to  my  affares  and  yours — 
I'd  ruther  miss  the  hiame  I'd  git,  a-rulin'  things  up  tliarc. 
And  spend  my  extry  time  in  praise  and  gratitude  and 

prayer. 


ss 


AFTERvviiiLES 

^  Home-Made  Fairy  Talc 


^"'  out  in  the  garden  '"  ^""  '- 

•A  little  diul,.  Tr  •  ^  ^"^"^ 

A"-;  fine  as  the  yvhC  ""'"■'''  ="=  '"'- 

Ucpts,;„_„"^    ;   ?'7"-'^--to. 

Which   e;*:^.""'""""'^'-''. 

A-'d  then  chml.vl  Sras.s-I,la,i., 

^'■-'mlegj;rl"""'''^'^f>-'''read. 

Ti".  presently.^;- J  "^"1''''''°°"'" 

"    "''"'^'""^'■"^to.came.k-pop, 
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The  purtiest,  daintiest  Fairy  face 

III  all  this  world,  or  any  place  I 

Then  the  little  ser'iiadcr  waved  his  hand. 

As  much  as  to  say,  "We'll  excuse  you!"  and 

I  hrard,  as  I  sguinted  my  eyelids  to, 

A  kiss  like  the  drip  of  a  drop  of  dew  I 
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Old-Fashioncd  Rosc.t 


THEY  ain't  no  style  aI)oiit  'cm, 
And  they're  sort  o'  pale  and  faded, 
Yit  the  doorway  here,  without  'cm, 
Would  be  lonesomcr,  and  shaded 
With  a  good  'eal  blacker  shadder 

Than  the  morning-Rlorics  makes, 

And  the  sunshine  would  look  sadder 

Fer  their  gi    (!  old-fashion'  sakes. 

I  like  'em  'cause  tli^y  kind  o' 

Sort  o'  make  a  feller  like  'cm  1 
And  I  tell  you,  when  I  find  a 
Bunch  out  whur  the  sun  kin  strike  'em, 
It  alius  sets  me  thinkin' 

O'  the  ones  'at  used  to  grow 
And  peek  in  thro'  the  chinkin' 
O'  the  cabin,  don't  you  know ! 


And  tlion  I  tliiiik  o'  mother, 
And  how  she  i;^t  to  love  'cm — 

When  they  wuzn'l  any  other, 
'Less  she  found  'em  up  above  'em ' 
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And  her  eye,  afore  she  shut  V„ 

V\l,.pcrcdwi,),a.„„i,oan,lsl 
VV  0  „...,e,,,k  a. .„,,cl.a,,d  ,,;?:! 

^•">-ha„dwhc.„„,ewuld!ar 

I*«t.asIwuza.sayiV, 

B^t  I  wo.,W,.'t,,e  without 'em- 

T'an.hehun,n,m'-hird-atno.c. 
J"  the  roses  of  the  rich. 


"^^  ^rifff/sbyS  Station 

pAP'S  got  his  pattent-right  an,I  .■  i 

-^     I^"t  Where's  th.  peac!  a.,;     "f  "  ="'  "'^^'-"■ 

Leforc?  ""'  ^"'"f""  "'at  we  all  had 

'-<^^'s  go  a-visitin'  back  tr.  r,-       ■    . 
I^ack  where  we  ust  ,o  h     T"*^'  ^'='"''"- 

e  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore  I 

"Tfiehk-esofusa-hVin-here!    It's  Jest  . 

---.....  .eat  hi.  h.:r;™^j_,_^ 

""c^r^  ^'^"'  '""-'--    And  the  City,  citW 
'""""■'"' ""^"-'^—nd.ever-where. 
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Clinil)  clean  above  the  root  and  look  from  the  steeple. 
Ami  never  see  a  robin,  nor  a  beech  or  cllum  tree  1 

And  right  here  in  car-shot  of  at  least  a  thoiisaii'  people, 
And  none  that  neighbors  with  us  or  we  want  to  go  and 
see! 

Le's  go  a-visitiu'  back  to  Griggsby's  Station — 

Buck  where  the  latch-strhig's  a-hangin'  from  tlie  dnnr, 

And  ever'  neighbor  round  the  place  is  dear  as  a  relalion— 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore  1 

I  want  to  see  the  Wiggcnscs,  the  whole  kit-and-bilin', 
A-drivIn'  up  from  Shallor  Ford  to  stay  the  Sunday 
through ; 
And  I  want  to  see  'cm  liilchln'  at  their  son-in-law's  and 
pilin' 
Out  there  at  'I-i^y  I'.Ilen's  like  they  ust  to  do! 

I  want  to  see  the  piece-quilts  the  Jones  girls  is  makin' ; 
And  I  want  to  pester  Laury  'bout  their  freckled  hired 
hand, 
And  joke  her  'bout  the  widower  she  come  purt'  nigh 
a-takin'. 
Till  Iier  Pap  got  his  pension  'lowed  in  time  to  save  his 
land. 


Le's  go  a-visitin'  back  to  Griggsby's  Station — 
Back  where  they's  nothin'  aggervatin'  any  more, 

Sliet  away  safe  in  the  woods  around  the  old  location — 
Back  where  we  ust  to  be  so  happy  and  so  pore  1 


THi.  hoosii;r  dook 

gone.  '"'""""f'— "t'..-.fs.K.a.,a,u, 

on.  ""  ^''"'  »'"-'  P"tt  her  n.ournin' 

all  I„s  letters  over,  writ  from  The  War 
^ackwhereweusttobesohap,^a„j,„p^^^, 


-/^ 


Kncc-Dccp  in  Ju„c 


"TnLL  you  what  I  like  tl,e  best- 
Long  about  knee-deep  i„  J„„e, 
B«"t  the  time  strawberries  melts 
O.    he  vme,_some  afternoon 
1-ike  to  ,os'  git  out  and  rest 

An'l  not  work  at  nothin' else! 
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Orchard's  where  I'J  riithcr  be— 
Needn't  fence  it  in  f cr  me  !— 

Jes'  the  whole  sky  overhead, 
And  the  whole  airth  underneath—' 
Sort  o'  so's  a  man  kin  breathe 

Like  he  ort,  and  kind  o'  has 
Elbow-room  to  keerlcssly 

Sprawl  out  len'thways  on  the  grass 
Where  tlie  shadders  thick  and  soft 

As  the  kl-vers  on  the  bed 
Mother  fixes  in  the  loft 
Alius,  when  thcy's  company  1 

m 


Jes'  a-sort  o'  lazin'  there— 
S'lazy,  'at  you  peek  and  peer 
Through  the  wavin'  leaves  above. 
Like  a  feller  'at's  in  love 
And  don't  know  it,  ner  don't  keer ! 
Ever'thing  you  hear  and  see 
Got  some  sort  o'  interest — 
Maybe  find  a  bluebird's  nest 
Tucked  up  there  convccnently 
Fer  the  boy  'at's  ap'  to  be 
Up  some  other  apple-tree  I 
Watch  the  swallers  skootin'  past 
•Bout  as  peert  as  you  could  ast; 
Er  the  Bob-white  raise  and  whiz 
Where  some  other's  whistle  is. 
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IV 

Kctcli  a  shadder  down  below. 

And  look  lip  to  find  ti.e  crow— 

I>  a  Iiawk,-away  up  there, 

rearantly/^fl.vintheair'— 

Hear  the  old  hen  squawk,  and  squat 
Over  ever'  chick  she's  got 

S.Kldent-hke!-and  she  knoivs  where 
Tl.at-a,rhawk,-s,wellasjo„!^ 
Youjes'betyerh-feshedo!- 
Kyes  a-ghtterin'  hke  glass 

Waitin'tillhemakesapa'ssl 


Pee-wces'  singin',  to  express 
My  opinion, 's  second  class 
Yit  you'll  hear 'em  more  er  less- 
Sapsucks  gittin'  down  to  biz' 
Wee<lm'  out  the  lonesomeness  • 
Mr.  Bluejay,  full  o'  sass, 

In  them  base-ball  clothes  o'h's 
Sportm'  round  the  orchard  jes'        ' 

Like  he  owned  the  premises  I 

Sun  out  in  the  fields  kin  sizz, 
«ut  flat  on  yer  back,  I  g.,ess, 

In  the  shade's  where  glory  is  I 
That  s  jes'  what  I'd  like  to  do 

Stiddy  ferayearer  two! 
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Plague  I  c(  they  ain't  somepin'  in 
Work  'at  kind  o'  goes  ag'in' 
My  convictions ! — 'long  about 
Here  in  June  especially! — 
Under  some  old  apple-tree, 
Jes'  a-restin'  through  and  througli 
I  couid  git  along  without 
Nothin'  else  at  all  to  do 
Only  jes'  a-wishin'  you 
Wuz  a-gittin'  there  like  me, 
And  June  was  eternity! 


VII 


Lay  out  there  and  try  to  see 
Ji's'  how  lazy  you  kin  be! — 

Tumble  round  and  souse  yei"  heaU 
In  the  clover-bloom,  er  pull 

Yer  straw  hat  acrost  yer  eyes 
And  peek  through  it  at  the  skies, 
Thinkin'  of  old  cliums  'at's  dead, 
Maybe,  smilin'  back  at  you 
In  liitvvixt  the  beautiful 

Clouds  o'  gold  and  wliite  and  blue  !- 
Month  a  man  kin  railly  love — 
June,  you  know,  I'm  talkin'  of ! 


A 
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7-' 


vnr 

Warcha;„.t„evernotl„VnewI, 
^Pflcsaltogetlier  too 

B^ashfermelandMay-IJes- 

Commate  its  promises - 
^'■'^ '""'so' sunshine  ami 
Green  around  the  tin,bcr-Iand- 
A  few  blossoms,  and  a  few 

Cl>.p-birds,  and  a  sprouter  two - 
,^"P  asleep,  and  it  turns  in 
i^ore  daylight  and  .„„«.,  3g..„,__ 
Lnt  when  Jnne  comes-Clear  mv      • 
\\'ith  »;i,l  1  .  ""^  "'  oat 

I"<'eclewtandhoM„,yeoatl 

Whoop  out  loud!  and  thown,y  hat .. 
J"newams,„e,a„drn,tospar.I 
S-adthc,nsha.idcrsa„vwlLo 
i"fn    down  and  waller  there 
AndoUeegedtoyouatthat! 


^^'^"'"'^'^'^^'•'"--^'•C.,;,„Z?ar;& 


^S^^-;^:-i^::k. 


man  kin  meet 
'•e  sW  ,,earse  and  tli;  We"^r'""'""'"'"'^^"^ 

^■'-  W  s!^;"!!';;;';;;^^::^  "-gemleman  deceased- 

wlicels,- 
''' "  ^low,  slow  go  of 


wiough,  to  say  tl„ 


—,ch  of  the  gravel-andthesW  ;::;;:;■  „^ 


•^vrywoe-atev-ryhodyf,,,,, 
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So  I  ruthcr  like  tbc  contra,t  when  I  bear  the  whip-Iash 

crack 
A  quickstep  fcr  the  bosses, 

When  the 

llearsc 

Comes 

Back  I 


Meet  it  Boin'  toV.ls  the  eimefry,  yo,,'!!  want  to  .Irar  ycr 

But  ertirplumcs  .lon't  fetch  you,  ifU  ketch  ynu  otlier- 

YouMl'h'af  to  sec  the  caskit,  though  you'd  ort  to  look  away 
And  'conomize  and  save  ycr  sighs  fer  any  other  day! 
Yer  sympathizin-  won't  wake  up  the  sleeper  from  b>s  rest- 
Yer  tears  won't  thaw  them  bands  o'  his  'afs  froze  acrost 

his  breast! 
And  this  is  why-when  airth  and  sky's  a-gittu>'  blurred  and 

black- 
I  like  the  flash  and  hurry 

When  the 

Hearse 

Comes 

Back  I 

Tfs  not  'cause  I  don't  'predate  it  ain't  no  time  fcr  jokes, 
Ner  'cause  I'  got  no  common  human  fcelin'  fer  the  folks  ;- 
I've  went  to  funerals  mys'ef,  and  tuk  on  some,  perbaps- 
Fer  my  heart's  liout  as  mal'able  as  any  other  chap's,- 
I've  buried  father,  mother-But  I'll  baf  to  jes'  g.t  y  h 
To  "excuse  mc."  as  the  feller  says.-Tbe  p'int  I'm  dnvm  to 
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'"  ":;:;•  i^r'^ "'""' '""' '-  -' ""  '"0.U, 

It  he'ps  to  shape  us  up,  like. 

When  the 

llcarse 

Comes 

Back  I 

^J^^  a  graded   p,ke  o  joy  ami  .sunshine,  <Wt  j.„u 
W..e„.e„.-„,. .ikes  the  pastu..  cows.,  p„,U„,,„.„„ 

'"'  t:;:?'-"^"  '--  °-  *■■=  "'^'.™  r.a..ce  the  ha,„. 

-'r::;--~::---e.ta..^ , 

mend  rcqncst-I  II,  „,cbl,y,  rick„n,. 

To  drive  slow,  cf  thev  h=f  .„        •  .  „ 
«"t  r«  s..-le;nd  sa" 'voVir-el"'"'  "'  -''-"  '-^- 
When  the 

Hearse 

Comes 

Back!" 
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'I  Canary  at  the  Farm 
pOLKS  has  be'n  to  town,  and  Sahry 

And  of  all  the  blame',  contrary, 
Aggervatin' things  alive  I 
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I  love  music— that's  I  love  it 
W'li.n  it's  //•iv— and  plenty  of  it;— 
But  I  kindo*  git  aljove  it, 
At  a  dollar-eitrhly-fivc  I 

licasoii's  iilaiii  as  I'm  a-sayiii'— i 
Jis'  tlic  idy,  now,  o'  li-yiu' 
Out  ycr  money,  and  a-payin' 

Fer  a  wilier-cage  and  b'   1, 
When  tlic  mcddcr-Iarks  is  wingin' 
Round  you,  and  tlie  woods  is  ringin* 
With  the  heautifullcst  singin' 

That  a  morta!  ever  heard  I 

Sahry's  sot,  tho'.— So  I  tell  her 

He's  a  purty  little  feller, 

With  his  wings  o'  crcamy-yeller, 

And  his  eyes  keen  as  a  cat; 
And  the  twitter  o'  the  critter 
'Pears  to  absolutely  glitter ! 
Guess  I'll  haf  to  pro  and  git  her 

A  high-pricetcr  cage  'n  that  I 


44  A  Liz-Totvn  Humorist 

O  KTTIN'  round  the  stove,  last  night, 

^      Down  at  Wess's  store,  was  nie 

And  Mart  Striniplcs,  Tinik,  and  White, 

And  Doc  Bills,  and  two  cr  three 

Fellers  o'  the  Mudsock  tribe 

No  use  tryin'  to  describe ! 

And  says  Doc,  he  says,  says  he,— 
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.•T,         '     "'  ^  mean,"  ),„  „,. 

"  'I'lt  say,  \\-j.s 


(/'■avvcl  on.    And  vV^,.,,  , 

'^'""'^^'^■"yclcn.an.ls," 

'^''^"  I  -peak,  ,    ~^"'"'  ^  ^P^'ll^ 
An<l  you'd  ort  o'  I,ecnl  ', 


'WVIJ, 
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Kinijry's  Milt 


OX  old  Brandywinc— aliout 
Where  White's  Lots  is  now  laid  out 
And  the  old  crick  narries  down 
To  the  ditch  that  splits  the  town, — 
Kingry's  Mill  stood.    Hardly  see 
,  Where  the  old  dam  list  to  he ; 
Shallor,  long,  dry  troiiKht  o'  grass 
Where  the  old  race  ust  to  pass  I 

That's  be'n  forty  years  ago — 
Forty  years  o'  frost  and  snow — 
Forty  years  o'  shade  and  shine 
Scnce  them  boyhood-days  o'  mine  I — 
All  the  old  landmarks  o'  town 
OiangP!*.  about,  er  rotted  down! 
Where's  the  Tanyard?    Wiiere's  the  Still? 
Tell  me  wiiere's  old  Kingry's  Mill? 

Don't  seem  furder  back,  to  me, 

I'll  be  dogg'd  1  than  yisterd'y. 

Since  us  fellers,  in  bare  feet 

And  straw  hats,  went  through  the  wheat, 

Cuttin'  'crost  the  shortest  shoot 

Fer  tha»-air  old  ellum  root 

Jost  above  the  mill-dam — where 

The  blame'  cars  now  crosses  there ! 


b€ 


Tlin  noosiER   EOOK- 

ycu.,|,l„e.|,e  OKI  „„ll  stick 

I'  Jcvst  k„u„.ecl  we'd  moI'.I  „„  .^iff, 

^^  ■'"-'.  boy,  as  n,e  and  you, 

I,     ."''•'''^"•"■'•thallhi.schcer'^ 
La'.,na.„,e„,-„d„.,  "^"- 

J-^«'.HuIf.dooro'.h.,„ilI, 

J-|"8l""gn,.so'gnl,la,„lrc./ 
«'e''to„to'.,,ewngo„-,.„ 

^nddont  fool  around  .he  ,,el.s 

I^-t  the  Uan,e  „,„,/„•„,,,. 

^"<l<'.--.t;sanra.,rsays.e 
Then  we'd  cnn.b  .I,e  sti,V=     "  ■ 

R'-cM/ect  the  dusty  wall. 

And  the  spider-wehs,  and  alM 
Jckol,ect.hetri„,hh-,,,„„„; 

^^'-ethe„,ea,con,ei„s,nVout- 
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Stand  and  comb  j'cr  fingers  tliroiigli 
Tlie  fool-truck  an  hour  er  two — 
Felt  so  sort  o'  \v;irni-like  and 
Sootliin'  to  a  feller's  hand ! 

Climb,  high  up  above  the  stream, 
And  "coon"  out  the  wobbly  beam 
And  peek  down  from  out  the  lof 
Where  the  weather-boards  was  ofT- 
Cee-tnun-«iv.'  '.  'y.  it  takes  grit 
Even  jest  to  think  of  it! — 
Lookin'  way  down  there  below 
On  the  worter  roarin'  so  1 

Rickollcct  the  flume,  and  wheel. 
And  the  worter  slosh  and  reel 
And  jest  ravel  out  in  froth 
Flossier'n  satin  cloth ! 
liickollect  tliem  paddles  jest 
Knock  tlie  bubbles  galley-west. 
And  plunge  under,  and  come  up, 
Drippin'  like  a  wortcr-pup ! 

And,  to  see  them  old  things  gone 
That  I  onc't  was  bettin'  on. 
In  rale  p'int  o'  fact,  I  feel 
Kind  o'  like  that  worter-wheel, — 
Sort  o'  drippy-like  and  wet 
Round  the  eyes— but  paddlin'  yet, 
And,  in  mem'ry,  loafin'  still 
Down  around  old  Kingry's  Mill! 
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Joncy 

Buef  ever  l,e  got  n,a,I, 

T/.an.,eo„es'at,au.he<,.,o'„.,_ 
*^wty,saspurtydoes! 

^'ore  3-ou  knowcd  ivli;,t  i 
Vou;  and  vcf  „.■„  "^  "''"^  eivin' 

'-»a:ct,  without  no  boa^t 

W'>ewu.  jest  the  n,ost 

-      saj.j.kea  auctioneer, 
■'iiiu  lid  arjrv  xnA  ..„   ■       . 

=y  and  review 'em 
^•^t  wuz  beautiful  „  bear! 

Harelip  and  impediment 

5-"^i:;eX-:::"-' 

^"^«-A/«..,an,o:e:        r-'-'- 
PiX      ""^''-'-'^■--H'u- 
^'.ttheirarmsarotindbim-onV 
^-c  bad  ever  feed  bimj-et. 
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In  young  company,  someway, 

Boys  'ud  grin  at  one  anotlicr 
On  the  s!y ;  and  girls  'ud  lay 
Low,  with  nothin'  much  to  say, 

V,r  leave  Joney  with  tlieir  mother. 
Many  and  many  a  time  he's  fetched  'em 

Candy  by  the  paper-sack, 
And  turned  right  around  and  kctchcd  'era 

Makin'  mouths  behind  his  back! 

S'priscd,  sometimes,  the  sUirs  he  took.— 

Cliap  said  onc't  his  mouth  looked  sorter 
Like  a  fish's  moutli  'ud  look 
When  he'd  be'n  jerked  off  the  hook 

And  plunked  back  into  the  worter. — ■ 
Same  durn  feller — it's  su'prisin', 

B>it  it's  facts — 'at  stood  and  chcrred 
From  the  bank  that  big  babtizin* 

'Pike-bridge  accident  occurred! — 

Cherrcd  for  Joney  while  he  give 

Life  to  Httle  childern  drowndin'! 
Which  wuz  fittenest  to  live — 
Him  'at  cherred,  cr  him  'at'div* 

And  saved  thirteen  lives?   ,   .   .   They  fonnd  one 
Body,  three  days  later,  floated 

Dow^n  the  by-o,  eight  mile'  south. 
All  so  colored-up  and  bloated— 

On'y  knowed  him  by  his  mouth  I 
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Ha.l  a  harelip—Joney  had— 
Folks'atniedapastallknowedh^ 

But  of  A,  thought  good  cr  bad 

"ekep-s,i,U„d  never  showed  it. 

Druther  have  that  „,ou,h.  an  pouted 
And  spht  up,  and  like  it  wuz, 

Than  the  ones 'at  laughed  about  it - 
i'^rty  IS  as  purty  does  I 


-// 


Cranny 

QRANNV-S  come  to  our  house 
>r,  ^"'•'lolmylawzy-daisyl 
All  the  ehildern  round  tlie  place 

Is  1st  a-runnin'crazyl 
r-etchedacakeferhttlejake 

And  fetched  a  pie  fer  Nanny, 
And  fetched  a  pear  fer  all  the  pack 

That  runs  to  kiss  their  Granny  I 

Lucy  Ellen's  in  her  lap. 

And  Wade  and  Silas' Walker 
Bothsa-ridin'onherfooi 
And -Polios  on  the  rocker  • 

And  httle  Orphant  Annie, 
All's  a-eatin*  gingerbread 

Andgiggle-unatGrannyl 
9t 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Tells  us  all  the  fairy  tales 

Ever  thought  er  wundered— 
And  'bundance  o'  other  stories—* 

Bet  she  knows  a  hunderd ! — 
Bob's  the  one  fer  "Whittington," 

And  "Golden  Locks"  fer  Fanny  1 
Hear  'em  laugh  and  clap  their  hands, 

Listenin'  at  Granny  1 

"Jack  the  Giant-Killer"  's  good ; 

And  "Bean-Stalk"  's  another!— 
So's  the  one  of  "Cindcrell' " 

And  her  old  godmotlicr ; — 
That-un's  best  of  all  the  rest— 

Bcstcst  one  of  any, — 
Where  the  niices  scampers  home 

Like  we  runs  to  Granny  I 

Granny's  come  to  our  houfe, 

Ho !  my  lawzy-daisy  I 
All  the  childcrn  round  tlie  place 

Is  ist  a-runnin'  crazy! 
Fetched  a  cake  fer  little  Jake, 

And  fetched  a  pie  fer  Nanny, 
And  fetched  a  pear  fer  all  the  pack 

That  runs  to  kiss  their  Granny  1 
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4  The  Train-]\f!sscr 

■AT  UNION  STATION 

'JT-vWein.,,e,,rH„,yeyesI,a.,b;„-. 

guffUnd  Whistle!  and  too. U,u,n';, 

E«tMa.    and  blister  the  da.ted  train  ll 
lW,tdoesitIcan-texpl.i,„ 

G,t  here  thirty-five  „,in.„es  before 

The  more  I, ravel  around,  the  more 

Andletitbeatme-    'I.l  din,,  my  melts  I 
igotnognmpt,on,„ernothin-elsel 
T'cket  Agent's  a  dad-bnrned  bore I-. 
Selyonatiehet'salltheylceerl-, 
Ticket  Agents  ort  to  all  be 

Prosectitod-and  that's  jes'whati- 

How  d  I  know  whieh  train's  fer  me? 
Andhow'dI,„o,„,,^,,  - 

Cocrn  and  comi,!' and  gone  astray,  ~ 

A"dbaekm'andswitchin'ever'.vvi;ich.,vay, 

W  I  ccld  jcs'  sneak  rotn.d  behind 
Mysef,  where  rconUl  git  full  swing, 
I^    'ftmycoat,andkicl,byj;ng,^' 
^'"  I JCS  got  jerked  np  and  fined  I- 
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Fer  here  I  stooJ,  as  a  durn  fool's  apt 
To,  and  let  that  train  jes'  chuff  and  choo 
Right  apast  me— and  mouth  jes'  gapped 
Like  a  blamed  old  sandwitch  warped  in  two  1 


4P      Like  His  Mother  Used  to  Make 
"uncle  Jake's  place,"  st.  jo,  Missouri,  1874 

"T  WAS  born  in  Indiany,"  says  a  stranger  lank  and  slim, 
i     As  us  fellers  in  the  restarunt  was  kind  o'  giiyin'  him, 
And  Uncle  Jake  was  slidin'  him  another  puiikin  pie 
And  a'  extry  cup  o*  coffee,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  ey<-,— 
"I  was  born  in  Indiany— morc'n  forty  year'  ago— 
And  I  hain't  be'n  back  in  twenty-and  I'm  workiii'  back- 

'ards  slow ; 
But  I've  et  in  ever'  restarunt  'twixt  here  and  Santy  Fee, 
And  I  want  to  state  this  coffee  tastes  like  gittin'  ho:..e,  to 
me! 

"Pour  us  out  another.  Daddy,"  says  the  teller,  warmin'  up. 
A-speakin'  'cro?t  a  saucerful,  "s  Uncle  tuk  his  cup  — 
"When  I  seed  ycr  sign  out  yander,"  he  went  on,  to  UncU- 

Jake, — 
"  'Come  in  and  git  some  coffee  like  yer  mother  used  to 

make' — 
I  thought  of  my  old  mother,  and  the  Posey  County  farm. 
And  me  a  little  kid  ag'in,  a-hangin'  in  her  arm, 
As  she  set  the  pot  a-bilin',  broke  the  eggs  and  poured  'on 

in" — 
And  the  feller  kind  o'  halted,  with  a  trimblc  in  his  chin  : 
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forpot_  ■  '''^"'-^o-'I-otlJiam't 

yes,  sa,s  he,  Vr  coffee's  mishtyhotr 


50 


<^fd  October 

f-f  e/<.a^,Vr  every  day.- 
L'ke  our  hearts  is  thatawayl 
Leaves  ,3  changin' overhead 
^-k  from  green  to  gray  and  red 
Brown  and  yeller,  with  their  stems 
^osen.no„theoaksa„deW; 
^"d  the  balance  of  the  trees 

C'Um  balder  every  breeze- 

"W  October-spurt' nig,,  g„„,_ 
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I  love  Old  October  so, 
1  can't  bear  to  see  licr  go  — 
Seems  to  me  liUe  loslii'  some 
Old-liome  relative  cr  clnim— 
Tears  like  sort  o'  scttiii'  liy 
Some  old  friend  'at  sigli  l>y  sigli 
Was  a-passiTi'  out  o'  siglit 
Into  everlastin'  niglit! 
tlickcrnuts  a  feller  hears 
Rattlin'  down  is  more  like  tears 
Draiipin'  on  tlic  leaves  below-  • 
I  love  Old  October  so  1 

Can't  tell  what  it  is  about 
Old  October  knocks  me  out  I— ' 
1  sleep  well  enough  at  night — 
And  the  blamedest  appetite 
Kvcr  mortal  man  possessed, — 
Last  thing  et,  it  tastes  the  best!— 
Warnuts,  huttermits,  pawpaws, 
'lies  and  limbers  up  my  jaws 
Fer  raal  service,  sich  as  new 
Fork,  sparerihs,  and  sausage,  too.- 
Vit,  fer  all,  they's  somepin*  'bout 
Old  October  knocks  me  out  1 
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Jim 


H  '^  "■'■"r^'"'  '  "''"■"•  ''"'-'^-y-  an-roun.1  kind  of      • 

f'-"^'-JoiicvcrsawI 
^^-..cd  at  jes-  coarse  work.  ,.„,,„,,..,^, 

f"0"gli  m  hh  talk-,  '  ''^  "••■''  <>■•- 

a-carry,Von  "  "'^ ''™^'' ^-Sm  to-day, 

Li'ke  lie  ust  to  do  I 
Any  sliopmate'll  tell  vn,   ti. 

jou  d  a-wanted  ,t,  and  named  it  to  I,in,        .  • 

Ills,  '°  '""'>  a"(I  It  was 

He'd  ;a'  give  you  t!ie  carti,  I 

:::"?";■=/:  :r;r '-™' 
^  -:  me  out  a  tramp  purty  comfortable  •       • 

a-huntin-  a  job,      ^'°"'''''=  '"  ^^'nter-fme, 

And  he'll  g;t  along!"  says  he. 
97 
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Jim  didn't  have,  ncr  never  could  git  ahead,  so  overly  much 

O"  this  world's  goods  at  a  tinu\  - 
•Fore  now  I've  saw  him,  more'n  onc't,  lend  a  dollar,  and 
haf  to,  more'n  likely, 
Turn  round  and  borry  a  dime  I 
Mehby  laugh  and  joke  about  it  hisse'f  fer  a  wl.ili— then 
jerk  his  coat. 
And  kind  o'  square  his  chin, 
Tie  on  his  apern,  and  squat  hisse'f  on  his  old  shoe-bench. 
And  go  to  pcggin'  ag'in  1 

Patientest  feller,  too,  I  reckon,  'at  ever  jes'  natchurly 

Coughed  hisse'f  to  death  I 
Long  enough  after  his  voice  was  lost  he'd  lauKti  i»  a  wlii-.- 
per  and  say 

He  could   ,'it  ever'thing  but  his  breath— 
■Tom  fellers,"  he'd  sort  o'  twinkle  his  eyis  and  say, 

"Is  a-;;lin'  on  to  me 
A  mighty  big  debt  fer  that-air  little  weak-chested  ghost  o' 
mine  to  pack 

Through  all  Eternity  1" 

Now  there  was  a  man  'at  jes'  'peared-like,  to  me, 

'At  ortn't  'a'  never  'a'  died  I 
"Cut  death  hain't  a-showin'  no  favors,"  the  old  boss  said— 

"On'y  to  Jim !"  and  cried : 
And  Wigger,  who  puts  up  the  best  sewed-work  in  the 
shop— 

Er  the  whole  blame  neighberhood,— 
lie  says,  "When  God  made  Jim,  I  bet  you  He  didn't  A, 
anything  else  that  day 

But  jes'  set  around  and  feel  sood  1" 
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^^'e",  now,  old  U'ilNrrl.  i,  ■  . 


9D 


THK  nOOSIER  BOOK 


S'repty's  younger,  an'  more  gay, 
All'  punier,  an'  finer  dressed 
Than  Marg'tt  is— but,  lawsy-(  ay  I 
Slic  liain't  tlic  injepen<lcntest  1— 
"Take  care !"  old  Willards  used  to  say, 
"Take  caret— Let  M^rg'et  liavc  'ler  way, 
Nil"  S'repty,  you  go  off  an'  play 
Un  your  mclodeum  I" — But,  l)e>,t 

Of  i\\,  comes  T  imps  I    An'  I'll  lie  lioniid, 
r.{  he  liain't  tlie  bcatin'est 

Young  cliap  in  all  the  country  rmnid ! 

F.f  you  knowcd  Tomps  you'd  lil<e  liitn,  s!i 
Tliey  hain't  no  man  on  top  o'  ground 
Walks  into  my  affections  more  !— 
An'  all  the  Scttlemcnt'll  say 
That  Tomps  was  liked  jes'  thataway 
By  ever'liody,  till  he  tuk 

A    hine  to  S'repty  Willards.— Then 
You'd  ort  'o  see  the  old  man  buck 
An'  h'ist  hisse'f,  an'  l-aw  the  dirt. 

All'  hint  that  "connnon  workin'-men 
That  didn't  want  their  fetlin's  hurt 

•Ud  better  hunt  fcr  'conip'ny'  where 
The  folks  was  pore  an'  didn't  care!"— 
The  pine-b!ank  facts  is,— the  oM  man, 
Last  Christmas  was  a  year  ago, 

Found  out  some  prcs.-iils  Tumps  had  got 
Fer  S'repty,  an'  hit  made  him  hot- 
Set  down  an'  tuk  his  pen  in  hand 
An'  writ  to  Tomps  an'  told  him  so 
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'•|"7,'""'J"'to,M„l,.r.,,„„, 

,:7-r- ^"-'^^"-" 

>>  IMC  slic  Was  iin  »,,!      A    >     . 

^"«'.vcsan'r<.,;;c„lo,a„'a„ 
■'^n.,.,hc.-sa-ff„,Vto.o„.„ 

Now,  til  is  is  tII  7' 
O    <''.s-I,cre  .story-t,,at  is,  r 
"ave  ,ln„c  mvvery  level  best 

A-.uc.,oneer3says,wi„ki,..s^: 
"Its  oM "•— 


niai.  Wiiiarj,  tells  the 


rest 
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THE  nl.D   MAN   TALKS 

Adzackly  jcs'  one  year  ago, 

This  New  Year's  day,  Tomps  comes  to  me— 
III  m>  own  house,  an'  whilsc  the  folks 
\Vas  giltin'  dinner,— an'  he  poke" 
His  nose  right  in,  an'  says  '>ays  he : 
"I  got  yer  note — an'  re?l  it  slow! 

You  don't  hke  7nc,  ner  I  don't  you," 
lie  says,— "we're  even  there,  you  knowl 
But  yo'i've  said,  furdcr,  that  no  gal 
81  yourn  kin  marry  me,  cr  shall. 
An'  I'd  best  shct  off  comin',  too !" 
An'  then  he  says,— "Well,  them's  your  views ;— i 
But,  havin'  talked  with  S'reptv  •-•..• 
Have  hoth  agreed  to  disagree 
With  your  peculiar  notions — some ; 
An'  that's  the  reason,  I  refuse 

To  quit  a-comin'  here,  but  come — 
Not  f  cr  to  threat,  ner  raise  no  skeer 
An'  spile  yer  turkey-dinner  here, — 
But  jcs'  fer  S'rcpty's  sake,  to  sheer 
Y'cr  New  Year's.    Shall  I  take  a  cheer?" 


Vvell,  blame-don !  ef  I  ever  see 
Sich  impidencc !    I  couldn't  say 

Not  nary  word !    But  Mother  she 
Sot  out  a  cheer  fer  Tomps,  an'  they 

Shuk  lianus  an'  turiit  their  back  on  mc 

Then  I  riz — mad  as  mad  could  be  1 — 
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ButMarg'etsays,_"Now,ra„!youset 
R.ght  where  you're  scttin' l-Uon't  you  /ret  I 
An    Tomps-y.„  warm  yer  fc-et!"  says  she, 
An   throw  yer  mitts  an'  comfort  on 
The  bed  there  1    Where  is  S'repty  gone?-, 
ilie  cabbage  is  a-scortchin' !  Ma 

Stop  cryin' there  an' stir  the  slaw!" 
WcII!_wl,at  was  Mother  cryin'  fer'_ 
I  half  riz  up-but  Marg'efs  chin 
H,t  squared-an- 1  set  down  ag'in- 
i-  alius  Ti:as  afcard  o'  her, 
Iwas,  byjucksl    So  there  I  set 
Bctivixt  a  sinkin'-chill  an'  sweat 
An' scuffled  with  my  wrath  an' shet 
My  teeth  to  mighty  tight,  you  bet  1 

An'yit,  feralltliatlcoulddo 
I  ecchcd  to  jcs'  git  up  an'  whet 
Tlie  carvin'-knife  a  rasp  er  two 
On  Tomps's  ribs-an'  so  would  you  !_ 
For  he  had  riz  an'  faced  around 

An' stood  there,  smihn',  as  they  brung 
The  turkey  in,  all  stuiTed  an'  browned- 

Too  sweet  fer  nose  er  toother  tongue  I 
VV  .th  sniffs  o' sage,  an' p'r'aps  a  dash 
Of  old  burnt  brandy,  steamin'-hot 

M.xed  kind  o'  in  with  apple-mash 
An  mmce-meat,  an'  the  Lord  knows  whati 
Nobody  was  a-talkin'  then, 
To  'filiate  any  awk'ardness— 
No  noise  o'  any  kind  but  jes' 
The  rattle  o*  the  dishes  when 
They'd  fetch  'em  in  an'  set  'em  down, 
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/ii'  fix  an'  cliange  'cm  roiiml  an'  round, 

Lilce  women  docs — till  MotluT  saj's, — 
"  '/ittds  is  rcadj- ;  Abncr,  call 

Down  S'repty — she's  up-stairs,  I  gncss." — 
And  Ifarg'ct  she  says,  "Ef  you  hawl 
Like  that,  she'll  not  come  down  at  all  1 
Besides,  we  needn't  wait  tili  she 
Gits  down !    Here,  Tomps,  set  down  by  mc. 

An'  Pap  :  say  grace !"    .    .    .    Well,  there  I  was  !- 
What  could  I  do  1    I  drappcd  my  head 
Behind  ni;'  fists  an'  groaned,  an'  said  :— 

"Indulijent  Parent !  in  Thy  cause 
We  bow  the  head  an'  bend  tlic  knee. 
An'  lircak  the  bread,  an'  pour  the  wine, 
Fcelin'" — (The  stair-door  suddently 
Went  bang!  an'  S'rcpty  flounced  by  mc)  — 
"Fcelin',"  I  says,  "this  feast  is  Thine — 

This  New  Year's  feast" — an'  ral^-rap-raf^f 
Went  Marg'et's  case-knife  on  her  plate — 

An'  next,  I  hccrd  a  sasser  drap, — 
Then  I  looked  up,  an',  strange  to  state, 
There  S'repty  set  in  Tomps's  lap — 

An'  huggin'  him,  as  shore  as  fate  1 
An'  Mother  kissin'  him  k-slap ! — 
An''  Marg'ct — she  chips  in  to  drap 

The  ruthcr  peert  remark  to  me : — 

"That  'grace'  o'  yourn,"  she  says,  "won't  'gee" — 

Tliis  hain't  no  'Xcw  Year's  feast,' "  says  she, — 
"This  !s  a'  IXFAIR-Dhmcr,  Pap!" 


An'  so  it  was.! — ^>e'n  married  fer 
I'urt'  nigh  a  week ! — 'Twas  Marg'ct  planned 
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The  wimie  thing  for -e-n,  tiTougl,  a,,' thr       , 

f  take  things  jcs- as  they  occur-' 

I3ut  I-says-r,  a-holt  his  hand  - 
I  m  glad  you  didn't  marry  „HR__ 
Cause  Al„r,',rs  n,y  ..«„.rf...«-yes-.,V  ,, 
'    ^'"'=I"^'^e™Jt.noughf,rj.„,;.. 


Jicgardin'  Terry  Hut 

S''l'"r/.'""r"°'^''^'-' Churn 

tT;/    t'!'^  ""-''■■"""'■"'">«  concern. 

I^.e   raveled  round  the  grand  old  State 
Ut  Indiany,  lots,  o'  late  '— 

I've  canvassed  Crawferdsville  and  sweat 

Around  the  town  o'Layfayette  ■ 

IvesawamanyaCuunty-seat 

I  «^' to  think  was  hard  to  beat  ■ 

At  constant  dreenagc  and  expense 

ve  worked  Creeneas.Ie  and  Vineenn..- 
nrapped  out  o'  Putnan,  in,,,  Clay 
Owen,  and  on  down  thataway       ' 
P  ™  '""'"  I\"°-.  on  the  hack-track 
Ter  home  as-„,_and  glad  r,„,,ack -_ 
I^ve  saw  these  towns,  as  I  say-but' 
They  s  none 'at  heats  old  Terry  n„t, 

It's  more'n  likely  you'll  in,i,t 

i  cUun  this  'cause  I'm  predjudist, 
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Bcin'  born'd  here  in  ole  Vygo 

In  sigtit  o'  Terry  Hut ;— hut  no, 

Yer  elean  dead  wrong !— and  1  maintain 

Tliey's  nary  drap  in  ary  vein 

O'  mine  bnt  what's  as  free  as  air 

To  jes'  take  issue  with  you  there! — 

'Cause,  1)oy  and  man,  f cr  forty  year, 

I've  argied  au'inst  livin'  here, 

And  jawed  around  and  traded  lies 

About  our  lack  o'  enterprise. 

And  tuk  and  turned  in  and  agreed 

All  other  towns  was  in  the  lead. 

When— drat  my  melts !— they  couldn't  cut 

No  shine  a-tall  with  Terry  Kut ! 


Take,  even,  statesmanship,  and  wit, 

And  ginercl  git-up-and-git. 

Old  Terry  Hut  is  sound  clean  through  I— 

Turn  old  Dick  Thompson  loose,  cr  Dan 

Fort-he  js— and  wliere's  they  any  man 

Kin  even  hold  a  candle  to 

Tlicir  eloquence  ?— And  where's  as  clean 

A  fi-nan-seer  as  Rile'  McKeen — 

F.r  puorer,  in  his  daily  walk, 

In  railrond  er  in  racin'  stock  I 

And  there's  'Gene  Debs— a  man  'it  stands 

And  jes'  holds  out  in  his  two  handb 

As  warm  a  heart  as  evei  beat 

Betwixt  here  and  the  Jedgment  Seat  1 — 

All  these  is  reasons  why  I  putt 

Sich  bulk  o'  faith  in  Terry  Hut. 
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So  I've  come  back,  with  eyes  'at  sees 

My  faults,  at  last,-to  make  ,„y  peace 
With  th.s  old  place,  and  truthful'  swear- 
Like  Gineral  Tom  Nelson  docs,- 
"Thcy  hain't  no  city  anywhere' 
On  God's  green  earth  lays  over  us  !" 
Our  city  government  is  grand— 
"Ncr  is  they  better  farmin'-land 
Si,n-kissed"-as  Tom  goes  on  and  says^ 
Er  dower'd  with  sich  advantages  I" 
And  I've  come  back,  with  welcome  tread 
J-rom  journeyin's  vain,  as  I  have  said 
lo  settle  down  in  ca'in  content 
And  cuss  tlie  towns  where  I  have  .vent 
And  brag  on  ourn,  and  boast  and  strut ' 
Around  the  streets  o'  Terry  Iluti 


54  Down  on  IVrigglc  Crick 

-r^cst  ,i,nc  to  Kill  a  ho<ys  ..hen  he's  /„/."_0,.d  Sa- 

•jV/TOSTLY,  folks  is  law-abidi,,' 
j-»J-  Down  on  Wriggle  Crick,- 
Seem'  they's  no  Squire  residin' 

In  our  baily  wick ; 
No  grand  juries,  no  suppcenies, 
Ner  no  vested  rights  to  pick' 
Out  yer  man,  jerk  up  and  jail  ef 

He's  outragin' Wriggle  Crick  1 
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Wriggle  Crick  hain't  got  no  '  'viii', 

Ner  no  suits  to  beat ; 
Ner  no  court-liouse  gee-and-Iiawiii' 

Like  a  County-scat ; 
Hain't  no  waitin'  round  fcr  vcrdicks, 

Ner  non-giltin'  witness-fees ; 
Ner  no  thicfs  'at  gits  "new  hcarin's," 

By  some  lawyer  slick  as  grease ! 

Wriggle  Crick's  Icatlin'  spirit 

Is  old  Jolints  CulvvcU, — 
Keeps  post-office,  and  riglit  near  it 

Owns  what's  called  "Tlie  Grand  Hotel" — 
(Warehouse  now) — buys  wheat  and  ships  it; 

Gits  out  ties,  and  trades  in  stock. 
And  knows  all  the  high-toned  drummers 

'Twixt  South  Bend  and  Mishawauk. 

Last  year  comes  along  a  feller — 

Sharper  'an  a  lance — ■ 
Stovepipe-hat  and  silk  umhreller, 

And  a  hotightcn  all-wool  pants, — 
Tinkerin'  of  clocks  and  watches  ; 

Says  a  trial's  all  he  wants — 
And  rents  out  the  tavern-oflice 

Next  to  Uncle  Johnts. 

Well.— He  tacked  up  his  k'dentials. 

And  got  down  to  biz. — 
Captured  Johnts  hy  cuttin'  stenchils 

Fer  them  old  wheat-sacks  o'  Ins.— i 
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Fixcd  his  clock,  ;„  ,„c  p,H,..,mce_ 

Crost  Ins  .safe.  i„  ,.„,,,.,,,?  ,,,„.^^ 
J-  CulvvcII-3,  Wrig^>le  Crick."     ' 

Anyfcindo'jobjoukcerclto 
I^<--sk  l,im  witl,,  and  l,ri„g 

"edr,xferyou-ies'app,;rc,Ito 

Aim  I„s  Land  to  anything  ._ 
K."SS.  cr  earI,oI,s,  cr  innhrollors-- 

Gh,e  a  cl.cer  er  chany  doll,- 
\\  y.  of  all  the  bcatm-  fellers 

^'c  Jes' beat 'em  alll 

Made  his  friends,  but  wouldn't  stop  t!,ere- 

One  nnstake  he  learnt 
T'«twas.sIeopin'i„,,i,3,,,p„^,^^__ 

And  one  Sundy  night  it  burnt! 

,";f'"°"^"'i"'a-swccph,' 

.  ^,","'^;''"'^to^vn  high  and  dry- 

^■;:'''..af.ner,.henthoy..aI:.n,;n, 
Suffocatni',  mighty  „ig,,, 

Jolmts  he  drug  him  from  the  buildin' 
lIep!e5s-'/.^„;-,.rfto,^j^^__ 

A-uI  the  women  and  the  dn-ldern 
Drenel„-„'„im  with  sympathy! 

E"    Inot.ecdjohntsheltonhim 
,  7''' ■••'"'O- Win' grip, 

Jn  most  warmest  pardm-r.hip! 
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That's  till!  whole  mess,  tjriast-aiul-doiiiu'l 

Jolinls's  safe  was  saved—    . 
But  the  lock  was  found  siiruiijf  open, 

And  tlic  inside  caved. 
Was  no  trial— ncr  no  jury— 

Ner  no  jcdge  ncr  court-house-click.— 
Circumstances  alters  cases 

Down  on  Wriggle  Crick  1 


So 
To 
An 
I!u 

Ant 
F.( 


55  The  Little  Tozvn  o'  Tailholt 

YOU  kin  boast  about  ycr  cities,  and  their  stiddy  growth 
and  size, 
And  hrag  about  ycr  County-seats,  and  business  cnkri.r.M', 
Aiid  railroads,  and  factories,  and  all  sich  foolery— 
But  the  little  Town  o'  Tailholt  is  big  enough  fer  me  1 

You  kin  harp  about  yer  churches,  with  their  steeples  in  the 

clouds, 
And  gas  about  yer  graded  streets,  and  blow  about  ycr 

crowds ; 
You  kin  talk  about  yer  "(/.caters,"  and  all  you've  got  ;., 

see- 
But  the  little  Town  o'  Tailholt  is  show  enough  fer  me  I 

They  hain't  no  style  in  our  town— hit's  little-like  and 

small — 

They  hain't  no  "churches,"  nuther,— jes'  the  meetin'-hou^c 
is  all; 

They's  no  sidewalks,  to  speak  of-but  the  highway's  alius 

free. 
And  the  little  Town  o'  Tailholt  is  wide  enough  fer  me  I 
IIO 


But 
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W'q  set 
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Some  find  it  <li,commodi„Mikc  I'm     ■,.• 

'""tr"""' "■""'"«"■ «.«,.i„„,„ 

And  lauRl,  and  I.oller  "Tall-Imlfc  ■    , 

'■•f  'he  city  su.-.s  you  be     r  t    "•     ""  '""'''"  """'■•'■" 
l^^__  better,  „-y,  I,,,',  ^,,„^  j.^^_.^,  ^^^.^ 

IJut  the  little  Town  n'  T    n    . . 


5*^ 


/-////<-  Or/^/,fl,„,  yl„„,-^ 


.™«i,. ..,,,'     """'■  '»■■»■  1.™, , 

\n'  slioo  tlie  chickens  nff  .r 

sweep,  ^  "''""=  ""-■'•-'•""'t  the  hearth,  an- 

■^-'-fnin-  to  th     vj  "^  'T  '"^  ""  ""^-^'"^  f"" 

^"'t"eGobMe:::':'s:;:;:'^"--"-''out. 

I^f  you 
Hon't 

^\'atch 
Onl! 


Ill 
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Wiinst  they  wuz  a  little  I.oy  woiiMii't  say  liU  prayers,— 

All"  when  he  went  to  heil  iit  ni«ht,  a\\:iy  up-stairs, 

His  Mammy  lieeril  lilm  holler,  an'  his  Daitily  hurd  him 

hawl, 
An"  whin  they  tim't  tl.o  klvviTi  down,  he  wii/n't  there  at 

all! 
An'  they  seeke.l  him  in  tlie  r.ifler-iooin,  an'  eul.l.y-hole,  an' 

press, 
An'    seeked   him    np   the   chimhly-nne,    an'    ivir'wheref,    I 

Bii'-s; 
r.nt  all  liny  ever  fonnd  wnz  thist  his  pants  an'  ronnd- 

alinut;— 
An'  the  ("lohhle-nns  '11  git  you 
V.i  you 
Don't 

\'k'atch 
Out! 

\n'  one  time  a  little  girl  'nd  alius  laufili  and  grin, 

An'  make  fun  of  ever'one,  an'  all  her  hlood-an'-kin  ; 

An'  wunst,  when  they  was  "company,"  an'  ole   folks  kv.- 

there, 
She  mocked  'em  an'  shocked  'em,  an'  said  she  didn't  earc! 
An'  thist  as  she  kicked  her  heels,  an'  turn't  to  run  an'  hi.li'. 
They  wuz  two  great  big  Black  Thing.;  a-standin'  hy  inr 

side, 
An'  they  snatched  her  through  the  ceilin'  'fore  she  know.  ! 

what  slie's  about! 
An'  the  Gobhie-uns  'II  git  you 
F.f  you 
Don't 

Watch 
Out! 
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'■>  t'.e  Gob,,,..,,,,,  ,,  ;;:J,;,;""  "'  •^■-•e"  »«  about, 
I^f  you 
T'ljii't 

V/aldi 
Out  I 


"3 
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57 


Down  Around  the  River 


NOON-TIMP.  ami  Jiinc-tlmo,  ilnwn  arniiinl  the  river  t 
Have  to  fiirsc  with  I.Uiy  Ann— Imt  lawzy!  I  fcrtjivi- 
Iht  I 
Hrivcs  me  off  tlic  place,  ami  says  'at  all  'at  sin's  a-wlsliin', 
T.aml  o'  Kracioiis!  tiinc'II  come  I'll  nit  eminKli  o'  fisliin' I 
I.itllc  T'avc,  a-clmi'l'i"'  wi"'(l,  never  '|>ears  tn  mitlcc; 
Dun't  kiiDW  where  she's  hid  his  hat,  er  keeiiii'  where  his 

coat  is, — 
Sprcalalin',  morc'n  like,  he  hain't  a-t;oin'  to  nn'ml  me. 
And  gnessin'  ^'llcrc,   say  twelve  o'clock,  a   fellcr'd  likely 
find  me. 


Noon-time  and  June-time,  down  around  the  river  I 
Clean  out  o'  sight  o'  home,  and  skulkin'  under  kivvcr 
Of  the  sycamores,  jack-oaks,  and  swamp-asli  and  ellum  — 
Idles  all  so  jnmhled  up    you  kin  hardly  tell  'em! — 
Tired,  you  know,  but  lorin'  it,  and  smilin'  jes'  to  think  ':it 
Any  sweeter  tiredness  you'd  fairly  want  to  drink  it. 
Tired  o'  fisliin' — tired  o'  fun — line  out  rlack  and  slacker 
All  you  want  in  all  the  world's  a  little  more  tohaeker ! 

Hungry,  hut  a-liidin'  it,  cr  jes'  a-not  a-keerin' : — 
Kingfisher  gittiu'  up  and  skootin'  out  o'  lieariu'; 
Snipes  on  the  t'other  side,  where  the  County  Ditch  is, 
Wadin'  up  and  down  the  aidge  like  they'd  rolled  tlieir 
britches ! 
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OM, .. W«  on  .he  TOO.  l<i.,u.  „„.„.„ 
ntoomwortor  like  l,c.lon-t  know  hovvrthapp,,,, 

S..y,  .1.'  tc.„r/.-r  in  ,I,c  sha.l.Icr-.;,,,,/,/,.,  ;„  „,,  „„„,., 

J=;"n.I.o.ryI,„„eH„._Vayaro.,„,I,l,eI,o,„I,„ 

t     c..Fork-«.,,creyerc3eki.,ics'kc,d,,,oon,,,V 

U  .1,    .at  pcky  „o,c  o-  hi. ,    The,  a  sniff  „•  ,„C 

With  ycr  .lin„c.r  f.r  y"  a  ,   ■         '     .;""'"   f"''  '■«"""'< 


5'? 


J^oDiancln 


Wh. 


'^"a::  ::7°"^'^^' ""---"" --'--•-'ik. 


'i  "U  git  my  idy    ,Io  ,.,,„  5_;  .     , 

■     '='«'•""■'  •"-■>n'l«"".eyo„.,,atyo„„„-,w„.  a, „„„.^ 


Vit  here  I  am,  tl 


--^     ..m,  ti„s  m,„ute,  even  sixty,  to  a  .lav 
A.H1  ferg.tti,,'  all  tl,at's  i„  i,   .;.,„■.....,  ..'] 


wish 


»   JC's'  the  othi 


r  iv.iy ! 
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I  hain't  no  hand  to  lectur'  on  the  times,  er  diiiionstrate 
Whare  the  trouble  is,  er  hector  and  domineer  with  Fate- 
Rut  wlien  I  git  so  fliirric>l,  and  so  pcstered-like  and  bUie, 
And  so  rail  owdacious  worried,  let  mc  tell  you  %vhat  I  do  !- 

I  jest  Rce-haw  the  he.  s.cf.  and  unhook  the  swingle-trce, 
Whare  the  hazel-lmshcs  tosses  down  thcyr  shaddcrs  over  mc. 
And  I  d.aw  my  plug  o'  navy,  and  climb  the  fence,  and  set 
Jest  a-thinkin'  here,  i  gravy;  tel  my  eyes  is  wringin'  well 

Tlio'  I  still  kin  see  the  trouble  o'  the  trcsiiiit,  I  khi  see— 
Kindo'  like  my  sight  wuz  double-all  the  things  that  «st 

to  be; 
And  the  flutter  o'  the  robin,  ami  the  teeter  o'  the  wren 
Sets  the  willcr-branches  bobbin'  "howdy-.lo"  thum  Kpzu  t" 

Then! 

The  dea-  nin'  and  llic  thiclafs  jr  ,t  a  billn'  full  of  June, 
Thum  tI:o  raltle  o'  the  crlclot.  to  Hie  yallar-liamm-v's  tun.-; 
And  the  catbird  in  the  botl.mi,  and  the  sap-suck  on  tlic 

snag. 
Seems  ef  tbcy  can't- od-rot  'cml-jest  do  nothin'  else  but 

brag! 

They's  music  in  the  twitter  of  the  bluebird  and  the  jay. 
And  that  sassy  Ir.tlc  critter  jet  a-/'.T/./«'  all  the  day; 
They's  music  in  the  "ilicker,"  and  tliey's  music  in  the 

t'lirush, 
And  they's  nuisic  in   the  snicker  o'   the  chipmunk   in  tl^c 

brush  I 

They's  music  all  nrouiul  me!-  And  I  go  back,  in  a  dream 
ban  ever   found  me   fast  asleep,— and  in  t'le 


eter  y 


it  t!i: 


stream 
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road.  "'"'   ""^  ■''""-■f  <l<nvri  tlic 

bloom,  '"<^ir  ta.Js  tiiitocin 

!™;"s?::;°.tr'-" ;"•""— -«« 

pra^-erl  '     '''^-^--t !"  jest  .s   soft  as   anj 
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51?  Somep'n  Common-Like 

SOMEP'N  'at's  common-like,  and  good 
And  plain,  and  easy  understood ; 
Somep'n  'at  folks  like  mc  and  joti 
Kin  understand,  and  rclisli,  too. 
And  find  some  sermint  in  'at  hits 
The  spot,  and  sticks  and  benefits. 
We  don't  need  nothin'  extry  fine ; 
'Cause,  take  the  run  o'  mimls  like  mine. 
And  we'll  go  more  on  good  horse-sense 
Than  all  your  flowery  eloquence; 
And  we'll  jedge  best  of  honest  acts 
By  Nature's  statement  of  the  facts. 
So  wlien  you're  wantiii'  to  express 
Your  misery,  er  happiness, 
V.r  anything  'at's  wutli  the  time 
C  telling  in  plain  talk  er  r'  yme — 
Jes'  sort  o'  let  your  siihject  run 
As  ef  the  Lord  wuz  listenun. 


60  The  Liltlc  Tiny  KicksJian' 

"—And  any  Utile  tiny  /.■icfri/iaw."— Siiakespeark. 

THE  little  tiny  kickshaw  that  Mither  sent  tae  me, 
'Tis  sweeter  than  tlie  sugar-plum  that  reei)cus  on  the 
tree, 
\Vi'  deuty  flavorin's  o'  5pire  an'  musky  rosemarie. 
The  little  tiny  kickshaw  that  Mither  sent  tae  me. 
ij8 
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'Tis  luscicus  wi'  tlie  sUik„  u,,..    -  f     ■.    , 


d/ 


The  Stcptnotlicr 


pTRST  she  come  to  our  house, 

Tommy  run  and  hid  • 
And  Fmily  and  Bob  and  m'e 
We  cr.-cd  ju3'  hk-e  ve  diM 

Wh.n  Mother  dicd.-a„d  we  an  sard 
At  we  all  w.sht -at  we  was  dead! 

And  Nurse  she  couldn't  stop  us 
A.id  Pa  he  tried  and  tried  _  ' 

We  soh,,ed„„d    ,,„,,,„„  ^;^,_,^,_^.^ 
l-ut  only  cried  and  cried  • 

Andnensomeone-wecouidn-tin,. 

Tellwho-wascryin'sameasusl 

Our  Stepmother!   Yes,  it  was  her, 

Her  arms  around  us  all— 
'Cause  Ton,  slid  down  the  bannister 

And  ncehed  in  from  the  hall - 
And  >ve  all  love  her,  too,  because 

SI-espurt-m-ghgoodasAtotherwasI 
"9 
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Want  tc  Be  IVJiiir  Mother  Is 


"W 


'ANT  to  be  wliiir  motlicr  is  I    Want  to  be  wliur 
.    .  mother  is  1" 

Jecmses  Rivers !  won't  some  one  ever  sbet  t'.iat  howl  o  Ins? 
'iliat-air  yellin'  drives  me  wild  I 
Cain't  none  of  ye  stop  tlie  cliild? 
Want  yer  Daddy?    "Xaw."    Gee  wliizzi 
"Want  to  be  wliur  motlier  is !" 

"Want  to  be  whur  mother  is!  Want  'o  be  wluir  niotlier  is!" 
Coax  him,  Sairy !  Mary,  sing  somcpin'  fcr  hhu  !  l.ill  him. 
Liz — 

Bang  tlie  clock-bell  with  the  key— 

F,r  the  vual-ax!    Ccc-mmi-neel 

Listen  to  them  lungs  o'  bis  I 

"Want  to  be  whur  mother  is !" 

"Want  to  be  whnr  mother  is !  Want  to  be  whnr  mother  is  t" 
Preacher  gnessii  pound  all  night  on  that  old  pulpit  u'  hi^ ; 

'Pears  to  me  some  wiinmin  jest 

Shows  religious  interest 

Mostly  'fore  tlieir  famhly's  rizi 

"Want  to  be  whur  mother  isl" 


"Want  to  be  whur  motlier  is !  Vi'ant  to  hi-  whur  mother  i^ !" 
Nights  like  these  and  whipperv.ills  alius  hrings  that  vulv 
of  his! 

Sairy;  Mary;  'Lizabetli; 

Don't  set  there  and  ketch  yer  death 

In  the  dew — er  rheumatiz — 

Want  to  be  whur  mother  is? 
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Marthy  Ellen 

'pHEV-Snothin' in  the  name  to  strike 
^-^  A  feller  more'.i  common  like  I 
Tamt  liable  to  git  no  praise 

Nernothin' like  it  nowadays- 
An  y.t  tl.at  name  o'  her'n  is  jest 
As  purty  as  the  purtiest- 
And  more'n  that,  I'm  here  to  say 
IlU'vea-think-in'thatavvay 

And  die  fer  Martliy  Ellen  I 

It  may  he  I  was  prcj.idust 
In  favor  of  it  from  the  fust- 
Canse  I  kin  ricollect  jest  how 

^\<=  met  and  hear  her  mother  now 
A-camn'ofherdowntheroad- 
^nd,  aggcrvatiu-httle  toad'- 
Iseehernow.jestsorto'half- 
^ayd.sapp-inted.turnandlaug;, 

And  mock  her_"Marthy  Ellen!" 

Our  people  never  had  no  fuss 

And  y,t  they  never  tucf.  to  u,  • 

\U  neighbored  hack  and  foreds  some; 
Unt.I  they  see  she  liked  to  come 
To  our  house-and  me  and  her 
^Vas  jest  together  evor'whur 

T;:   f  ,;'V;'"^— "  -'-n  theyd  see 
"■atlhkcdherandshelikedmc 

They'd  holler  "Marthy  Ellen!" 
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Wlicii  wc  growtJ  ur,  ami  tlicy  slict  down 
On  me  and  her  a-runnin'  ronii' 
ToKi-'tlicr,  and  lior  fallicr  saiil 
He'd  never  leave  her  nary  red, 
So  he'p  him,  cf  she  married  nie. 
And  so  on— and  her  mother  she 
Jest  agged  the  gyrl,  and  said  she  'lowed 
She'd  rather  see  her  in  her  shroud, 
I  ii:rit  to  Marthy  Kllcii— 

That  is,  I  kind  o'  tuek  my  pin 

la  hand,  and  stated  vvhnr  and  when 

The  nndcrsigned  wonld  be  tliat  night, 

With  two  good  hosses,  saddled  right 

Fer  liv:ly  travelin',  in  case 

IIci  {oiks  'ud  like  to  jinc  the  race. 

Siic  sent  the  same  note  hack,  and  writ 

"The  rose  is  red  1"  right  under  it— 

"Your'n  alius,  Marthy  Kllen." 


That's  all,  I  reckon— Nothin'  more 
To  tell  but  what  you've  h.-crd  atorc— 
The  same  old  story,  sweeter  tliough 
Fer  all  the  trouble,  don't  yuu  know. 
Old-fashioned  name!  and  yit  it's  jest 
As  pnrty  as  the  purtiest ; 
And  more'n  that,  I'm  here  to  say 
I'll  Uve  a-lhinkin'  tliat  awaj', 

And  die  fer  Marthy  liUen! 
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<''■/ 


JI'/io  Santy  Clans  IVus 


I-f,       ,  ""-'— I  ■^t'lncmljcr  still  — 

'■:a5tcr-S„n,lay-Circ„.  n        ■  T'""^ '•^'- »  >"''t  a  smell: 

ar,(!  f„2^_  ™°f'  «"  "rapped  in  fur 

Long  afore 

I  tiiowcd  who 

"Sanly-aai,s",v„z| 

''-i"^J■  L  •^"''*'°'''^■•^'^''■''•''-■ 
A.;^  <n.a.i.u,n.s  frosted  w,:,;;;r;;;ri-^-"'' 

-...e.dre...s,e...,ls.,,e„^ 
Long  afore 

I  Allowed  wlio 

"^ai'ty-Cldii,"  u-uz! 

^^■'»'-'-^-,^;rr::tfv;r-^'t^-...,d: 

say  """-«»ndered  what  he'd 

"'■o.etehed3f.l,er,ayh,-ferhi,„.„a,a.ay, 
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But  I  bet  on  him,  and  liked  bim,  same  as  ef  lie  liad 
TurncU  to  pat  me  on  the  back  and  say,  "Look  lure,  my  lad, 
Here's   my   pack,— jci'   'ic'p   yourse'f,   like   all   gmA  boys 

does  I" 
Long  afore 

I  knowcd  who 

"Saiily-Claiis"  wtiz  1 

Wisht  that  yarn  was  true  about  him,  as  it  'peared  to  he- 
Truth  made  outo'  lies  like  that-un's  good  cuouhIi  fer  me!— 
Wisht  I  still  WUE  so  confulin'  I  could  jes'  go  wild 
Over  hangin'  tip  my  stockin's,  like  the  litlle  child 
Climbin'  in  my  lap  to-niglit,  and  beggin'  mo  to  tell 
•Bout  them  reindeers,  and  "Old  Santy"  that  sb.e  loves  i-o 

well 
I'm  half  sorry  fer  this  little-girl-swccthcart  of  bis- 
Long  afore 

She  knows  who 

"Santy-Clau.s"  i> ! 


Tliis  Man  Jones 


THIS  man  Jones  was  what  you'd  call 
A  feller  'at  had  no  sand  at  all ; 
Kind  o'  consumpted,  and  undersizc, 
And  sallor-complected,  with  big  sad  eyes. 
And  a  kind-of-a  sort-of-a  hang-dog  style, 
And  a  sncakin'  sort-of-a  half-way  smile 
'At  kind  o'  give  him  away  to  us 
As  a  preacher,  maybe,  er  somepin'  wuss. 
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ni.l.,'t  take  with  tl,o  KanjT-w.ll,  no- 

^'  I'l'"   tl.e  «illy  aln,,^,  ,l,e  r.„„', 

An<l,lriv,V,l,eM.k«'a.l,c.pMllc.,lo,„- 
Jht  I  wn,  one  of  il,c  l,„s.:,.s  tlKM, 

Am. .fa,,,..e, stood  i„,vi,,,,.,.  ca,uas„,en  : 
A".    .1,0  way  ue  ,.„t  „p  jo,„,  „,,  ;,„„ 

0»  tins  man  Junes  jcs- Let  Ihesl.ow  I 

Ust  to  rattle  Iiim  scandalous 

And  keep  tl.e  feller  a-dodsin'  us 

Ami  a-shyin-  round  half  .keere.i  to  death. 

And  afeerd  to  whimper  ahovc  his  hreath; 
I'lve  h,m  a  cussin',  an,I  il.rn  a  kiek 
A";l  then  a  kin,l-of-a  hack-hand  licL, 
J^'-   fer  the  fun  of  seein'  hhn  clin.h 
Around  with  a  head  o„  n.ost  the  time. 

But  what  was  the  curioust  thins  tome. 
^\  as  along  o'  tl,e  party-let  me  see  - 
Who  w-as  our  -Lion  Queen"  last  ycar'- 
Mamzelle  Zanty,  or  De  La  Pier,    '- 
,\\''''  "°  "lat'er-a  stunnin'  mash, 

And  a  figscr  s,ch  as  the  angels  owns- 
And  one  too  many  fer  this  man  Jones. 

"eVl  alius  wake  in  the  afternoon 

As  the  hand  walt.ed  in  on  the  li^.-tune 

And.er.fromthetime-a,sheM,ou; 

Till  .shed  hack  out  of  the  ca«ea«'in, 
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IIcM  stan<l,  sliaky  and  limlKT-Kiiccil— 
'Specially  wlicn  she  come  ti)  "iccil 
Tlie  U-A>U  raw  meat  willi  lier  iiakul  haml"— 
And  alt  that  business,  you  umlerstand. 

And  It  u-as  rcsky  in  that  den— 
Fer  I  think  she  juRglcd  three  cuhs  then, 
And  a  hit;  "green"  lion  'at  used  to  smash 
Collar-hones  fer  old  Frank  Nash ; 
And  I  reckon  now  she  hain't  fcrgot 
The  afternoon  old  "Xero"  sot 
His  paws  oa  her!— hut  as  fer  me. 
It's  a  sort-of-a  mixed-up  mystery:— 

Kind  o'  rcmcmhcr  an  awfnt  roar. 
And  sec  her  hack  fer  the  holted  door- 
See  the  cage  ro  ^   -hcerd  her  call 
"God  have  nier. ,  :  '  and  tliat  was  all— 
Fer  they  ain't  no  livin'  man  can  tell 
Jl'hat  it's  like  when  a  thousand  yell 
In  female  tones,  and  a  thousand  more 
Howl  in  hass  till  their  throats  is  sore  I 

But  the  keeper  said  'at  dragged  her  out. 
They  hecrd  some  feller  laugh  and  shout—' 
"Save  her  1   Quick!   I've  got  the  cuss!" 
And  yit  she  ..aked  and  smiled  on  us! 
And  we  daren't  flinch,  fer  the  doctor  said, 
Seein'  as  this  man  Jones  was  dead. 
Better  to  jes'  not  let  her  know 
Nothin'  o'  that  fer  a  week  cr  so. 
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""         "'/'^-'^  t/w  CWrn  Ciu  JWh  in 
the  'Jn-rs 

•J-     A.u.,,e.un  comes  out  and  ./„,..,  '^• 

-^"'lyor  Loots  pulls  on  « ill,  a  i;,„„|",i',„ 

A,„.  ,ou.M„u,f  ,„,..,„:;;;::?'"' -"--• 

And  v'r'''/"^"™'"'''^''''^-''' '-'"'. 
A,Hljoua,„,yerwifca,Tees 

l'^t.,nc.,„s,u,lcuptl.e„anK..,.lo,, 

JWl!work,s.hclcasto'„,vi.,cc.s 
H'.en.l,egrcc„,youl<now.,i,sbacM,.„,e..„, 

^VlK.n,l,cRrcca  BUS  back  i„tI,o  trees.  a,,.lL„s 
Is  a-I,ii...„„'  aroun'  ag-ii, 

'"'l';'"^:'"'"^  »'->■«--■>— ..'ease 

Old  R-a,t  they  bum  romi'm; 
" 'leii  tile  grpMii's  nil  ?,-,  1,1      i' 

A"^.^eU.;^;rt;::';:^r"^"^^^'--- 

Coax     .hcMoomi„„,eo!ddo,.wood. 
And  the  erecngits  back  in  the  free,  _ 
I. ke,  as  I  say.  in  sich  scenes  as  these, 
T'.ct,me  when  the  green  gits  back  in  the  trees  I 

is  all  pulled  out  and  gone  1 
And  the  swet  it  starts  out  on 
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A  fi Hit's  fuiriil,  a-i.'.'"'"'  '!'>»" 

At  tlie  <il(l  ''liriiiK  "ii  lii<  knees— 
1  killdii'  like  ji  ^l  :i-l.Kifirli;'  r.iim' 
Wlicii  llie  t^nvu  ((its  li:iik  in  (he  trees— 
Jist  ;i-ii<)ttirin'  ronii'  as  I— iliirii  -pliasi' 
Wliin  tlie  green,  you  know,  gits  back  in  tlic  tnir.1 


<5; 


Doc  Sifcrs 


OF  all  tlie  doctors  I  could  cite  you  to  in  tin, -'ere  town 
Hue  Sifers  is  my  favorite,  jes'  take  him  n|i  and  ili)wn  I 
CoiuU  In  tlic  Uellicl  NcigliUrliuod,  and  Rollins,  and  I'.i;' 

Bear, 
And  Sifers'  standiu's  jes'  as  good  as  ary  doctor's  tlure! 

There's  old  Doc  Wick,  and  Glenn,  and  Hall,  and  WnvHlir, 

and  McVeifli, 
p.iit  I'll  InicV  Sifers  'g'inst  'em  all  and  down  'em  any  il  i;  ' 
Most  old  Wick  ever  knowed,  I  s'pose,  was  whisky!   Wnr 

ler— well, 
lie  et  morphine— ef  actions  shows,  and  facts'  relialile! 

Bnt   Sifcrs— though  he  ain't  no  sot,  he's  got  his   f;ailt': 

and  yit 
Vi'hen  you  ;/i'(   Sifcrs  onc't,  you've  got  a  doctor,  il"iii 

fcrgit! 
He  ain't  nuich  at  his  oflicc,  cr  liis  ho'.isc,  er  anywhere 
VouM  nalclui.  iy  think  eei  lain  ier  to  ketch  the  feller  lliete. 
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li'it  >loirt  bl,unc    l)„c:   lu-'s   „„,    ,11         .       , 

'''*' ;:;!::,;b:;:-'''^  "''■'-—'■•-. -^"......u.,. 

"''":T'''^'-" '"-•' ""••'^■■"^ .^si„„. 

r:r  at  llie  uurk  licMdi,  .ilanin' »1,:„„   .       i    •,  ,■  . 

■I"  ^.Id,  I,ir,|.  ■  ,..,Iv  ,  ."""«-^:  ''■•'"■■Min-  Imlo  trap. 

^f^'ke  an.  il,|„g  [  j;,,,,,!       ,,     ,       , 

A^•.^Man^^:::j.^L::— '^;,^-j^o,., 

T...-e_...  .„e  WM„e.  n.,W,.p.,c  .,.,  a,,  ,.:  „p   Te. 
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First  had  this  doctor,   what's-his-name,   from  "Puddlea- 

burg,"  and  then 
This  Httle  red-head,  "Burniii"  Shame"  they  call  him— Dr. 

Glenn. 

And  they  "consulted"  on  the  case,  and  claimed  she'd  iiaf 

to  die,— 
I  jes'  was  joggin'  by  the  place,  and  heerd  her  dorter  cry. 
And  stops  and  calls  her  to  the  fence;  and  1-says-l,  "Let  me 
Send    Sifers-bet    you    fifteen    cents    he'll    k-yore    iurl" 

"Well,"  says  she, 

"Light  outl"  she  says:  An.l,  lipp-tee-cut  I  loped  in  town, 

and  rid 
'Bout  two  hours  more  to  find  him,  hut  I  kussod  him  when 

I  didl 
He  was  down  at  the  Gunsmith  Shop  a-stuffin'  birds  I   Says 

he, 
•iXIy  sulky's  broke."    Says  L  "Vou  hop  right  on  and  rule 

with  mel" 

I  got  him  there.-"WeIl,  Aunty,  ten  days  k-yores  you," 
Sifers  said,  , 

"But  what's  yer  idy  livin'  when  ycr  jes'  as  good  as  dca.l. 

And  there's  Dave  Banks-jos'  back  from  war  without  a 
scratch— one  day 

Got  kctched  up  in  a  sickle-bar,  a  reaper  runaway.— 

His   shoulders,   arms,   and  hands   and  logs  jes'   sawe.l  in 

strips!   .And  Jake 
Dunn  starts  fer  Sifers  -f.-llcr  begs  to  shoot  him  fer  f,,.!- 
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Hoc,  'coiirsc,  was  gone,  but  I,c  had  penned  the  notice   'At 
Bia  Bear —  ' 

ne   back   to-morry;    Cone   to   'tend   the   Bee   C.    ven'ioi, 
tlierc." 

B"t  Jake,   he  tracked  him-rid   and   rode  the  whole  en- 
durin'  night  I 

And   'hout  the  time  the  roosters  crowed  they  both  hove 
"ito  siglit. 

noc  had  to  ampitate,  but  'greed  to  save  Dave's  arms,  and 

swore 
He  could  'a'  saved  his  legs  ef  he'd  b'en  there  the  day  before. 

Like  when  his  wife's  own  mother  died  'fore  Sifers  could 

be  found. 
And  all  the  neighbers  fer  and  wide  a'  all  jes'  chasin'  round; 
Tel  fi^nally-I  had  to  lauglwi.'s  jes'  like  Doc,  you  know,- 
Was  learnm  fer  to  telegraph,  down  at  the  old  deepo. 

But  all  they're  faultin'  Sifers  fer,  there's  none  of  'em  kin 

say 
He's  biggoty,  er  keerless,  er  not  posted  anyway 
lie  ain't  built  on  the  common  plan  of  doctors  now-a-days 
He  s  jes  a  great,  big,  brainy  man-that's  where  the  trouble 

lays  I 


^>S       Whatever  the  IVeathcr  May  Be 

"  Vy  HATEVER  the  weather  n,ay  be,"  says  he- 

'  '  "W  hatevcr  the  weather  may  be. 
It's  pla-^e,  if  ye  -.vill,  an'  I'll  say  me  say,—' 
Supposin'  to-day  was  the  winterest  day] 
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Wud  the  weather  be  changing  because  ye  cried, 
Or  tlie  snow  be  grass  \  ore  ye  crucified  ? 
The  best  is  to  make  yer  own  summer,"  says  he, 
"Wliatever  tlie  weatlier  may  be,"  says  he— i. 
"Whatever  tlie  weather  may  be  I 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be,"  says  he— 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be, 
It's  the  songs  ye  sing,  an'  the  smiles  ye  wear, 
That's  a-makin'  tlie  sun  shine  everywhere ; 
An'  the  world  of  gloom  is  a  world  of  glcc, 
Wid  the  bird  in  the  bush,  an'  the  bud  in  the  tree, 
An'  the  fruit  on  the  stim  o'  the  bough,"  says  he, 
"Whatever  the  weather  may  be,"  says  he— 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be  I 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be,"  says  he — 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be. 
Ye  can  bring  the  Spring,  wid  its  green  an'  gold. 
An'  the  grass  in  the  grove  where  the  snow  lies  cold ; 
An'  ye'U  warm  yer  hack,  wid  a  smiling  face. 
As  ye  sit  at  yer  heart,  like  an  owld  fireplace, 
An'  toast  the  toes  o'  yer  sowl,"  says  he, 
"Whatever  the  weather  may  he,"  says  he — < 

"Whatever  the  weather  may  be !" 
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ttO 


The  ll'dv  It  JViiz 


L\S'  July— and,  I  pcrsume 
I     'Bout  as  Iiot 
As  tlic  oli;  Gran'-jury  room 

\\'liarc  t!iey  sot  !— 
Figlit  'twixt  iMike  an'  Doc  McGrciT 
Ti^ars  to  nic  jus'  like  as  cf 
I'J  a-drnnp-  the  whole  blame  tln'ng- 

Alius  lia'nts  mc  roim'  the  g.Vzard 
When  they's  niyl,tmares  on  the  win^. 
And  a  feller's  Wood's  jes' friz  I 
Seed  the  row  from  A  to  Izzard- 
'Caiise  I  «iiz  a-standin'  as  clos't  to  'eni 
As  me  and  you  is  I 

Tell  you  tlie  way  it  wuz— 

And  I  don't  ;,„«/  to  see, 
Like  some  fellers  does, 

V,'l:en  they's  gocrn  to  be 
Any  kind  o'  fuss— 
On'y  makes  a  rumpus  wuss 

I'\r  to  interfere 
When  thcyr  dander's  riz— 

Mi'aht  as  lif  to  cheer! 
R"t  r  wuz  a-standin'  as  clos't  to  'em 
As  nie  and  you  is! 

I  wuz  kind  o'  sfrayin' 

Tast  the  brame  saloon— 
Ifcerd  some  fiddler  playin' 

That  ole  "/ui'-eup  tunc !" 

U3 


Tiiic  iioosncii  r.ooK 

I'll  stoft'cd-Wkc,  3  on  know, 
Fcr  a  niinit  cr  so, 

And  wuz  jes'  about 
Scttin'  down,  when — Jccwst's  iM::! 

Whole  durn  winder-sash  fell  ont  I 
And  there  hiid  Doc  McHreff,  and  Mike 
A-straddliii'  him,  all  bloody-like, 

And  both  a-gittin'  down  to  biz  !— 
And  I  war  a-standin'  as  clos't  to  'em 

As  me  and  you  is  I 


I  wuz  the  on'y  man  aroun'— 
(Durn  old-fogey  town  I 
'Peared  more  like,  to  me, 
^'i  tid'y  than  Sii'nrd'y!) 
1    g  come  'crost  the  road 
And  tuk  a  smell 
And  putt  right  back ; 
Mishler  driv  by  'ith  a  load 
O'  cantalo'pes  lie  couldn't  sell — 
Too  mad,  'i  jack! 
To  even  ast 

What  wuz  up,  as  he  went  past  I 
Weather  most  outrageous  hot! — 

Fairly  hear  it  sizz 
Rouu'  Dock  and  Mike— till  Dock  he  shot- 
And  Mike  he  slacked  that  grip  o'  his 
And  fell,  all  spradiUed  out.    Dock  riz 
'Bout  half  up,  a-spittiu'  red. 
And  shuck  his  head — 
And  I  wuz  a-standin'  as  clos't  to  'em 
As  me  and  you  is ! 
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Aiiil  Dock  he  says, 
A-wliispcrin'-likc,— 

"It  hain't  no  use 
A-tryin'  [—Mike 
He's  jes'  ripped  my  rlaylJHl.t.s  I„o.- 
f-it  tliat  blame-don  fiddler  to 
I-i't  i"<,  a.ul  c.mc  out  here— "iou 
Cot  some  burryin'  to  do,— 

Mike  makes  o;u;  and,  I  expect,, 
I'fiit  ten  seconds  I'll  mak-G  to,/" 
_    Ami  he  drapi.ed  hack,  wharc  he  ri/ 
Crost  Mike's  body,  bhck  and  blue,   " 

Like  a  great  bij;  letter  X  I— 
And  I  nnz  a-standin'  as  clos't  to  'cm 
As  me  and  you  is! 


""  Tom  Johnson  's  Quit 

A     PASSKL  o-  the  boys  last  niRht- 

■»-       An'  me  amongst  'em-kin,l  o'  got 
To  Lilkin'  Tcmper'nce  left  an'  riKht, 

An'  workin'  up  "blne-riI,bon,"  hot- 
An'  while  we  was  a-countin'  jtj' 

How  many  hvd  gone  into  hii 
An'  signed  tlie  plc.lgc,  some  feller  says,- 
"Tom  Johnson's  quit  1" 

We  laughed  of  course-'canse  Ton,,  yo„  ,„,,,, 
"as  spded  ,nore  whisky,  boy  an'  man, 

And  seed  more  trou!,le,  high  a,.'  low 
Than  any  chap  but  Tom  could  stand: 
I3S 
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And  so,  fays  I,  "lie's  too  iiIrI'  d<-ad 

I'cr  'r"inpcr'iicc  U<  l>LMKl'it  1" 
The  fcllc-  sig'icd  a;4'in,  and  sai<I— 
"Tom  Jolinson's  quitl" 


We  all  liked  Tom,  an'  that  was  why 
We  sort  o'  simmered  down  as'in. 

And  ast  the  feller  ser'ously 

l"f  he  wa'n't  tryin'  to  draw  us  in : 

He  shuck  his  head-^tutk  off  his  hat— 
Helt  up  his  hand  an'  opened  hit, 

An'  says,  says  he,  "I'll  siirar  to  that— 
Tom  Johnson's  quit !" 

Well,  we  was  stumpt,  an'  tickled  too,— 
Because  v.-e  knowed  ef  Tom  Iwd  signed 

There  w  a'n't  no  man  'at  wore  llic  "hli^c" 
'At  was  more  honester  inclined : 

An'  then  and  tlicre  we  kind  o'  riz,— 
The  hull  dern  gang  of  us  'at  bit— 

An'  th'owed  our  hats  and  let  'er  whizz,— 
"Tom  Johnson's  quilt" 

I've  heerd  'cm  holler  when  the  balls 
Was  buzzin'  'round  us  wus'n  bees,      . 

An'  when  the  olc  flaj?  on  the  walls 
Was  flappin'  o'er  the  enemy's, 

I've  heerd  a-many  a  wild  "hooray" 
'At  made  my  heart  git  up  an'  git— 

But  Lord !— to  hear  'em  .diuut  tliat  way  !- 
"Tom  Johnson's  quit!" 
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B»t  ul,e„  ,ve  saw  tl,e  chap -at  f..,c|,e.l 
The  nevv.  u-,V„'t  ji„i„.  ,- ,  „„.  ^,,^,^,_. 

A„   knul  o-  wiped  aw.-,y  a  (.,„■ 
W  e  .soni.'vvay  ,nrt  o'  stiire,!  „■■•;„ 

And  Hstene<l-I  ki,,  ,,„r  ,,i,n  ;,-, 
""  '■';;^"'-"  •-•-"•ol.Mi,,-  ,vitl,  Iiis  chin,- 
"Toni  Joliiisoii's  quit— 

"I  liam't  a-gtvi,,'  you  no  game— 

l"-!.tlwa.,!     .     .    .    An  hour  ago, 
Th,.,  o„crafor-wl,af.  M,  name- 

VVentont  to  flag  that  Ten  Express 
And  sees  a  man  in  front  of  hit   ' 
Tlioiv  „p  his  hands  an'  stagger-yes,- 
Tom  Juhtison's  quit." 


rr  The  Oh!  Home  by  il,r  Mm 

^ms  is  "The  oM  Home  I,y  the  MWV    f 
■Although  the  old  mill,  roof  and  .ill    ;      n 

"'■  "«""^'   ^^^■'■■J^  and  hartyehokcs    is   left  ,  , 

you!  '        "■"  •"   welcome 


■'ere,  Marg'et,  fetch  the  man  a  tin  .      i  ■  , 

spring  ''"^'"^"^'■"todrmkoutof!    Our 

-PS  kindo'-sorto-eavin- in,  hut  don. -W  anything, 
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Slie's  kindo'  a<;iii'.  MargVt  is-'tlie  old  process,"  like  me, 
All  liiim-striiiKc'l  lip  with  rliuniatiz,   and  on   in   seventy- 
three. 

Jcs'  me  and  Marg'et  lives  alone  here— like  in  long  ago ; 
The  childern  all  pntt  off  and  gone,  and  married,  don't  yon 

know  ? 
One's  millin'  way  out  West  somewhare;  two  other  milUr- 

hoys 
In  Minnyopolis  they  air ;  and  one's  in  lUinoise. 

The  oldest  gyrl— the  first  that  went— married  and   die^l 

right  here ; 
The  next  lives  in  Winn's  Settlement— for  pnrt'  nigh  thirty 

year  I 
And  youngest  one— was  alius  fer  the  old  home  liere-l.ut 

no! — 
Her  man  turns  in  and  packs  her  'way  off  to  Idylio ! 

I  don't  miss  them  like  Marg'et  docs— 'cause  I  got  her,  you 

sec ; 
And  when  she  pines  for  them— that's  'cause  she's  only  jc.' 

got  me! 
I  laugh,  and  joke  her  'bout  it  all.— But  talkin'  sense,  I'll  say, 
When  she  was  tuk  so  bad  last  Fall,  I  laughed  then  t'otl.oi 

way! 

I  hain't  so  f  avoC'Me  impressed  tont  dyin';  but  ef  I 
Found  I  was  only  second-best  when  us  tn'O  come  to  die, 
I'd  'dopt  the  "new  process,"  in  full,  ef  Maru'et  died,  yo,i 

see, — 
I'd  jes'  crawl  in  my  grave  and  pull  the  green  grass  ovif 

tnel 
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Uncle  Sidm-y 

OOMETIMF.s,v.„enIl,i„l.ad, 
*->     An-  Pa  "ciirrecks"  „h.  nen, 
An|  Uncle  Sidney  he  comes  I.ere, 
I'm  alius  good  again; 

'Cause  Uncle  Sidney  says, 
An'  takes  me  tip  an'  .miilcs,— 

The  goodcst  m.-ns  they  is  aiH't  ,jood 
.■is  baddcst  little  childsl 


73  U-aitin'  Per  the  Cat  to  Die 

T  AVVZYI  don't  I  rickollect 

^     Tliat-air  old  swing  in  the  la„c  I 

Right  and  proper,  I  expect, 

Old  times  can't  come  back  again; 
Bnt  I  want  to  state,  ef  they 
Could  come  back,  und  I  could  say 
^\'hat  «;.v  pick  'ud  be,  i  jingf 
I'd  say.  Gimme  the  old  swing 
'Nunder  the  old  locns'-trees 
On  the  old  place,  ef  yon  please!— 
Hanplin'  there  with  half-shet  eye, 
Waitin'  fer  the  cat  to  die ! 

IJ9 
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I'd  saj',  Dimmc  tin-  olil  B^ng 

O'  liart  fuutid,  luiiinry,  lean, 
Ornry  boys  you  want  to  liaiifj 

When  you're  growid  up   Iwii't  as  nuaul 
The  olil  gyarileii-patdi,  llie  iiUl 
Truauts,  and  tlie  sluflF  we  stol'ill 
Tlie  old  stoniiiin'-yniun',  where  we 
Wore  the  grass  off,  wild  and  free 
As  the  swoop  o'  the  old  swing, 
Where  we  list  to  climli  and  cling, 
And  twist  roun',  and  fight,  and  lie— 
Waitin'  fer  the  cat  to  die  1 


'Pears  like  I  'most  alius  could 

Swing  the  highest  of  the  crowd— 
Jes'  sail  up  there  tcl  I  stood 

Downsidc-up,  and  screech  out  loud,— 
Ketch  niy  breath,  and  jes'  drup  back 
Fer  to  let  the  old  swing  slack, 
Yit  my  tnwheaii  dippin'  still 
In  the  green  linughs,  and  the  chill 
Up  my  backbone  tai)eriu'  down, 
With  my  shadder  on  the  groua' 
Slow  and  slower  trailin'  by— 
Waitin'  fer  the  cat  to  die ! 

Now  my  daughter's  little  Jane's 

Got  a  kind  o'  baby-swing 
On  the  porch,  so'     .vlien  it  rains 

She  kin  play  there— little  thing  1 
And  I'd  limped  out  t'other  day 
With  my  old  cheer  thisaway, 
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Suiiigi,,'  h,r  aiKl  r„ckln'  loo, 
Tliinkhi'  liow  /  list  („  ,|„ 
At  li,r  :,«,.,  wluii  ,siirl,|,.„tly, 
'•ll>y,  (>^i.iV:|.!"  ^lll.  says  •„  „„■, 
"Why  y,),i  rock  .so  slow?" 
'Waitii,'  fcr  tlic  cat  to  liic  1" 


•Says  I, 


■/ 


77/,-  //„/,/,v  /.,v//,,  Crit^plc 


I  iifvcr  had  no  Motlicr  non—frr  .«,-  r 

All.  inii— rtr  my  i'a  rminofi  q\i-.i, 

?     ^■■'  -ol'-l^  a  .an  ..  tM...„e  town,  a..  couM...  pa.  M. 
'"'  X-:eV'^^  ^'■^-  "^^'--'   ^   -'   ••^■-•-  of   the 

'■""""';;::::"'<"  ^■'' —•'-->-„„.,  I  wci«„, 

-    ^  ;;•;-■■—    -«„bers  an  caM.  ,nc.   ■■Tl.C.ime 
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An'  Doc  OIK'  time  lie  l.uiglinl  an'  s:iiil:   "I  Vpicl,  first  tliiiiK 

}l)ll  kiKiw, 
^'iiiril  liavi'  :i  liltli;  siiikt-tail  coat  an'  travel  witli  a  sliow !" 
An'   iRii    I    laiife'lied— till    1   louki.l    round   an'   Aiiiily    wa^ 

a-cryin' — 
Sonictinies  slic  acts  like  that,  'cause  1  got  "Curv'lure  of  the 

Spine"  1 

1  set— while  Aunty's  wasliin'- -on  •■•y  Utile  l^'ny-li;-  slool. 
An'  watch  the  little  hoys  an'  fiirls    i   .iiippin'  hy  to  sehoul ; 
An'  1  peck  on  the  wiiuler,  an'  holler  out  an'  ^.ly : 
"Who  wants  lO  filjlit  The  Little  Man  'at  dares  yon  all  I  .- 

day?" 
An'  ncn  the  bo>s  clinihs  on  the  fence,  an'  little  pirls  peek . 

thro;,sh, 
An'  the    all  says:   "'Cause  you're  so  bis.  yon  think  we'n 

■feard  o'  you  I" 
All'  ncn  they  yell,  an'  shake  their  fist  at  nie,  like  I  ;.!ial,' 

mine — 
They're  tliist  in  fun,  yon  knov,  'cause  I  Kot  "Cutv'lm  e  .  • 

the  Spine"  I 


Shi 
An' 
An' 

Do, 


An' 
Mv 

HlMl; 

M-   • 

All'  ( 

Only 
A-lill 

y.y  A 


At  evening,  when  the  ironin'  's  done,  an'  Aunty's  foul  t 

nrc, 
An'  filled  an'  lit  the  lamp,  an'  Ir'.mned  the  wick  an'  tut  h 

it  higher, 
An'  fetched  the  wooil  all  In  fer  night,  an'  locked  the  kitcln 

door, 
An'    stuffed   the   old   crack   where   the   wind   blows    in   i 

through  the  floor — 
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Hut  A 
I'm    'r 


Cause 
I  don't 
I 
Fir  sIk 
All'  no 


ruF.  iroostFR  rook 

\"    fru.s  , he  hnr  a,,'  tl.e  nuish.  a,,'  c.,„ks  a  .-rr  f„  nu-' 
A..    .«.n...me,-w,K.„    I   e..„«„    .„   l,a.,_„,r   h,  ",,;;:; 

A"'  no,,  wl.c,  .l,e  p„Ms  „„.  ,„  ,„.,,_,„.  .f,,^^  ^,,^  ,,__^,^  ^,^_^.^ 

^'v  I,h„k„-„i«.„,.  -at  sl,e  .nak...l.  all  «.„„,  a,,-  „,„„  „, 

n-..^a^on  ,.,e  rocker  hy  .1,.  fi.e-sl,e  si„B,,  ,„e  I,,.,,,,  „,, 

^f'   'l-.n.   The   Goo.1   Jfa„-yes,   an'   KIvc.   an'  CM    F„- 

dianter  spells; 
Am-  .ells  ,„e  ...orc^an-  ,„orc-a,.-  n,ore!-,eI  r...  ,,,,,•,., 

Only  r  ;!M-.t  set  „p  a^-h.  an-  kiss  her  when  she  cry. 

Ij;    .       ".  """■    '""''     ^"«^'-"'"tlur--a„-    irs 

[;"t  A„n,y-s  all  so  chil<lisl,-like  n„  ,„y  accn,„„,  ,.„„  ,„ 
■•■■     '""^^     afeard    she'll    he    took    .,.w„-a„>   'afs    Ji.at 

bothers  mr.'— 
ra,,se  ef  n,y  ,  ,„„     ,„  A„nty  ever  wouM  rI.  sick  a„>  .lie 
'•-'  t  l<,u,w  what  she'd  ,lo  in  Heavcn-.ill  /  conK-,  l,y  an^ 

f-r  she's  so  ust  to  all  my  wavs,  an'  r..,.r',i.:„„   „,„  , 
^■'■"o  one  there  like.,  to  nurse  an'woSt^ltr^^' 
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'Cause  all  tlie  little  cliIMcrns  there's  so  straight  an'  strong 

an'  fine, 
Tliey's  nary  angel  'bout  tlie  place  witli  "Curv'turc  of  the 

Spine"! 

NnTB. — TIip  word  "thist."  as  tiscil  in  forryftiiig  lilies,  is  .in  ot-ra- 
siiiiial  clitlitisli  pruiunu  iatiini  i-volvi-il  frnni  the  wmil  "just" — a  \>'ii,l 
whli-Il  in  vlliiti  vrma.ili.ii-  lias  llianir.j!  !  Mi|Hihiiit.i  s.  Ml.  Il  as  "ja." 
"jts."  *Mes,"  *'jis,"  "ills,"  "Jisl,"  *Mist,"  "JM,*'  ami  ,\tu  "kiI," 
Willi  haul  y.  Ill  "tliist,"'  as  umiI  ali-.M',  mhui.I  "lU''  as  in  the  v,.pi.l 
•■llie." 


/-■I 


Christmas  Afterthought 


AFTER  a  thouglitful,  almost  painful  p.^use, 
L  Bub  sished,  "I'm  sorry  fer  old  .9irii/.v  C'/uii.?; 
They  wus  no  Santy  CIruis,  ner  couldn't  1    , 
Wlii-n  he  wuz  ist  a  little  buy  lil.e  me!" 


/d  In  the  Night 

WHEN  it's  night,  and  no  Hsht,  too, 
Wakin'  by  yourse'f, 
With  the  old  clock  niockin'  y.Mi 

On  the  mantcl-she'f ; 
In  the  dark — so  still  and  black. 

You're  afeard  jou'll  hear 

Somcpin'  awful  pop  and  crack, — 

"Co  to  sleip,  my  dearl" 
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That's  what  Mother  says.-And  thenS 

When  we  ain't  afeardi 
Wunder,  when  we  he  big  mens, 

Then  "ul  we  be  skeerd  ?— 
Some  niglit  Mother's  goued  away. 

And  ist  tis  is  here. 
Will  The  Good  Man  wake  and  say, 

"Go  to  sleep,  my  dear"  ? 


T7  When  Our  Baby  Died 

"fXTHEN  our  haby  dicd- 

y  V    My  Ma  she  ist  cried  an'  cried  " 
Yes  'n'  my  Pa  /,.-  cried,  too- 
An'  /  cried— An'  nie  an'  you— 
A.n'  I  'tended  like  my  doll 
She  cried  too— An"  ever'— all— 
O  ist  cvcr'body  cried 

Wlien  our  baby  died! 

When  our  baby  died— 
■N™  I  got  to  took  a  ridel 
An'  we  all  ist  rodo  an'  rode 
Clean  to  Ileav'n  where  baby  goed  . 
Mighty  nigh  !-An'  nc,i  Ma  she 
Cried  ag'i„-an'  Pa-an'  me.- 
All  but  ist  the  A,ujcU  cried 
When  our  baby  died  I 
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;5     The  Squirt-Gun  Uncle  Maked  Me 

UNCLE  SIPNKY,  wlicn  lie  was  here, 
Maked  me  a  squirt-smi  u"t  o'  *""'= 
Elder-biislics  'at  growcd  out  near 
Where  wuz  the  brick-yard— 'way  out  clear 
To  where  the  Toll  Gate  come  1 

So  when  we  walked  hack  home  again, 

He  maked  it,  out  in  our  woodhou'e  wh.Te 
Wuz  the  old  work-bench,  an'  the  old  jack-plane, 
An'  the  old  'poke-shave,  an'  t!ic  tools  all  lay'n' 
1st  like  he  wants  'em  there. 

He  sawed  it  first  with  the  old  hand-saw ; 

An'  ncn  he  peeled  off  the  bark,  an'  got 
Some  glar.s  an'  scraped  it ;  an'  told  'bout  Pa, 
When  he  wuz  a  boy  an'  fooled  his  Ma, 
An'  the  whippin'  'at  he  caught. 

Nen  Uncle  Sidney,  he  took  an'  filed 

A'  old  am  ramrod ;  an'  one  o"  the  ends 
He  screwed  fast  into  the  vise;  an'  smiled, 
Thinkin',  he  said,  o'  when  he  wuz  a  child, 
'Fore  him  an'  Pa  wuz  metis. 

He  pimched  out  the  peth,  an'  nen  he  putt 

A  plug  in  the  end  with  a  hole  notched  through ; 
Ncn  took  tlie  old  drawey-knife  an'  cut 
An'  maked  a  handle  'at  shoved  clean  shut 
But  ist  where  yer  hand  held  to. 
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'  Kcc  o  the  sleeve  of  a'  old  torcl  shin- 
An   nen  he  showed  me  to  hold  it  tight 
An  suck  i„  the  water  an' work  it  right  1 
An' It 'udist  squirt  an' squirt  I 
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That-Air  Young-Vn 


'piMT-AIR  yo,„,g.„„  „,,  ,„  ^^^ 

/■  By  the  crick  here  day  by  day.- 
Watch  the  swallers  dip  and  wet 

licrsh-m  wings  and  skoot  away; 
Watch  these  h-.,Ie  snipes  along 
The  low  banks  tilt  up  and  down 

Mongst  the  recus.  and  hear  the  song 
Of  the  bullfrogs  croakin'roun'- 
Ust  to  set  here  in  the  sun 
Watchin'  things,  and  listenun 
Peared-hke,  mostly  to  the  roar 
Of  the  dam  below,  er  to 
That-air  riffle  .ngl,  the  shore 
Jes'  acrost  from  me  and  you 

Ust  to  watch  him  from  the  do.r 
OfhemilL-'Udrigghimont 
With  a  r,shin'-i,„Ie  and  line- 
D«  worms  for  hi,n-nigh  about 
Jes  spit  on  his  bait  !-but  he 
Never  keered  much,  'pearantly, 

To  ketch  fishl-He'druther  fine 
Out  some  sunny  place,  and  set 
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Watchin'  things,  with  droopy  head. 
And  "a-listenun,"  he  said — 
"Kind  o'  listcnun  above 
The  old  crick  to  what  tl.c  wet 
Warter  was  a-talkin'  of  I" 

Jevvcr  hear  sich  talk  as  that? 

Bothered  Mother  morc'n  mc 

What  the  cliild  was  ciphcr'n'  at.— 

Come  home  onc't  and  said  'at  he 

Knowed  what  the  snake-fccdcrs  tl:.  '.ii'.Iit 

When  they  grit  their  wings ;  and  iaiuwul 

Turkle-talk,  when  hu'.Mcs  riz 

Over  where  the  old  roots  growcd 

Where  he  th'owcd  them  pets  o'  his — 

Litllc  turripnns  he  canght 

In  the  County  Ditch  and  packed 

In  his  pockets  days  and  days! — 

Said  he  knowed  v.hat  goslin's  quackcd- 

Could  tell  what  the  kilidees  sayes, 

nnd  grasshoppers,  when  they  lit 

In  the  crick  and  "minnies"  hit 

Off  their  legs. — "But,  blame!"  saycs  he, 

Sort  o'  lookin'  clean  above 

Mother's  head  and  on  through  mc — 

(And  them  eyes!— I  see  'em  yet!)  — 

"Blame!"  he  sayes,  "ef  I  kin  sei-, 

Fr  make  out,  jes'  what  the  wet 

vVarter  is  a-talkin'  of!" 

Made  me  nervous!    Mother,  thougli, 
Said  best  not  to  scold  tlic  child— 
The  Good  Bein'  knowed. — And  so 
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We  uas  only  rickoricilcil 
yiun  iK'd  he  a.sleei,.-A.ul  ti.en 
J  "ll<^  an<l  time,  and  ii„,e  aj-ain 
We've  ^,,,,,,„,  „^^.^  j^.^__^  ^^^_  ^_'_^^^^_ 

Jicr  a-saym'  notliin'— jis' 
Kind  „'  smootliin'  Lack  Ms  Imir 
And,  all  lo  l,er..;e'f,  I  g„ess. 
••^'•I'lyni'  up  some  kind  o'  prayer 
i^Uv  ain'l  tried  yet.-Onc't  .she  said 
("l".'  Scriptur',  "•IIe,"'say.s.she. 
Jn  a  solemn  wliispcr,  "'He 
fiivutli  His  beloved  sleep  I'" 
And  jes'  tlien  I  liecrd  tlie  rain 
Strike  tlie  shingles,  as  1  turned 
Kes'less  to'rds  the  wall  again. 
I'lly  -strong  men  dast  to  vveep!-- 
Spccially  when  up  ahovc 

?V,™,/,.,  the  .storm  comes  d,.wn  and  y,n, 
I'eel  the  n.idnight  phnn  soai.e.l  through 
Heart  and  soul,  and  wnnder,  loo 
What  the  warler's  talkin' of  I 


Found  hi,  hat  'way  down  below 
Iinchn,an's  For<i.-'Ves'  Anders  he 

Iw'l  and  fetched  it.  Mother  she 
Went  «■.■/,/  over  that,  yon  know^ 
Hugged  it!  kissed  it  l-?-,,^,.,-;,,,,, 

My  hopes  then  was  all  gone  too. 
Eruiig  him  in,  with  both  hands  full  ' 
O'  warter-lilies-^peared-like  new- 
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Bloomed  tcr  him— renclied  whiter  still 

In  the  clear  rain,  mixin'  fine 

And  finer  in  the  noon  sunshine.    .    .    . 

Winders  of  the  old  mill  looked 

On  him  where  the  hill-road  crooked 

In  on  through  the  open  gate.    .    .    . 

Laid  him  on  the  old  settee 

On  the  porch  there.    Heerd  .the  great 

Roarin'  dam  acrost— and  we 

llecrd  a  crane  cry  in  amongst 

The  sycamores— and  then  a  dove 

Cutterin'  on  the  mill-roof— then 

lUerii  the  crick,  and  thought  again, 

'\Xuw  what's  it  a-talkin'  of  ?" 
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Old  Man's  Nursery  Rliywc 


IN  the  jolly  winters 
Of  the  long-ago. 
It  was  not  so  cold  as  now— 

Ohl  Not  No! 
Then,  as  I  remember. 

Snowballs  to  eat 
Were  as  good  as  apples  now, 
And  every  bit  as  sweet  I 


In  the  jolly  winters 
Of  the  dead-and-gonc, 

Bub  was  warm  as  summer, 
With  his  red  mitts  on, — 
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Just  in  his  little  waist- 
And-pants  all  together, 

Who  ever  heard  liirn  growl 
About  cold  weather? 

In  the  jolly  winters 

Of  the  long-ago- 
Was  it /,„// so  cold  as  now? 

Oil  I  No  I  No ! 

Who  caught  his  death  o'  cold, 
Making  prints  of  men 

Flat-backed  in  snow  that  now's 
Twice  as  cold  again? 

In  the  Jolly  winters 

Of  the  dead-and-gone, 
Startin'  out  rabbit  hnntin*— 

Early  as  the  dawn,— 
Who  ever  froze  his  fingers, 

Ears,  heels,  oi    toes,— 
Or'd  'a' cared  if  he  had? 
Nobody  knows  1 

N'glits  by  the  kitchen  stove, 

Shellin'  white  and  red 
Corn  in  the  skillet,  and 

Slcepin'  four  abed! 
Ah !  the  jolly  winters 

Of  the  long-ago ! 
We  were  not  as  old  as  now- 
OIi  I  No  !  No  1 
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Sj  Max  and  Jim 

MAX  an*  Jim, 
Tlioy're  eacli  other's 

Fat  an'  slim 

Littlt  brothers. 

Max  is  thin, 

An'  Jim,  the  fac's  is. 
Fat  ag'in 

As  little  Max  is  I 

Their  Pa  'lowed 

He  don't  know  wlmther 
He's  most  proud 

Of  one  er  tli'otherl 

Their  Ma  says 

They're  both  so  sweet— 'wi  .'- 
That  she  guess 

She'll  haf  to  eat  'eml 


The  Old  Haymow 

THE  Old  l!..ymow's  the  place  to  play 
Fer  hoys,  when  it's  a  rainy  day ! 
I  gor.d  'cal  ruther  he  up  there 
Than  down  in  town,  er  anywhere  I 


JSa 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

When  I  play  in  our  stable-Ioft 
The  good  old  hay-s  50  dry  an'  .oft 
An  feelj  so  fine,  an'  smells  so  ,w«t 
I  most  ferget  to  go  an'  cat. 

An'  one  time  onc't  I  did  ferget 
To  go  tel  dinner  was  all  et  — 
An'  they  l,ad  short-cal<c-a„'_B„d  l,e 
Hogged  ,,p  the  piece  Ma  saved  fer  mc! 

Nen  T  won't  let  him  play  no  more 
In  our  haymow  where  I  keep  store 
An  got  hen-e^  to  sell,-an'  shoo 
The  cackle-im^Id  hen  out,  tool 


An'  nen,  when  Aunty  she  was  here 
A-visitan  from  Rensselaer, 
An'  bringed  my  little  cousin -A«. 
Can  come  up  there  an' play  with  mc. 

Rut,  after  while-whcn  Bud  he  bets 
At  I  can't  turn  no  summersetts, 
I  let  him  come  up,  ef  he  can 
Ac' ha'f-way  like  a  gentleman! 


Culncy-Pigs 


/^UINEY-riGS  is  awful  cute 

VJW.th  their  little  trimhly  snoot 
i>niffin   at  the  pussly  that 

We  bring  'em  to  nibble  at. 
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Looks  like  they're  so  clean  an'  white. 
An'  »o  dainty  an'  pohtc, 
They  couW  cat  like  you  an"  roe 
When  thcy's  company  1 

Tiltin'  down  the  clover-tops 
Till  they  spill,  an'  overdrops 
The  sweet  murning  dew— Don't  yoii 
Think  they  mitjht  have  napkins,  too? 
Ef  a  guincy-pig  was  big 
As  a  shorc-an'-ccrlain  pig, 
Nen  he  wouldn't  ac'  so  fine 
When  he  come  to  dine. 

Ncn  he'd  chomp  his  jaws  an'  eat 
Things  out  in  the  dirty  street, 
Dirt  an"  aUl     An'  ncn  lay  down 
In  mud-holes  an'  waller  roun'l 
So  the  guiney-pios  is  hest, 
'Cause  they're  nice  an'  tidiest ; 
They  eat  'most  like  you  an'  me 
Wheii  they's  company  1 


S4  The  Land  of  Tlms-and-So 

"XJOW  would  Willie  like  to  go 
IT    TothcLandof  Thus-and-So? 

Everything  is  proper  there- 
All  the  children  comb  their  hair 
Smoother  than  the  fur  of  cats, 
Or  the  nap  of  high  silk  hats; 
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Every  face  U  clean  ami  white 
As  a  lily  waslieil  in  light ; 
Never  vaKutst  soil  or  speck 
Koiin.l  on  foreliea.l,  throat  or  neck; 
lAcry  little  criinplcd  ear, 
111  and  out,  as  pure  and  clear 
As  the  clirrry-Mossom's  blow 
111  the  Land  of  Thus-aiid-So. 

"Little  boys  that  never  fall 

'  I'"wn  the  stairs,  or  cry  at  all 

IJoiMK  nolhinjr  to  repent, 
Watchful  and  obedient ; 
Never  hutiery.  nor  in  haste- 
Tidy  shoe-strings  always  laced ; 
Never  button  rntlcly  torn 
From  its  fellows  all  unworn; 

Knickerbockers  always  new 

Rihbon,  tie,  and  collar,  too ; 
Little  watches,  worn  like  men, 
Always  promptly  half-past  ten— 
Just  precisely  right,  you  know. 
For  the  Land  of  Thus-and-So ! 

"And  tlie  little  babies  there 
Give  no  one  the  slightest  care- 
Nurse  has  not  a  thing  to  do 
But  be  happy  and  high  'Buol' 
While  Mamma  just  nods,  and  knowi 
Nothing  but  to  doze  and  doze: 
Never  liiur  round  the  grate; 
Never  lunch  or  dinner  late ; 

I5S 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Never  any  houiehold  din 
Peali  without  or  ring»  within- 
Baby  coot  nor  laughing  calls 
On  the  stairs  or  through  the  halls- 
Just  Great  Hushes  to  anJ  fro 
Pace  the  Land  of  Thus-and-Sol 

"Oil  1  the  Land  of  Thus-and-So  1 
Isn't  it  delightful,  though?" 
"Vcs,"  Hsped  Willie,  aiiswerii.K  inc 
Somewhat  slow  and  doubtfully—    • 
'•Mu>»  lie  awful  nice,  but  I 
Kuthcr  wait  till  by  and  by 
'Fore  I  go  there— maybe  when 
I  be  dead  I'll  BO  tlierc  llien.— 
Ti.ut"— the  troubled  little  face 
Closer  pressed  in  my  embrace— 
"Le's  don't  never  ever  no 
To  the  Land  of  Thus-and-So  1" 


S5 


Grandfather  .  qiu-crs 


"A  TY  grandfather  Squeers,"  said  The  Ragaedy  lUn. 


M 


As  he  solemnly  lighted  bis  pipe  and  bcgan- 


"The  mo.=t  indestructible  man,  for  his  years. 

And  the  grandest  on  earth,  was  my  grandfather  S<iuoers! 

"He  said,  when  he  rounded  his  threescore-and-tcii, 
'I've  the  hang  of  it  now  and  can  do  it  again !' 
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••"••l.^.lfro  ..„l,islK...|s^„r^,H.a.■,llv    I,. 

'■""""""- ^"— ^:tix uu... 

;^He  was  fond  of  u.,,acco  i,,  „,<,,,,/,„ 

' " """'"  ^''  °" "-  ''--..p.  of  .„„s,  ■„;  „.,, 

;VW1  .smoke  Icaf-,.bacco  he'd  raised  s.ric.ly  for 
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"With  a  horn. handled  ra^or,  whose  cd^-e  lie  excused 
By  say.ni;  'twas  one  that  his  grandfather  used: 

"And,  tlionsh  deeply  etched  in  the  haft  of  the  same 
Was  the  ever-enphonions  Wostenholm's  name, 

"'Tivas  my  grandfather's  custom  to  hoast  of  tlie  l.lade 
As  'a  Sclh  Thomas  razor— the  best  ever  made !' 

"No  Old  .Settlers'  Ateeting,  or  Pioneers'  Fair, 

Was  complete  without  gruulfather  Squeer.  in   the  chair, 

"To  lead  off  tlie  program  by  telling  folks  how 

'He  used  to  shoot  deer  where  the  Court-house  stan.ls  now'- 

"IIow  'he  felt,  of  a  truth,  to  live  over  the  past, 
Wh.n  the  country  was  wild  and  unbroken  a'l'd  vast, 

"  That  the  little  log  cabin  was  just  plenty  fine 

For  himself,  his  compmiion,  and  fambly  of  nine  I— 

"'When  they  didn't  have  ev,-n  a  pump,  or  a  <mi, 
But  driu.k  snrface-water    year  out  and  year  in,    ' 

" 'From  the  old-fashioned  gourd  that  was  sweeter,  by  od,h 
Than  the  goblets  of  gold  at  the  lips  of  the  guds  I'" 

Then  The  Raggedy  Man  paused  to  plaintively  say 
It  was  clockin'  along  f.'rds  the  close  of  the  day- 

And  he'd  OH,,hl  to  get  back  to  his  work  on  the  lawn  - 
Then  dreamily  blubbered  his  pipe  nn<l  went  on  : 


''"'^  '^oosn-.n  .ooK 


'■t;.c„  ,,,,,       ,  ""'  ""'  "'^  %/..; 

'"'''^-^--i-t  CI  ;;;;:'';7'''""o.., ,,,,,,, 

'•":y  co„M  ,,  '^'M   (/icrc 

,  *>c.s  joiirncv,.,!     • 

'"  '< h«,  „.,„ ,         ''  "■'  •■"■" 

,, ""— -SS«'-.^: 
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Little  ilaiidx's  Christ iiuis-Tri 


LITTI-E  Mandy  ;incl  lirr  Ma 
i   'S  porost  folks  you  ever  saw ! — 
IJvcd  ill  porcst  liuiisc  in  town, 
Wlicrc  tile  fence  'uz  all  tore  down. 

And  nn  front-door  steps  at  all — 
1st  a'  old  liox  'B'i"st  tlic  wall ; 
And  no  diior-knul)  on  tlie  Ooor 
Outside.— .Uy.'  but  they  'n/.  pore! 

\Vu7.  no  winder-sliutters  on, 
And  .sonic  of  tlic  windi-rs  gone, 
And  where  they  'uz  broke  they'd  pas'u 
1st  brown  paper  'crost  t!ic  place. 

Ti'tl  you!  when  it's  icintcr  there. 

And  the  snow  ist  cver'where, 

Little  ifandy's  .\Ia  she  say 

'Spec'  they'll  freeze  to  de.ith  some  day. 

Wunst  my  Xfa  and  nie — wlien  we 
Re'ii  to  cluireli,  and's  jjoii'  to  be 
Cliris'mns  pnrty  soon. —  we  went 
There— like  the  Comnutlce  sent. 

.hid-slr!  when  we're  in  tlie  door, 
Wuz  no  e.iriiel  oil  the  lloor. 
And  no  fire   -and  heels-ainl  head 
Little  Miiidy's  tucked  in  bed! 


THE  HOOSmR   TOOK 

And  Iier  M,.  tolled  ,„,.  .\ra  .she 
t'Ot  no  coffee  but  im  tea 
An<l  fried  nu..s,,-.,,,,,  ;,,  ,,,..^.  ,, 
Scn.c  I,er  health  broke  down  .o  l,ad. 

f "!  \^-;  ''"^  ''"d  f-ol.!  n,e  where 
J-itlle  Mandy's  layin"  there- 
Ami  she  kiss  her,  too,  and  '„e., 
Mainly  kiss  n>y  Ma  again. 

And  n,y  Ma  she  telle,!  her  7,.. 
^'""'  '"  ''»v^-  a  a,ri.'n,„s-Tree 
At  the  Sund'y-School,  'afs  fer    ' 
All  the  childeni,  and  fer  l,cr. 

Little  Man,ly  //,„./,.-nen  she 
^ay.  ••Wha» /,-.,(  hn.'mns-Tree'" 
^'■"  "'>■  ^'^  ^''e  Mived  A.r  Ma    ' 
^'o,nep,„'  'at  I  never  sa«-. 

A"J  say  she  „,„.,/  lake  i,._and 
SI.e  ,st  n,ake,l  her  keep  her  hand 

\   -te  close  .,h..,t,-a„d  ne„  .he  i.,„ 
iler  hand-shut  ist  likr  it  is. 

Nen  we  corned  away,     .     .    .    .,„j  „^„ 

\V"en  .f.s  thris-,nns  ICve  a.ain. 

A"<i  all  of  ns  childerns  he 

At  the  Church  and  Chris'nu.s-Tree- 

And  all  Kit  onr  toys  and  things 

At  old  Santy  Claus  he  brings 

And  „„.s  on  the  Tree  ,-wi,e  where 
Tlic  i',i,  Tree  \,.  .standin'  there. 
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And  the  tliiiiRS  'uz  all  tookcil  down, 
And  tlie  cliilderns,  all  in  town, 
Got  tlieir  presents— m-n  we  sec 
Tlicy's  a  litlU'  Cliris'nius-Tree 

Wite  bfhiiid  the  big  1  rcc— so 
We  can't  sec  till  ncii,  yon  kncisv,— 
And  it's  all  ist  loaded  cl,,wn 
With  the  purticst  things  in  town  1 

And  the  teacher  smile  and  sny : 
"Tliis-here  Tree  'at's  hid  away 
It's  marked  '/.i»/i'  Maiid::'s  Tn-c-.'- 
l.lttle  Mandyl    Where  is  she?" 

Nen  nuhody  say  a  word.— 
Stillest  iilace  you  ever  heard  '.— 
Till  a  man  tiptoe  up  where 
Teacher's  still  a-waitin'  there. 

Nen  the  man  he  whispers,  so 
1st  tlie  TcLichcr  hears,  yuu  know. 
Nen  he  tiptoe  back  and  go 
Out  the  big  door— ist  so  slow! 


Littk  Maiidy,  though,  shi'  don't 
Answer— and  Ma  say  "she  won't 
Kcvr,  thous'i  each  year  they'll  be 
•Little  Mandy's  Chris'mus-Trce" 

Per  pore  childcrn"— my  Ma  says— 
And  Commilli'e  say  tiny  guess 
'  I.'.ttle  Mam'.y's  Tree"  'nil  b« 
Bigger  tl -11  the  othc-r  Treel 
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Sr     Thcrunnu-st  Thhuj  i,,  „„  uWld 
'pHE  funnfcst  thing  i,.  the  wurld,  I  !,„„,, 

^.;':^:;:-™s-; ■•-- 

^"    '=■    "mostanyan-evcr-wlaTel- 
•r->e.re  the  fun„.-e.t  thin,  ,,,„,Ji--„^^^^,, 

Tr^.VretheWe.tthing;ntheworl,,,I„„-„k. 
Pm>ny  to  watch  -em  eat  an' drink;  ~ 

\T''  '"  '^■"'^''  '^■'"  a-watchin'  .„ 
An   ='ctin'Wst  like  grown  folk,  doe, -_ 
F>."ny  to  watch  'em  p'tend  to  he  "  ' 

SWd  at  their  tail -at  they  happen  to., ee;- 
But  tl,e  fnnn.est  thing  i„  .,,e  world  they   lo 

I^nevertolangh,  hkemean-you! 


so—  '         "^"'  'o  manage 


* '"w.avm,er  work  nut,  or  anything  ferh, 
An'    httle   Johnts 


wa^   puny-liki     |,iit    ;.,,,.     ,,, , 
had!—  "■    ""    "•''■IV   ht 


'"U'<1  want  to  kin.I  „•  ,,i,v  I,,-.,,   i  „,    ,      ,,   , 


«ry  bad,— 
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His  pants  o'  army-blanket  an'  liis  coat  o'  faded  blue 
Kcp-  hintin'  of  his  father  like,  an'  pity  wouldn't  dol 

So  Nve  collogued  together,  onc't,  one  winter-time,  'at  \vc— 
Jes'  me  an'  mother  an'  the  girls,  an'  Wilse,  John-Jack  an' 

Free — 
Would  jine  an'  git  up  little  Johnts,  hy  time  'at  Chris'nuis 

come, 
Some  sort  o'  doin's  don't  you  know,  'at  wouM  su'prise  him 
some. 

All'  so,  all  on  the  quiet.  Mother  she  turns  in  dm'  gits 
Some  blue-janes— cuts  an'  makes  a  suit;  an'  then  sets  down 

an'  knits 
A  pair  o'  little  galluses  to  go  'Ion?  with  the  rtst— 
An'  I'litts  in  a  reJ-flanncn  hack  an'  buckle  on  the  vest.— 

The  little  feller'd  be'n  so  much  around  our  house,  you  see. 
An'  be'n  sich  he'p  to  her  an'  all,  an'  handy  as  could  W: 
'At   Mother  couldn't  do   too  much   fer   littlo   Johnts— \o, 

sir! 
She  nst  to  jcs'  declare  'at  "he  was  meut-an'-ilrink  to  her!" 

An'  Pincy,  I.ide.  an'  Mailaline  they  watch  their  cV.ance  an' 

rid 
To  Fountaintown  with  Lijey's   folks;  an'  honght  a  b..ol;. 

'licy  did, 
O'  fairy  tales,  with  pictur's  in;  an'  got  a  little  pair 
C  red-top  boots  'at  John-Jack  said  lu'd  be'n  a-pricin'  there 

An'  Lide  KOt  him  a  little  sword,  an'  Madahne,  a  drum  : 
An'  shootin'-crackers— Lawzy-day!  an'  they're  so  d mger- 
sotnel 
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"Well,"  tliinks-says-I,  when  tlicy  ^...t  baclc    •■, 

Woks  is  dry!"-  '     ■'■""'  '""■'^^■'- 

n.,MlnleJ.,„.s  .as  there  mss.-ftl,at  afternoon.  .,  I.-. 
T..e  n.,._Ms  ,o.„.a.,  i..  t,..  ,,..,,  ,,,  „^  ^  ^„,_,^^^  _^. 

^"  t;:;:  ''""^'■■"'  -  "^  '"■— ■  -^  -.. ...-. .. 

A-ju,npi„.hi«l,f.rr.-.bit.a„'a-p.ouin'.,pt!,e.„o.! 

Slu.j  "  "■  '   ="'     i  "■till,, II    ,1,    tl.,. 

An- .Me  o.^«.,nt,,e  ......  .,,,eke.,- ,,,,,,, 

O"tofamae.scrul..oak-,o„-,t,„,„,,,^.,.,„, 

A"  ■"«;;; j;lrea,n,..  o'  ....ri,.-  .,„„,  ,.,,„„^.,  ^^^„_,,  ^,_^ 

"'  ^:;;;:"^'  ^'--'  ''^^  ^•"-"■-'■--  -  ^-^c  .„,„„,. 

■'"^•"'''■''''^'^■''''-''™'^'>.  -""heir  ,...,.,  o,n  ..„„,,„, 
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By  time  'at  ilotlicr  got  mc  up  'twas  plum  daylight  an* 

more — 
Tlic  front  yard  full  o'  niigliljcrs  all  a-cro\v<lin'  round  the 

door, 
With  Johnts's  mother  Uadiu';  yes— an"  little  Jolmts  hisse'f, 
Set  up  ou  Freeman's  sliorM  ',  like  a  jug  up  on  the  slie'f ! 

Of  course  I  can't  dcscriW.   it  when  they  all  got  in  to  where 
We'd  conjered  up  the  i^hris'mus  Tree  an'  all  the  tixin's 

there ! — 
Fer  all  the  shouts  o'  laughture— clappin'  hands,  an'  crackiii" 

jokes, 
Was  heap  o'  kissin'  goin'  on  ainouKst  the  women-folks  :— 

Fer,  lo-hehold-yc !  there  tlicy  had  that  ytmng-nn!— An'  hi- 

chin 
A-wohlilin'  like ;— an',  sliore  enough,  at  last  he  startcil  in   - 
An'— sicli  anotlRT  IicUerin',  in  all  my  mortal  days, 
I  never  hceni,  er  'spect  to  hear,  in  woe's  app'inted  wa)>I 

An'  Mother  grahs  him  up  an'  says:    "It's  niorc'n  he  can 

hear — 
It's   all   too   siiddciit   fer   the   child,   an'   too   su'prisin' !  - 

"Oh,  no  it  ain't"— sobbed  little  Johnts— "1  ain't  su'priscd  - 

hut  I'm 
A-cryin'  'cause  I  watched  you  all,  an'  knowed  it  all  the 

time  1" 
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^9  The  Hoys'  Camlidau- 

T  AS-  time  'at  Uncle  Sidney  c.nic, 
^  He  I.ringcd  a  wakrnKloii  I.on'.c- 

An'  lialf  the  boy,  i„  town 
Come  taggin'  after  liini,— An'  he 
Says,  when  we  ct  n.-^aradous  mc! 

'S  the  bon-housc  /. ;;  down,'" 


po 


The  Pumblcbi-e 


VOU  l,ettcr  not  fool  with  a  I3.„„hlel,o. '_ 

W  you  don't  think  they  ean  stin«-vo,ni  see  - 
Thcyrela^ytoIookat,an'kimlo'Bo 
Ixizz.n'  an'  bumniin'  aroun'  so  slow 
An-  ac'  so  slouehy  an'  all  fagged  ou't. 
'  anghn   their  legs  as  they  drone  about 

JI.e  hollyhawks 'at  they  can't  climb  ia 
■  thout  ist  a-tumble-un  ontag'inl 
Wunst  I  watched  one  cli.nb  clean  'way 
In  a  jnnson-blossom,  I  did,  one  day- 
An'  I  ist  grabbed  it-an'  ncn  let  go- 
An- "Ooh-ool,!   Honey;   I  told  ye  sol' 
^ays  The  Raggedy  Man;  an'  he  "ist  run 

An' pullt  out  the  stinger,  an' don't  laugh  none. 
An   says:   "They  has  be'n  folks,  I  gues. 
At  thought  I  wuz  predju.lust.  more  cr  le's,_ 
i  "t  I  stdl  muntain  'at  a  Bumblebee 
Wears  out  his  welcome  too  quick  fer  me!" 
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p/      ]riii-n  llic  World  Du'sis  Through 

[(.ASLALLV    SUOCKSTtD  By   AN   EAPTIKJIAKI  ] 

WIIKRIVS  a  lioy  a-goin", 
An'  wliat's  lie  goiii'  to  i\n. 
An'  liow's  lie  goin'  to  do  it, 

When  the  world  bu'sts  tliroiit;h  ? 
Ma  she  says  "slic  can't  tell 
What  wt're  coniin'  to  I" 
An'  Pop  ,s:iys  '"lie's  ist  skecrcd 
Clean — plum — through !" 

S'liosc  we'd  he  a  playhi' 

Out  in  tlie  street, 
An'  the  groriul  'ud  si>!ii  uii 

'Bout  forty  feet!— 
Ma  says  "she  ist  knows 

IVe  'ud  tumble  in"; 
An'  Poll  says  "he  bets  you 

Nt-ii  we  wouldn't  grin !" 

S'pose  we'd  ist  be  'tendin' 

Like  we  had  a  show, 
Down  in  the  stable 

Where  ^^.:  'uustii't  go. — 
Ma  says    '  '.'lie  earthquake 

Mi^lit  make  it  fall"; 
All'  Pup  says,  "More'n  like 

Swallcr  ham  an'  all!" 


P-' 
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lanilvl  i(  H,.  tolh  wii,! 

Kuimiii'  'way  from  mIh,,,!, 
Out  in  llic  ahaily  tt(,o.|s 

U'lit-re  ii's  all  so  cool  I— 
Ma  says  "a  hi^  tree 

Mij-lit  sqtisli  our  head"; 
All'  Pop  says,  "Cliop  Vm  i,„t 

Both— killed— dead  I" 

But  wliere's  a  boy  goin', 

All'  what's  he  goin'  to  do, 
An'  how's  he  goin'  to  do  it, 

Kf  the  world  bu'sts  through? 
Ma  she  .say<  "she  can't  tcU 

What  wi're  coinin'  to !" 
All'  Pup  says  "he's  ist  skei-red 

Clean— plum— through  I" 


^  Prosfccthe  Glini[>se 

TANEY  Pcttihone's  the  best 
*J    Little  girl  an'  purtiest 
In  this  town  I  an'  lives  next  door, 
Up-stairs  over  their  old  store. 

Little  Janey  Pettibone 
An'  her  Ma  lives  all  alone,— 
'Cause  her  Pa  broke  up,  an'  nen 
Died  'cause  they  ain't  rich  again. 
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Little  Jancy'3  Ma  slie  sews 
Fer  my  Ma  sometime-!,  an'  goes 
An'  gives  music-lessims— where 
People's  got  planers  there. 

But  when  Janey  Pettibone 
Grows  an'  grows,  like  I'm  a-growln', 
Nen  I'm  go'  to  keep  a  store, 
An'  sell  things— an'  sell  some  more- 
Till  I'm  ist  as  rich  1— An'  nen 
Her  Ma  can  be  rich  again,— 
Ef  I'm  rich  enough  to  own 
Little  Janey  Pettibone  1 


The  Old  Tramp 

A'  OLD  Tramp  slep'  in  our  stable  wimst, 
.    An'  The  Raggedy  Man  he  caught 
An'  roust  him  up,  an'  chased  him  off 
Clean  out  through  our  back  lotl 

An'  th'  old  Tramp  hollered  back  an'  saiJ,— 
"You're  a  purty  man  \—You  air  1— 

With  a  pair  o'  eyes  like  two  frieil  eggs, 
An'  a  nose  like  a  Bartlutt  pear !" 


«7o 
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The  Pet  Coon 


TNJ OFY  B,xler  ketchcd  I,™,  n,,'  fetched  I,im  in  .„  n,e 
^^       WI.cM  l,c.s  ist  a  li„lo  tecnty-wcenty  k.l.y^cuu 
Coiit  as  Uii  as  little  pi,,,,,  an'  tinl  !,!,„  to  a  tr,e- 
A..'  Pa  givc-d  Koey  fifty  cent,,  when  he  come  l,.,„e  at 
noon. 
X.-n  he  I,;,ycd  a  chain  fcr  him,  an'  little  collar,  too 

An  htt  e    el  erd  stay  in  there  and  won't  come  ont  fery„„J 
iendn,   hke  he',  kind  o'  slceered  o'  boys  'at  lives  in  town. 

Xozv  he  ain't  afeard  a  hit!  he's  i,,t  so  fat  an'  tan.e, 

ulLZ' "?'';''"" ""  '^^  "'"*'•  '^  -- "-  'i"'«^  chicks. 

Ho  1  r    Grecly    Creedy!"  to  him,  an'  he  knows  his  nan,e, 
An    here  hell  conte  a-wa,ldle-,n,,  np  fer  any  tricks  I 

HHlchmb  up  n,y  K-ff,  he  ,vMl,  an'  waller  it,  .„y  bn 
An_  poke  his  little  M.ck  paws  'way  in  ,ny  pocke.s'where 

TiK    s  beechnuts,  er  chinkypins,  er  any  little  scrap 
Of  anything  'afs  good  to  eat-an'  he  don't  care! 

An'  he's^s  spunky  as  you  please,  an'  don't  like  do«s  at 

Billy  Miller's  black-an'^tan  tackled  him  one  day 

An   B.llys  dos-  he  gived  a  yelp  er  two  an'  runned  away  I 

An    ncn  when  Billy  f,,:,..,,  „,,,  ,„,  „,  ,„^  ,^.,„  ^  ,,^__J' 

A..    Ma  she  pnrt'  nigh  ketched  him  as  he  ,lodf.ed  an' 
scooted  through 
The  fence    she  says.  "You  better  let  my  little  boy  alona, 
'r  Or..dy,   next  he  whip,  yer  dog,  shall  whip  you,  too  !" 
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Naughty  Claude 


WHEN  Little  Claude  was  nruiylity  wiinst 
At  dinner-time,  an'  said 
lie  won't  say  "Thank  you,"  to  liis  Ma, 

She  maked  liim  go  to  bed 
An'  stay  two  hours  an'  not  git  up, — 

So  when  tlie  clock  struck  Two, 
Nen  Claude  says, — "Thank  you,  Mr.  Clock, 
I'm  much  obleeged  to  youl" 


96 


"The  Preacher's  Box" 


I 


RTCKOLLECT  the   little  tad,  hack,  years  aiul  years 


"The  Preacher's  Boy"  that  every  one  despised  and  liati-d 

so! 
A  meek-faced  little  feller,  with  white  eyes  and  foxy  hair, 
And  a  look  like  he  expected  ser'ous  trouble  everywlier^-: 
A  sort  o'  fixed  expression  of  suspicion  in  his  glance  ; 
His   bare   feet   always   scratched   w'tli   briers;   and   e^'^^" 

stains  on  bis  pants ; 
Molasses-marks  along  his  sleeves;  his  cap-rim  turned  lu- 

liind — 
And   so  it  is  "The  Preacher's  Boy"  is  brought  asain  ti 

mindl 


My  fancy  even  brings  the  sly  marauder  back  so  plain, 
I   see  him  jump  our  garden-fence  and   slip  off  down  thi- 


lane; 
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And  I  seem  to  l,olIcr  at  l,i,n  a,ul  gi,  hack  the  old  reply 
Oh  no:  your  peaches  is  t<.o  gre.n  fer  such  a  worn,  as"  I  '" 
1-er   he   scorned   his    father's   phrases-e^  ery   holy  one    lie 
liad — 

"As  good  a  man,"  folks  put  it,  "as  that  boy  of  his  ,vas 
had  !" 

And  again  fro..,  their  old  bnggy-shcl,  I  hear  the  "rod  um- 
spaieil" — 

Of  course  that  never  "spoiled  the  child"  for  which  noho.ly 
cared  I  ' 

If  any  neighber  ever  found  his  gate  without  a  latch 
r  rnies  arotunl  the  edges  of  his  wnter,T,elon-pa,eh ' 
Il.s  i.a..ture-bars  left  open;  or  his  pnn.p-spont  chocked  with 
clay, 

He'd   su.ar   'twas   "that  infernal   Treacher's   Eoy "   riMt 
away!  "■ 

When  strings  was  stretched  acrost  the  street  at  night,  and 

some  one  got 
An  eve.lasti.,'  tumble,  and  his  nose  broke,  like  a.  -ot 
And  laid  ,t  on  "The  Preacher's  Boy"-no  powe:       ow  „cr 

high, 
Could  ever  quite  substantiate  that  b,.y's  alibi! 

And  did  nohody  like  the  boy?-Well,  all  the  pets  in  town 
Would  eat  out  of  his  fingers;  and  canaries  would  con.e 
down 

And  leave  their  swingin'  perches  and  their  fish-bone  iist  to 
pick 

The  little  warty  knuckles  that  the  dogs  wonl.l  leap  to  lick  - 
Ao  htlle  snarlin',  snappin'  f.sle  ln,t  what  wo.dd  leave  his 

bone 
To  foller,  ef  /,,  whistled,  in  that  tantalizn,'  t,_.„e 
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Tliat  made  a  Roods-liox  wliiltler  I>lasi)liinviisly  prntr  .t 
"He  coiililii't  Ull,  'twixt  dog  and  buy,  wliitli  one  wis  orn- 
ricst !" 

'Twas  sticli  a  little  iiir  as  tliis,  onc't,  wticii  tlic  crowd  was 
tliick 

AloiiB  tlic  slrcits,  a  drunken  corner-loafer  tried  to  kick. 

When  a  sudden  foot  beliind  liini  tripijod  him  up,  and  falling 
so 

lie  "marked  liis  man,"  and  jerked  liis  gnn-drawcd  up  and 
let  'er  Ko  I 

And  tlie  crowd  swartned  round  tlie  vietini  Iiuldinj,'  close 
against  Ills  Iirea^t 

The  little  dog  unharmed,  in  arms  that  .still,  as  lliey  caresseil, 

Grew  rigid  in  their  last  emhraee,  as  with  a  snn'le  of  joy 

He  recognized  the  dog  was  saved.  So  died  "The  Preach- 
er's Boy"! 

When  it  appeared,  before  the  Sfinirc,  that  fatal  pistcd-hall 
Was  fired  at  "a  dangerous  heast,"  ancl  not  the  hoy  at  all. 
And  the   facts   set   forth  cstah'ishej— it  was  like-befittin' 

then 
To  order  out  a  possy  of  the  "city  councilmen" 
To  kill  the  doij!     But,  strange  to  tell,  they  searched  the 

country  round, 
And  never  hide-ner-hair  of  that  "said"  dog  wa.s  ever  found ! 
And,  somehow,  then  I  sort  o'  thought— and  half-way  think. 

to-day — 
The  spirit  of  "The  Preacher's  Boy"  had  whistled  him  away. 


Some 

liut  r 

■And 


*/ 
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97  An  Iiul^ctuous  Rrso!:T 

He's  Ko' to  Ik.  r,  S.-nlcr  • 
A"'i;<.l.  lIa„„-yTi,alKT,  lu's' 

A-Kn-t„|,caT,-,ilor; 
Eu'l  Mitchell,  l,e-.s  a-go-  t.,  Le 
A  stylish  Carriage-ilaker- 
An'  when  /  prow  a  «rea'-l„x  man 
J 11  go'  to  he  a  Baker ! 

An'  Dick'll  buy  his  .saiIor-.„it 

O'Hame.-an'Hamo'lltakeit 
An   I.uy  as  fine  a  douMe-ri^r 
As  ever  B,„l  kin  make  it  • 

An',,enaII,hree'lIHrivero„„'rern,e 
An    we'll  drive  off  tog,.vver 

A-slingi„'  pie-cr„st  'long  the  road 
i-erever  an'  ferever! 


9'^  The  Man  in  the  Moon 

gA^IDThe  Raggedy  Man,  on  a  hot  afternoon: 
S.ikcs! 

W'liat  a  lot  o'  mistakes 

•ind   calls  on    hiin    ' 


fre. 


incut   ajiil    inti 
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Mlyht   drop   a   few    fiict-.   tliat   wuulj   iiitirc.l  5. ill 
Lleanl 

Tliroiiyii! — 

If  yun  wMiitu!  'I'ln  to  — 
Some  ailiial  facts  tl.ut  initslit  iiitcrost  yim! 

0  The  Man  in  tliL-  ^^l..un  lias  a  crick  in  l.l-i  liack; 

Wlicel 

W'liimni ! 

Aiu  t  you  sorry  for  him? 
And  a  mote  on  his  nose  that  is  purple  and  Mack ; 
And  his  eyes  are  so  v.eaU  that  they  water  and  run 
If   he   dares   to  dream  even   he   looks   at  the   sun, — 
So  he  jes'  dreams  of  stars,  as  the  doctors  advise— 
My  I 

i:yes! 

But  iiii't  he  wisc^ 
To  jes'  (lr<  am  of  stars,  as  the  doctois  advise? 

And  The  Man   in  the  Afoon  has  a  boil  on  his  ear^ 
Whee  I 

Whing! 

What  a  singular  thing! 

1  know!  but  these   facts     re  authentic,  my  dear, — 
There's  a  boil  on  his  ear;  and  a  corn  on  his  chin- 
He  calls   it  a  dimple — hut  dimples   stick   in— 

Yet   it   might   be   a    dimple   tnrned   over,   you  know  1 
Whang! 
Ho! 

Why,  certainly  so  ! — 
It   might   be   a    dimple    turned    over,   you   know! 
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AndJ,.  Man  .•„  .„e  Moon  ,..  .  ,.,,„,,^  ,,._ 

Whizz  I 

Wliat  a  piiy  ti.at  i.sl 

\\l,i„g!  """  ^  Japanese  fan, 

\\liann  I 

^\'liat  a  nir.rvol„i,5  man  i 

^\''^'^aveo.rc,„arUaM,.,narv.,.us,„aMl 

Ami   Tile  Jlan   in   ii,..  if  •  , 

^.  ^,  tl,.  Moo,,,  „j,,„d   The  Rasg„,^  jjan. 

Sol 

Si,llo„e.,ome,  you  kno«-._ 

lerebyh.sse-f   .e„cecrca.ion   began  . _ 

Liml) ! 

J'<1  eo  parclners   with  him- 
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pp  Billy  Goodin' 

A  I'i'i  /-iVd-  <■    I'll',  ami  It  hill  fiitC  o'  fudjiii'— 
I  laid  it  all  by  fcr  Utile  liilly  CuoJiii'! 

—  I!(,Y-rnKI. 


100K  so  neat  an'  swiit  in  mi  jrr  frills  an'  f:iiicy  pi'  alin'' 
J  Better  shct  yer  kittlicu,  tlioiigli,  afore  you  go  to  -vim 

in'! 
Hetter  liiile  yer  mi.  :c-meat  an'  slewed  frnit  an'  plum 
Better  liide  yer  iiouiul-eake  an'  lire-.li  away  tlie  cru..il. 
Better  hide  yer  culiliurd-kcywlieii   Billy  Goudin'  cuuk 
A-eatiu' !  an'  a-c.itin' !  an'  a-catin'  1 

Sislit  o'  Sinid'y-doiu's  'at  ain't  done  in  Mi  el  in"! 

Sun  aerost  yer  garden-patch  a-pourin"  an'  a-lieatin"; 
Meller  apples  drappin'  in  tlic  weeds  an'  ronn'  tlie  groun' 
Clingstones  an'  snyar-pears  a-ist  a-plunl;in'  down  !— 
Better  kind  o'  eonih  ilie  grass  'fore  Billy  eonies  arouu' 
A-catin'  i  an'  a-catin' !  an'  a-catin'  1 

Pilly  Coodin'  ain't  a-go'  to  go  to  any  Meetin' ! 

(IV  'nil  watcli  an'  kctcli  an'  give  the  little  sneak  a  liealin'! 

Better  hint  wc  want'o  stay  'n'  snoop  yer  grapis  an'  plum 

Better  cat  'cm  all  ycrse'f  an'  suck  yer  -tingy  thumh^: 

Won't  be  nolliin'  anyhow  when  Billy  Cioodin'  comes! 

A-catin'  1  an'  a-c:itin'  1  an'  a-eatin' ! 
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^oo     i'nortoMissncllcsAttcarana' 

■yi/TIAT  m,ikcs  you  co,,,,.  /,,r,-  frr,  ^tistcr 

»  »        So  nuicli  to  our  Imiisc  ?-i«i ,' 
Come  to  sec  our  bi(f  sister ! 

A..' Charley  l,e  says -at  yon  kisse.Il,cr 
An   licketclie-Iyou,  th•utl,er,lay'- 
I'..l^•tyo,,C■,,arley?-R.,,,,,,,,,,,,„,,,^,„^ 
A.i  crossed  our  heart  to  never  to  tell  -^ 
Cause  she  gived  us  koine  o'  tliein-er 
Chawk'Iut-drops  'at  you  bringed  to  her  I 

Charley  he's  my  little  h'uther-- 

Aii'  we  has  a-mostest  fun 
non'twcCha.       '-OurMnther, 
Whenever  we  wn,p,one-anoth.-r. 

Tries  to  whip  «j_an'  we  ru„~- 
I)on't  we,  Charley  ?_An'  „en,  Mme-I.y 
^™  s''e  S'vcs  us  cake- an-  pic— 

non'tshe.CharleyP-whenwecomcin 
All  P  omiac  never  to  do  it  ag'in  I 

Ili-S  named  Charley.-r,n  IVillU-- 

An' I'm  got  the  pnrtiest  name! 
Kut  Uncle  Bob  /,<•  calls  me  ■•BMt_,"_ 

I'«m't  he,  Charley  ?-'N' our  filly 

V\'e  named  "liiHy,"  the  s,  ,„p 
'st  like  mc !    An'  our  Ma  said 

'At''nol.putsfooli.lmnssin'oourhead!" 
Didnt  she,  Charley ?-A„-./,.,,„„,^,,„^ 

Much  about  i«y,/    'Cause  Bob  said  sol 
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Baby's  a  funniest  feller  1 

Nain't  no  hair  on  liiJ  head— 
It  they,  Charley?— It's  meller 
Witc  up  there  I    An"  ef  Belle  er 

Us  ask  wui  ue  that  way,  Ma  saiil,— 
Yes ;  an'  ycr  Pa's  head  wui  soft  as  that. 
An'  it's  that  way  yct!-An'  Pa  grabs  his  hat^ 
An'  says,  "Vcs,  childern,  she's  riijht  ahoft  Ta- 
'Cause  that's  tlic  reason  he  married  yer  Mai" 

An*  our  Ma  says  'at  "Relic  conhln' 

Ketch  notliin'  at  all  hut  ist  'boii's'  "— 
An'  Pa  says  'at  "you're  soft  as  puddun  !"— 
An'  Viulc  n»b  says  "you're  a  good-un— 

'Cause  he  cnn  tell  hy  yer  nose!"— 
Didn'  he,  Charley  ?— An'  when  Belle'll  play 
In  the  poller  on  th'  pianer,  some  day, 
Bob  makes  up  funny  songs  about  you. 
Till  she  gits  mad— like  he  wants  her  to  1 

Our  sister  Fanny  she's  'kvcn 

Years  old  I    'At's  mucher  'an  I— 
Ain't  it,  Charley  ?    ...    I'm  seven  !— 
But  our  sister  Fanny's  in  Heaven! 

Nere's  where  you  go  ef  you  die  !— 
Don't  you,  Charley !— Ncn  you  has  imngs— 
Ist  like  Fanny'— m'  purtiest  things!— 
Don't  yon,  Charley?- An'  nen  you  can  y?.v— 
Istflv-an'mVthingl    .    .    .    Wisht /'d  did 


i8o 
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'^r  Slw  •■nisfhnn.r  It 

"  T  TAD,  (,„,!•• 

••■        "Hadn't,  neithi-r!" 
^u  cnntcn<l..il  lU'ss  aii.l  M  ly 

NWKl,.,„rd,iI,l,...„,  w|,„,„,,,„^.^,.,, 
Ut  ilKir  eramlinammas,  o.ii;  .lay 

"I fail,  tool" 
"I'ailn't,  neliliorl" 
AM  tl,c  .limrrncc  I.eR,,,, 

liy  Afay's  say,-,,;.  sl.oM  t-..,,  Kra„,|,„as_ 
W  liilf  poor  n.-s.-,  |,..,|  o.ily  ,„„.. 

"Ha.!,  tool" 
"I'ailn't,  iieitlR-rl" 
To:^sln«  tiirls,  and  k.  iks  of  !,h  L 

^n„„  co.,1,1  30U  l,avc.  /,-.„  «,an-„,nvv..r, 
Wlun  1st  oiu-  is  all  they  is?" 

"Hail,  too!" 

"Hadn't,  iK-itherl 

■f''"ii^<fyo„ludta.„."saldRe,, 

,.,?•■"■''.''"/""'"'""     -J-l'-  May  ans«.c.r..d. 
'^ly  gran  nias  wuz  ti.ins,  I  g„ess ! 
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The  Jolly  Miller 

[RFSTCPUr.ll   ItCiMAUXT] 


IT  v.-as  a  Jolly  Miller  lived  on  tlie  Kivcr  Dee ; 
He  looked  upon  his  piller,  and  there  he  found  a  flea; 
"O  Mr.  Flea  1  you  have  hit  me. 

And  you  shall  shorely  die  I" 
So  he  scrunched  his  bones  ag'inst  the  stones— 
And  there  he  let  him  licl 

'Twas  then  the  Jolly  Miller  he  laughed  and  told  his  wife. 
And  she  laughed  fit  to  kill  her,  and  dropped  her  carviuK- 

knife! — 
"O  Mr.  Flea !"    "Ilo-ho !"    "Tce-hee !" 

They  hnlh  lauRhed  fit  to  kill, 
Until  the  sound  did  almost  drownd 

The  ruuihle  ot  the  mill! 

"Laugh  o»,  my  Jolly  Milh-r!  and  Missus  }r:ih-r,  ton!— 
nut  there's  a  wecpiny-'.iMlcr  ivill  soon  T>',itv  over  you!" 
Tlie  voice  was  all  so  awful  small — 

So  very  small  and  slim ! — 
lie  durst'  infer  that  it  was  her, 

Ncr  her  infer  'twas  him  1 

That  night  the  Jolly  Miller,  says  he,  "It's.  Wifey  dear. 
That  cat  o'  yourn,  I'd  kill  her  1— her  actions  is  so  yueer,- 
She's  ruhbin'  'g'inst  the  grindstone-legs, 

And  yowlin'  at  the  sky— 
And  T  'low  the  moon  hain't  greener 

Than  the  yaller  of  her  cyel" 
183 


I 


THE  noosiER  BOOK 


Fetch  here  tl,at  lantern  there  I" 
'"'5;""'-'''"""'"--"'si..th„„,ler.tone, 
^  "'^  t.-lch  it  cf  yoH  danr 

T^a//..,/,  ^''  ''''="'■  ^"■'»--  I'aek  ■„'  she 

And  "OAreried  she,  "it  ;.,,„,;;,,, 
_  All  wlme  and  pale  and  wa„n- 

Tes  got  you  m  his  clutches,  and 
'^'■•'^l^iugcr  than  Oman!" 

more!"  n  run,  it    cm  any 

"""";:  ^''•"-^'"•■'"'e.rahhe.lhi„,e!o..t 
\V  .th  many  a  ghastly  smile 

And  from  the  door-step  stooped  and  hopped 
About  four  hunderd  mile! 
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^^t  Aunty's  House 

0  ""r: ''■'"'■;  "•'■™  ^■'^'^  at  Atuuy's  houso- 
"^       .^^7'"  the  country  1-wherc 

^';V  ;;;'^"' -"'■-an- pigs,  an- cows- 
An   all's  outdoors  an' airi- 
ly 


THE   nOOSIF.R  EOOK 

An'  orcluird-swiim ;  an'  cluirry-trees— 
An'  cimnies  in  'cm !— Yes,  an'  tliese- 
Ilcrc  redlicad  birds  steals  all  tlu-y  ideasf, 

An'  tctcli  'cm  cf  you  dare! — 
W'y,  wunst,  one  time,  wlien  we  wuz  there, 
U'c  el  out  oil  Ihc  forth! 

Wile  where  the  cjHar  door  wuz  shut 

The  tahle  wuz ;  an'  I 
Let  Aunty  set  hy  me  an'  cut 

My  vittuls  up— an'  pie. 
'Tuz  awful  {umiy!  I  coulil  see 
The  redheads  in  the  churry-tree ; 
An'  beehives,  wliere  you  got  to  he 

Po  hecrful,  goin'  by  ;— 
An'  "Comi/ny"  there  an'  all!— a.i'  w- 
U'c  ct  out  on  the  porch! 

An'  I  iit  ct  f'survcs  an'  things 

'At  Ma  don't  'low  me  to  — 
An'chickun-yt:urds—(ion't  like  '.cinijs 

Li!;e  I'unints  docs!  do  yon/) 
An'  all  tlie  time  the  wind  blovved  there, 
An'  I  could  feel  it  in  iny  I'.air, 
An'  ist  smell  dovcr  r;'.-r' where!— 

An'  a'  old  redhead  flew 
Purt'  nigh  wite  over  my  high-chair, 
When  liv  et  on  the  porch! 
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The  Rac/gcdy  Man 


V-/   A„  he's  the  goocle.tn,an  ever  you  saw   ■ 
He  comes  to  our  house  every  day 

He„,.s.heco.vfcr'Li.a,nUhAnn.- 
-\  >  the  a- awful  good  Ra«,.e,!y  Man' 
Kasscdy!  Raggedy!  Eagsedy  Man- 

jyV,  The  Raggedy  Man-he's  ist  so  goo.l 
^M>l..s.he..i„di;n-an>ehops.he„'i 

A"_nen  he  spades  incur  garden,  too 

A.,   does  n,ost  things -at  i„y.  can't  do.- 

"_cun,edeleanupi„ourbigtree 

An_  shook-ed  a'  apple  do„„  fer  „,e- 

A.n  the  a   awfuIkuKl  Raggedy  Man? 
-aggedy!  Raggedy!  Raggedy  Man  I 

An- The  Raggedy  Man  one  time  say  he 

An  et  cm-all  ,. St  roast- an' hot  I- 

An   "'»«o.ta,!-'can.eacor„-crihgot 
A..re  one  tm,e  an' ain.nrn  ,,,„,„ 

^'-^— t  Farm,". hont  four  mile  fr,„n  town- 
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On  "The  Smout  Farm"!   Ycs-an'  the  hireJ  Uan' 
•At  «urke,l  tl.ers  nen  'uz  The  Ka^gedy  Man!- 
Ain't  he  the  heatin'e..t  Kaffic'ly  Man? 
Kayaedyl  Ragyedyl  Ka«i;c,ly  Man! 

The  Raggedy  Man's  so  good  an'  kind 
He'll  he  our  "horsey,"  an'  "haw"  an   mnul 
Ever'lhing  'at  you  niahe  lilm  do- 
An'  won't  run  off-'less  >ou  «ant  lu,n  tol 
I  drived  him  wunst  way  down  our  lane 
An'  he  got  sheered,  when  it  'monccd  to  ran.. 
An'  ist  rarcd  u"  an'  squealed  and  run 
Purt'  nigh  awav!-an'  it's  all  in  funl 
Nen  he  sheered  «/m  at  a'  old  tin  ean       .    . 
Whoa!  y'  old  runaway  Raggedy  Maul 
Raggedy!  Raggedy!  Raggedy  Man! 

An-  Th.e  Raggedy  Man.  he  knows  most  rhymes. 
An'  tells  'em.  ef  I  he  n"od,  somotmies: 
Knows  'hout  Giunts,  an'  Griffuns,  an   h-  ves, 
An'  the  S-luidgieum-Squecs  'at  swallers  the  rselve 
An'  w.te  hy  the  pump  in  our  pasture-lot. 
lie 'showed  me  the  hole  'at  the  Wunhs  is  got, 
•At  liv.s  'way  deep  in  the  ground,  an'  can 
Turn  into  me,  er  'Liialmth  Ami! 
Er  Ma,  er  Ta.  er  The  Raggedy  Man! 
Ain't  he  a  funny  old  Raggedy  Man? 
Raggedy!  Raggedy!  Raggedy  Man! 

An'  wunst,  when  The  Paggcdy  Man  eome  late. 
An'  pigs  ist  root'  thuc  the  garden-gate. 
He  'tend  like  the  pigs  'uz  '^cari  an'  sai.l, 
"Old  Bear-shooter'U  shoot  'em  dead ! 
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An-  race-  an'  chase'  'em.  a„'  tl.eyM  ist  n,n 
\\I>enI,c,„nthi3l,oeat'cmlikeif,,ag,m 
AnB„"Ba„(jl.-Bangl"nen',null,estan' 
An  load  up  l,is  gun  atf'in!  Raggedy  Man  I 
He  s  an  old  Bear-shooter  Raggedy  Man  I 
Raggedy  1  Raggedy  I  Raggedy  Man  I 

An' sometimes  The  Raggedy  Man  lets  on 
\\  e  re  httle  #n„„.children,  an'  old  King's  gone 
io  git  more  money,  an'  lef  us  there- 
Ai.d  Robbers  is  ist  thick  ever'where- 
An'  nen-ef  we  all  won't  cry,  fer  ,horc~. 
The  Raggedy  Man  he'll  come  and  '"splore 
The  Castul-halls,"  »„•  ^jeal  the  "gold"- 
An'  steal  us,  too,  an'  grab  an'  hold 
An'  pack  us  off  to  his  old  "Cavc"I_An' 
Haymow's  the  "cave"  o'  The  Raggedy  Man  !_ 
Raggedy  I  Raggedy!  Raggedy  Man  I 

The  Raggedy  Man-one  time,  when  he 
^\uz  makin'  a  little  bow-'n'-orry  (cr  me 
Says  "When  you're  big  like  your  Pa  is' 
Air  you  go'  to  keep  a  fine  store  like  hisl 
An'  be  a  rich  merchunt-an'  wear  fine  clothe,'- 
t-rwhat  a,r  you  go'  to  be,  goodness  knows?"  ' 
An   nen  he  laughed  at  'Lizabuth  Ann 
An|  I  says  '^  'M  go'  to  be  a  Ragg^Iy  Ma„  !_ 
i  m  .St  go'  to  be  a  nice  Ragge-.y  Man  !" 
Raggedy  1  Raggedy!  Raggedy  Man' 
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A  Boy's  Mother 

MY  mother  she's  so  good  to  me, 
Ef  I  was  good  as  I  could  be, 
I  couldn't  be  as  good— no,  sir  !— 
Can't  any  boy  be  good  as  her  1 

She  '.oves  me  when  I'm  glad  er  sad ; 
She  loves  me  when  I'm  good  er  bad ; 
An',  what's  a  funniest  thing,  she  says 
She  loves  me  when  she  punishes. 

I  don't  like  her  to  punish  me.— 
That  don't  hurt,— but  it  hurts  to  see 
Her  cryin'.— Nen  /  cry ;  an'  nen 
We  both  cry  an'  he  good  again. 

She  loves  me  when  she  cuts  rn'  sews 
My  little  cloak  an'  Sund'y  clothes ; 
An'  when  my  Pa  comes  home  to  tea, 
She  loves  him  most  as  much  as  roe. 

She  laughs  an'  tells  him  all  I  said. 
An'  grnlis  me  up  an'  p:its  my  liead: 
An'  I  hug  her,  an'  hug  my  Pa 
An'  love  him  purt'  nigh  as  much  as  Ma. 


1S8 


Tllli:  IIOOSIF.R  BOOK 


I06 


The  Fishing  Party 

VyUNST  we  went  a-f.shin'-Me 
»  y     An'  my  Pa  an'  Ma  all  three, 
W  hen  they  wuz  a  pic-nic,  'way 
Out  to  Hanch's  Woods,  one  day. 

An'  they  wuz  a  crick  out  there 
Where  the  fishes  is,  an'  where 
Little  hoys  'taint  big  an'  strong. 
Better  have  their  folks  along  I 

My  Pa  he  ist  fished  an'  fished  I 
An'  my  Ma  she  said  .  ..e  wished 
Mean' her  was  home;  an' Pa 
Said  he  wished  so  worse'n  Ma. 

Pa  said  ef  you  talk,  er  say 
Anything,  er  sneeze,  er  play. 
Hain't  no  fish,  alive  er  dead, 
Ever  go' to  bite!  he  said. 

Purt'  nigh  dark  in  town  when  we 
Got  back  home;  an' Ma  .say,,  she 
A'«c  she'll  Imve  a  fi,shfer  shore  I 
An'  she  buyed  one  at  the  store. 

Nen  at  supper,  Pa  he  won't 
Eat  no  fish,  an'  says  he  don't 
r.ike  'em.— An*  he  pounded  me 
menlehoked!   .   .  .   Ma,  didn't  he? 
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707       The  Boy  Lives  on  Our  Farm 

rpilE  Boy  lives  on  our  Farm,  lu-'s  n.it 
J.       Afear  J  o'  horses  none  I 
An"  ho  can  make  'cm  lope,  er  trot, 

Er  rack,  er  pace,  er  run. 
Sonietimei  he  driver  two  hor,es,  when 

He  conies  to  town  an'  brings 
A  wagon-full  o'  'taters  nen, 

An'  roastin'-ears  a--.'  things. 

Two  horses  is  "a  team,"  he  says,— 

An'  when  you  drive  rr  hitch, 
The  right-un's  a  "near-horse,"  I  guess, 

V-T  "off"— I  don't  know  which — 
The  Boy  lives  on  our  Farm,  he  told 

Me,  too,  'at  he  can  sec, 
By  lookin'  at  their  teeth,  how  old 

A  horse  is,  to  a  T 1 

I'd  he  the  gladdest  boy  alive 

F.f  I  knowcd  much  as  that. 
An'  could  stand  up  like  him  an'  drive 

An'  ist  push  back  my  hat. 
Like  he  comes  skallyhootin'  through 

Our  alley,  with  one  arm 
A-wavin'  Fare-ye-well !  to  you — 

The  Boy  lives  on  our  Farm  1 
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The  Runaway  Boy 

TTrl:NST  I  sassed  my  Pa,  an'  l,e 

V  y     Won't  stand  tl.at,  an'punislicd  mc  - 
^'^1"''"^''''cwi>z  gone  that  day, 
I  slipped  out  an'  runncd  away. 

I  tookcd  all  my  copper-cents, 
An-  cluml,ed  over  o.ir  l)ack  fence 
In  the  jimpson-wccds  'at  growed 
EvcrVherc  all  down  the  road. 

Ni^n  I  Kc.t  out  tJiere,  an'  nen 

I  runncd  somc-an'  runncd  again 

"  hen  I  met  a  man  'at  led 

A  big  cow  'at  sliooked  her  Iicad. 

I  went  down  a  long,  long  lane 
Where  was  little  pigs  a-play'„'; 
An'  a  grca'-hig  pig  went  "Booh  I" 
An-  jumped  up,  an'  skeered  me  too. 

Nen  I  scampered  past,  an'  they 
Was  somebody  hollered  "Hey!" 
An'  I  ist  looked  ever'where, 
An'  they  vnz  nobody  there. 

I  waut  to,  but  I'm  'fraid  to  try 
To  go  back.   .   .  .   An-  by-an'-by, 
iomepm'  hurts  my  th'oat  inside- 
An  I  want  my  Ma-an'  cried. 
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Ncii  a  nr<-"''-'''«  «''■'  '"""^  tliroiiRh 
WIktc's  a  gate,  an'  tclk-l  mc  wlm 
Am  1  ?  an'  >.  f  I  tell  wlitro 
My  home's  at  slic'U  sliow  me  lUcrc. 

lUlt  I  coulilii't  i:.t  but  tell 
Vslial's  my  mi'"'';  an'  slie  says  "well/ 
An'  sill-  tooUiil  nil-  up  an'  says 
"She  know  wliere  1  live,  slie  yuess." 

Ncn  sir;  Ulkil  nic  liug  wite  dose 
Kound  her  neck !— an'  off  she  goes 
Slcipiiin'  up  tlie  street !    An'  nen 
Puny  soon  I'm  home  again. 

An'  my  Ma,  wlien  she  kissed  nic, 
Kisseil  the  Iiig  girl  too,  an'  slu- 
Kissed  me— ef  I  p'oniise  share 
I  won't  run  away  uo  more  1 


top 


Our  Hired  Girl 


OUR  hired  girl,  she's  'Liza'outh  Ann ; 
An'  she  can  cook  best  things  to  eat  I 
She  ist  puts  dough  in  our  pie-pan, 

An'  pours  in  somcpin'  'afs  good  and  sweet; 
An'  ncn  she  salts  it  uU  on  top 
With  cinnamon ;  an'  nen  she'll  stop 
An'  stoop  an'  slide  it,  ist  as  slow. 
In  th'  old  cook-stove,  so's  'twon't  slop 
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An' Bit  1,11  spillcl:  nr.i  bales  ii,  5., 

lf»c.ismr,lpi...  r,r,tthin(r}„uknowl 

An'  iicii  slif'll  say: 
"Cliar  out  o"  my  way  I 
'lluy',  time  Kt  work,  an'  time  frr  playl- 

Take  yor  douRh,  »„•  run,  rl.il.l,  n,„ ! 

Fr  I  cain't  git  no  cookin'  done  !" 

V.'I.e.,ourI     "I  eirl -tcmls  like  sWs  ma,|, 

An'  says  tolks  got  to  walk  t!u-  clialk 
\\  hen  she's  arotm.l,  er  wislit  tliey  l,a,l, 

1  play  out  on  our  poreli  an'  talk 
To  Th'  Kay.,,|y  jfan  'at  -ows  our  lawn; 
An  I'esay,,";r/,<-^./"a,..,„„|,,„^„„ 

n,s  olj  crook-soytl.c,  an,l  l,|i„ks  lus  eye, 
An^  sniffs  all  i„u;kI  an'  say.,  "I  swawr.  I 
I'f  my  oM  nose  don't  tell  me  lies 
It  -pears  like  I  smell  custar.l-pies  !" 

An'  ncn  /;.••//  say, 
"Clear  out  o'  my  way ! 
They's  time  fer  work,  an'  time  fer  play! 
Take  yer  dough,  an'  run.  cliild,  run  I 
T'r  jA^raiu'tRit  nocookiu'done!" 

Wunst  our  hired  girl,  when  she 

fiot  the  supper,  an'  we  all  et, 
An'  it  was  night,  an'  Ma  an'  me 

An'  Pa  went  wher'  the  "Social"  met,- 
An'  nen  when  we  come  home,  an'  see   ' 
A  light  in  the  kitchen-door,  an'  we 

Heerd  a  maccordeun.  Pa  says  "Lan'- 
O'-GraciousI  who  can  lu-r  beau  be?" 
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An'  I  m»rclicd  In.  m"  ■Llml.mli  Aim 

Wiu  pmrchli.'  corn  fcr  The  R»ggedy  Mm  I 
Ihll'-r  say 

"Clear  out  o'  tlic  way  1 

Tlity'i  time  fcr  work,  an"  time  fir  play  I 
Take  the  liint,  an'  run,  child,  rini  I 
Er  we  cain't  nil  nu  coiirtiii*  duiie  1" 


IM 


GREEN  FIELDS  AND  RUNNING 
UROOKS 


/'"       On  the  llitHk:<  ()'  n,wr  Crick 

ON  Tlin:  bank,  o'  Dcr  Crick!    There',  the  place  fer 
nicl— 
Worlir  sli>li„'  past  3 o  jcs'  as  clair  as  it  kin  I,e : 
See  yir  slia<l.ltr  in  it,  and  tlic-  sliad-lcr  o'  the  sky. 
And  the  sha.lder  o'  tlie  hn/zard  as  he  r„cs  a-Iazin'  hy; 
Shaddcr  o'  the  pizcn-vlnes,  and  shndder  o'  'he  trccs- 
A"fl  I  purf  nigh  said  the    had.l.r  o"  t!-.e  sunshine  an.l  the 

breeze ! 
VVell-I  never  seen  the  ocean  ncr  I  never  seen  the  ,ea  • 
On  the  hanks  o'  Deer  Crick's  grand  enougli  fer  me  I 

■■    1  the  hanks  o'  Deer  Crick-mil'J  cr  two  from  town- 

ing  up  where  tlic  mill-race  comes  a-!oafin'  down,- 
Li.  ■  to  git  up  in  therc-'mongst  the  sycamor.^s— 
And  watch  the  worter  at  the  dam,  a-frothin'  as  she  pours- 
Crawl  out  on  some  old  log,  with  my  hook  and  lino 
Where  the  fish  is  j,.='  so  thick  you  kin  see  'em  shine 
As  they  flicker  round  yer  I)a!t,  coa.rm'  you  to  jerk, 
Tel  yer  tired  kclcliin'  of  \m,  mighty  nigh,  as  ivork) 

On  the  banks  o*  Deer  Crick  !-AlIus  my  delight 
Jes'  to  he  around  iherc-tako  it  day  cr  niglii ;~    ' 
Watch  the  snipes  ancj  killdees  foolin'  half  the  day— 
Er  these-'cre  little  worte-!n.;;s  skootiii-  ever'  wayl- 
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Snakc-fecdcrd  glancin'  rouiul,  cr  tlartiii'  out  o'  sight; 
And  dewlull,  ami  Ijullfrugs,  and  liBliliiiii'-buKS  at  night — 
Stars  up  through  the  troc-tops — cr  in  tlie  crick  holow, — 
And  .snicU  o'  mussrat  through  the  dark  clean  from  tlie  old 
by-o ! 

l"r  take  a  tronip,  some  Siuid'y,  say,  'way  up  to  "Jolnvion's 

Hole," 
And  find  where  he's  had  a  fire,  and  hid  his  fishin'-pole: 
Have  ycr  "dog-leg"  with  yc,  and  ycr  pipe  and  "cut-and- 

drj"- 
Pocketful  o'  corn-hread,  rnd  slug  cr  two  o'  rye, — 
Soak  yer  hide  in  sunshine  and  waller  in  the  sl'.ade — 
Like  the  Good  Book  tells  us— "where  there're  none  to  make 

afraid!" 
Well ! — I  never  scon  the  ocean  ner  I  never  seen  the  sea — 
On  the  banks  o'  Deer  Crick's  grand  enough  fer  me ! 


IJ I  II ow  John  Quit  the  rami 

NOBODY  on  the  old  farm  lure  hut  Mother,  me  and 
John, 
Except,  of  course,  the  cxtry  he'p  w!  en  harvest-time  come 

on — 
And  then,  I  want  to  say  to  you,  we  needed  he'p  about, 
As  you'd  admit,  ef  you'd  'a'  seen  the  way  the  crops  turned 
out! 


A  better  quarter-section,  ner  a  richer  soil  warn't  found 
Than   this-here   old-home    place   o'   ourn    fer   fifty   miles 
around  1— 
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Tl.e  house  was  s.aH-,...  p,,,,,,,  ,.,  ,„„„^  .^  ^^^^  ^^^ 
T„at  John-our  on,,  ,i.  ,V  ,so.,_,„,,,j  ^^  ,„j  ^^^„^  ^^^^^_ 
Vou  s..^.e  .,k  siO,  „H.!e  i„  J.,„_„,   ,„„.„„  ,„^^^._^ 

Tl.at.na.c.,„n„.,..,t.,.;,of„sw.sproudaspn„,acou,U 

"Jt's'  listen,  David  ' listen  i     t  i        .    ■ 

day!"  ""<^"!-JoIuuiys  beat  tl.e  birds  to- 

nisl.-spcrue,l  from  bo,l,ood,  with  a  most  inquirin'  tun,- 
Tl.an  b.s  grandpap  ,n  Paradise  could  answer  i„  a  year  I 
And  ..„.,. -v,  his  ow:,,uo.,.or,ear„tl.i,n  bow  to  read  and 

At  fif.o™j.s  bis  parents  r-and  "The  Til.rin.'s  Progress," 
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At  eighteen.  Mother  'lowed  the  boy  must  have  a  better 

chance — 
That  we  ort  to  educate  him,  under  aiij'  circumstance ; 
And  John  he  j'ined  his  mother,  and  they  ding-donged  and 

kep'  on, 
Tel  I  sent  him  off  to  school  in  town,  half  glad  that  he  wa, 

gone, 
But— I  missed  him— wy,  of  course  I  did !— The  Fall  and 

Winter  through 
I  never  built  the  kitchcn-firc,  er  siillt  a  stick  in  two, 
]■>  fid  the  stock,  er  butchered,  er  swung  up  a  gamhrcl- 

pin. 
But  what  I  thought  o'  John,  and  wished  that  he  was  home 

ag'in. 
He'd   come,    sometimes— on    Sund'ys   most— and   stay   tin: 

Sund'y  out; 
And  on  Tlianksgivin'-Day  he  'pcared  to  like  to  be  about: 
But  a  change  was  workin'  on  him— he  was  stiller  than 

before. 
And  didn't  joke,  ner  laugh,  ner  sing  and  whistle  any  moir. 

And  his  talk  was  all  so  proper;  and  I  noticed,  with  a  sigli. 
lie  was  tryin'  to  raise  side-whiskers,  and  had  on  a  stniK<! 

tie. 

And  a  standin'-collar,  ironed  up  as  stiff  and  slick  as  k.nc; 
And  a  breast-pin,  and  a  watch  and  chain  and  plug-hat  ot 

his  own. 
But  when   Spring-weather  opened  out,  and  John  was  to 

come  home 
And  he'p  me  through  the  season,  I  was  glad  to  sec  hini 

come; 
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But  nvy^happines.  .„at  evening,  „.,t„  ,i,e  settin'  ,„„  „,„, 

"'"'■'^.^•i.?r-""™"^"  ■'^^••-"^^ »el 

J;TMs  ,lru,l«i„.  on  a  far.n,"  „e  says,  ■■|s  .,ot  .he  life  fer  n,e- 
ve  ct  n,y  stakes  up  l,ig,,er,"  ,,e  co„.i„.,e,l,  li^l.t  a, ,  "  v' 
And.o.„-st„e,„aeefe.,„.,a,K,r,na-«oi;.H:;;:!.i';^ 

If^ltaIi.tleI.itterfeeli„-f.o.i,.'rounJaI,uut 
il.c  a..lK.s  of  ,,,3.  conscience;  but  1  didn't  let  it  out- 
1  snnply  relcl,  out.  trim,.,y.,ike.  and  tuk  the  l.ov's  1  .nd 
And  though  I  didn't  say  a  word,  I  .nowed  he'd  u.-drr^Ll. 

A„d-ven!-.ence  then  the  old  l,o,.e  here  was  n,i«h,y 

lonesome,  sliorc! 
With  n,e  a-workin-  in  the  field,  and  Moll>er  at  the  door 

Her  only  son  nine  miles  aw.-,y,  a-clerki„'  in  a  store! 

The  weeks  an,l  months  dragged  hy  us ;  and  sometimes  the 

uoy  would  write 
A  letter  to  his  mother,  sayin'  that  his  work  was  light 
And  not  to  fee!  oneasy  about  In's  health  a  bit- 

Though  h,s  business  was  con  W,  he  was  giuin- used  to  ,t. 
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And  sometimes  he  would  write  ard  ast  how  /  was  gittiii' 

on, 
And  ef  I  had  to  pay  out  much  for  hc'p  scnce  he  was  gone ; 
And  how  the  hogs  was  doin',  and  the  balance  of  the  stock. 
And  talk  on  {er  a  page  cr  two  jis'  like  he  used  to  talk. 

And  he  wrote,  alouK  Tore  harvest,  that  he  guessed  he 

would  git  home, 
Fcr  business  would,  of  course,  he  dull  in  town.— But  l.'.' 

didn't  come : — 
\Ve  got  a  postal  later,  sayin'  when  tliey  had  no  trade 
They  filled  the  time  "invoicin"  goods,"  and  that  was  why  In- 

stayed. 

And  then  he  quit  a-writiu'  altogether:    Not  a  word— 
Kxceptin'  what  tlie  neiglihcrs  brung   who'd  heen  to  tuv.ii 

and  heard 
What  store  John  was  clcrkin'  in,  and  went  round  to  imiuirc 
n  they  could  buy  their  goods  there  less  and  sell  their 

produce  higher. 

And  so  the  Summer  faded  out.  and  Autumn  wor:  away. 
And  a  keener  Wintu"  never  fetched  around  Thanksgivi-i'- 

Day! 
The  niglU  before  that  day  of  thanks  Til  never  quite  fcrj;;i. 
The  wind  a-iiowlin'  round  the  house— it  makes  me  creqiy 

yitl 

And  there  set  me  and  Mothcr-me  a-twistin'  at  the  proiu:. 
Of  a  green   scrnh-clhun   forestick  with  a  vicious  pair  <it 
tongs, 
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"'■v^  ;|-e,.  t:,o  tur.„,  David,  fer  to-morrow,"  Mother 

•The  c.an,„errie.  ;.  ,„,„,„..,„.„,,.  ^^^.^  ,^^„_^^^  ^^_^^.^, 

^"  '"^J^-e  .,.,  «...  .,„;„._,^^  ^.,^^,  ^^^^^  ^__^^  ^_^^^^ 

His  favon/,-I,o  likes  Vm  so!"     Says  I    "U'.II    •  , 

does?"  ^       '      "'■"  '^I'ose  li« 

'''''• 'i::;:;::!;"'^'''''^"^^'^"''-'---''- ^"iet.ort  o- 

■™^Sr''  '"'''"'  '"^"'^'■^""^-^''  -"after 
'"■  i:;-"'^^  "■"•  '-'^^"  -"""".  ■^"-  one  H.  ,,p  .„, 
^ndp.„,,s..sro„n.  Mother's  neck,  and  ■au«„e<ii„,o. 
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"Ifs  me.'  he  says-"your   for    ^oy  John,  come  back  to 

shake  youi  hind  ; 
Set  down  w.th  you,  an,l  talk  with  yon,  an.!  make  yon 

nnderstan  1  .,    .    .. 

How  dearer  yit  than  alt  the  world  is  this  old  horn,  that  «. 
"•ill  s,Knd  Tl.ankssivin'  in  f.r  life-jcs"  Mother,  you  an.l 

me !  " 

Noho,ly  on  the  old  farm  here  hut  Mother,  me  and  John, 
Except!  of  course,  the  e^try  he'p  when  harvest-tnne  com.. 

And  then,  1  want  to  say  to  you,  we  ,„v</  sich  he'p  al„n^ 
As  youM  adn.it,  ef  you  could  see  the  way  the  crops  turn, 
out ! 


jri 


Tlis  Mothn's  Way 

TOMPS  'nd  alius  haf  to  say 
Somepin'  'bout  "his  mother's  way. 
He  lived  hard-like— never  j'ined 
Any  church  of  any  kind.— 
"It  was  Mother's  way,"  says  he, 
"To  he  good  enough  fer  mf 
And  her  too.— and  cert'jnly 

Lord  has  heerd  lu-r  pray !" 
Propped  up  on  his  dyin'  bed,— 
"SViore  as  Heaven's  overhead, 
I'm  a-goin'  there,"  he  faid— 
"It  was  Mother's  way." 
20i 
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Jap  Miller 


TAP  MILLFR  down  at  Martinsville's  tl,c  l,la..,e,lcst 
"  feller  yit  I 

When  /,.  .star.s  i„  a-talkh,'  other  folks  U  apt  to  c,„it!- 
v7l  '  r      ""-r":'"'  '■'  '"'^'"  ""'"■'  "-''^-  f''^  notln-n-  else 
Hell  talk  you  down  on  tarifif;  er  he'll  talk  you  ,Iown  on 

And  prove  the  pore  man  pays  'e,n  all-and  the„,'s  ahout  the 

f ac  s  I — 
Rellgen,  law,  cr  politics,  prize-fifihtin',  er  hasehall- 
J^-s   teteh  Jap  „p  a  little  and  he'll  post  yon  'bout  'em  all. 

And  the  comicalest  feller  ever  tilted  hack  a  eheer 
And  tnk  a  chaw  tohacker  kind  o'  like  he  did.i't  keer- 
There  s  where  the  feller's  stren'th  lays.-he's  so  common- 
like  and  plain, — 

They  hain't  no  dude  ahout  old  Jap,  you   het  yo„_nary 
gram !  ■' 

They  'lecte<l  him  to  Council  an.l  it  never  turned  his  hea.l 
And  didnt  make  no  difterunce  vvh.at  anybody  said - 
He  di.ln't  dress  no  finer,  ner  rag  out  in  fancy  eloihes  ■ 
But  h,s  voice  in  Council-meetin's  is  a  turrer  to  his  foes. 

He's  fer  the  pore  man  ever'  time!    And  in  the  last  cam- 
paign 

He  stumped  old  Morgan  County,  through  the  sunshine  an<l 
the  ram. 

And  heh  the  banner  up'ards  from  a-trailin'  in  the  dust 
And  cut  loose  on  monopolies  and  cuss'd  and  cuss'd  and 
cuss  d  I 
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He'd  tell  some  funny  story  cvit'  now  an.l  tlicn.  you  know, 
Tel.  I.lamc  it!  it  wm  I.Uter'n  ii  j:iik-u'-lant.rn  show! 
And  I'd  go  furdcr,  yit,  to-day,  lo  hear  old  Jap  norate 
Than  any  liigh-toned  orator  'at  ever  stumped  the  State! 

\Vy,  that-air  hlanie  Jap  Miller,  with  his  keen  .ircastic  fun, 
Has  (jot  more  friends  than  ary  can.lidatc  'at  ever  run! 
Don't  matter  what  his  views  is,  when  he  states  the  same 

to  you. 
They  alius  coincide  witli  yourn,  the  same  as  two  and  two : 
You  ca>rt  take  issue  with  him-er.  at  least,  they  hain't  u.. 

sense 
In  startin-  in  to  down  him,  so  you  better  not  conunence^^ 
The  hcst  way's  jes'  to  listen,  like  your  humhle  servant  dovs. 
And  jes'  concede  Jap  Miller  is  the  l.e^t  man  ever  wnz ! 
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Jack  the  Giant  Killer 


HAD   IkJv'S   VI.KSION 


TF.I.L  you  a  story— an'  it's  a  f ac'  :— 
Wunst  wuz  a  little  hoy.  name  wnz  Jack, 
An'  he  had  a  sword  an'  buckle  an'  srap 
Makcd  of  gold,  an'  a  '"visihul  cap"; 
An'  he  killed  Gi'nts  'at  et  whole  cows— 
Th'  horns  a.i'  all— an'  pigs  an'  sows! 
But  Jack,  his  golding  sword  wuz,  oh! 
So  awful  sharp  'at  he  could  go 
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An'  cut  111-  olc  Ci'.ils  cKm,  i„  too 

•F<.rc  Vy  knowcd  what  l,c  «u^  goii,'  tu  ,!u! 

An  one  ole  Gi'nt,  lie  I.a.l  four 

Heads,  and  name  vviiz  "Bumbleliorc"— 

An- iR-wiufoarcdo- J;uk -'cau.c  he 

/".<■,  lie  killed  .si.x-nve-ten-tl,rcc 

AM'allo'th'ulheroleU'msI.uthim- 

An   thay  wuz  a  place  Jael.  haf  tu  ,,u,n 

i'orc  he  cuiiM  jjii  f  „lc  "EuniMel,,,-."^- 

Xen  thay  kuz  "griffuTi.s"  at  the  door  ■ 

But  Jaelc,  he  thist  plunged  in  an'  swun, 

Clean  acrost ;  an'  when  he  conic 

To  th'  utiier  side,  he  thist  put  on 

Ills  "'vi;il,„|  cap,"  an'  ncn,  dog-Kcu' 

^  on  couldn't  see  him  at  all  !-Aii' s„ 

He  slewed  the  ••KrilTuns"-?,,,^^,  vou  k„„w' 

^cn  WU2  a  horn  Imnsed  over  his  head 

High  on  th'  wall,  an'  wor.ls  'at  read,-' 

"Whoever  kin  t!:is  tnnnput  hlow 

Sliall  cause  the  Gi'nt's  ovcrth'ow!" 

An'  Jack,  he  thist  reached  up  an'  Mowed 

The  sludrn'out  of  it!  an'  tli'owed 

Til'  castul-gates  wide  open,  an' 

Xcn  tuk  his  gold  sword  in  his  han' 

An'  thist  marched  in  f  olc  "Bi,mhieI,o,-e  " 

An ,  'fore  he  knowed,  lie  put  'hoi.t  four 

Heads  on  him-an'  chopped  'em  off,  too'- 

^\■sht 'at /'rf  been  Jack  !-don't  you? 
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IIS       Fa-'-.'cr  Whipph:  -Bachelor 

IT'S  a  mystery  to  see  mc— a  man  o'  fifty-four, 
Wlio's  lived  a  cross  oUl  bachelor  fer  thirty  yi:.r'  and 
iiiDrc— 
A-Iookhi'  glad  and  smilln'l    And  th.y's  none  o'  you  can  say 
That  you  can  guess  the  reason  why  I  feel  so  g'j)d  to-day! 

I  must  tell  you  all  about  itl    But  I'll  have  to  deviate 
A  liltle  in  lK-i;innin'  so's  to  set  the  matter  straight 
As  to  how  it  comes  to  happen  that  I  never  t..uk  a  wife- 
Kind  o'  "crawnsh"  from  the  Present  to  the  Spring-limc  of 
my  life! 

1  was  brought  Ul-  in  the  country:    Of  a  family  of  five- 
Three  brothers  and  a  sister-  I'm  the  only  one  alive,— 
Fer  they  all  died  little  babies;  and  'twas  one  o'  MuHki'- 

ways, 
You  know,  to  want  a  daughter;  so  she  took  a  girl  to  raibc. 

The  sweetest  little  thing  she  was,  with  rosy  checks,  and 

fat— 
We  was  little  chunks  o'  shavers  then  about  as  high  as  that 
But  some  way  we  sort  o'  j ui/.-rf-like !  and   Mother  shcM 

dee.lare 
She  never  laid  her  eyes  on  a  more  lovin'  pair 

Than  «•<?  was !    So  we  growed  up  side  by  side  fer  thirteen 

year', 
And  every  hour  of  it  she  growed  to  me  more  dear  !— 
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W-y.  even  FatlH-r-,  ,lyi„-.  „  ,,,  ,li,l,  I  ,,„  ,,e,.;„.c 
Uanu  „u,rc  afrccln- ,o  .„e  „,..„  i,  „as  .o  ...  her  grieve. 

F.  r  M, , ux  and  f.r  Mary;  an,.  I, vent  aI.o„,  ,1k.  place 

S;:"^'  "'*•"'""  '■'=''"-"■" •  through  ,ny 

^,;;„'""'^  "^'  ^"^•""'■'  --  .he  way  tlu.  ;„„ 

'   "'"ZlZ""''  '"  '"''-'  ''"'■"  ••"=  ""-"'-'--  was 
'\\-'K...jl.e  harvest  of  n,y  .„,,.,,,.,,,,, ,„,.„., .^,_,,^_ 

I  was  ricLV  I,nn,e  wf.l,  Af..,,,  ,,  „,,  ,,„^.  ,.  , . 
.Vchaw„.•.t^awsan..t..inKi„^i„a.ove^•.,a.y^:l;, 
A-cI  Mary-,  chee.s  was  hnrnin'  „,e  tl,o  .un.-t  ..„.„  .„e 

;'-«ic«isne,,,thinU„^,o„.an,l„stl..r,o.^^^^^^^^^ 

around  mc-h,:.  '  '   ""'''   '"'    "'■"" 

W  a  bigger  load  o-H.uc.n.:  an  n.ad  a  load  o- straw. 
I  don't  p-tond  to  learnin-.  lu.t  I'll  .ell  you  whafs  a  fac' 
n.eysann,dUytn.l,fnl.ay..oJsi„aa.,;anlc!: 
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F.r  snmfri-loMi  "pu-rc  happiness  '-iK-rl.ai„  s..n.c  f-lks'll 

laugh 
At  the  illy-  -"iiiily  lastin'  je>t  two  sccunds  and  a  h  ilf"-  - 

lUit  ifs  )e<l  as  true  as  i.reavhiii'!-fer  that  was  a  siH^-r's 

kiss, 
And  a  sister's  K.vin'  cnfuUnce  a-t.Uiii'  to  me  this:- 
'Sh,-    was   happy.    I'on'   frvmisM    to    the   ion    o'   funncr 

Urowii."— 
And  my  feelii.'s  struck  a  pardnership  with  sunset  and  went 

duwu  I 

I  don't  know  Iwtv  I  acted,  I  don't  know  «'/in(  1  said,— 
Ker  my  leart  seeme.l  jest  a-turnin'  to  an  ice-cohl  himp  o' 

lead  ; 
Ami  tlie  hcsses  kind  o'  Khnnnered  hefore  mc  in  the  road. 
And  the  lines  fell  from  my  ihiuers-AnJ  that  was  all   I 

knowed — 

Fer-wcll,  I  don't  know  how  long-They's  a  dim  remem- 

hcrcnce 
Of  a  sound  o*  snortin'  hosses,  and  a  stake-and-ridered  fence 
A-whi/.2in'  past,  and  wheat-sheaves  a-dancln'  in  tlie  air. 
And  Mary  screamin'  "Murder!"  and  a-runnin'  up  to  wliere 

I  was  layin'  hy  the  roadside,  and  the  wagon  upside  down 
A-lcanin-    on    the    gate-post,    with   the    wheels    a-whirlii.' 

round ! 
And  I  tried  to  raise  and  meet  her,  hut  I  couldn't,  with  a 

vague 
Sort  o'  notion  comin"  to  me  t1<at  I  had  a  broken  leg. 
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^^'"'  ruMT'"  """"^  ""  "'"'"'''  "• ""' "'"'' '  •'"■* 

As  I'd  keep  a-gittin-  hcu.r  jnstl.l  o'  «um'  to  dir 
And  «,.n,Kr  vvl,,.  ,vas  Icf,  m.  wor.l,  livi„-  Ur  l,d,.v, 
UlK.„  .l,e  «,rl  I  loved  was  married  ,o  another,  ..on-,  von 
know  I 

And  n,y  ,l,ongI„s  was  as  rchuIlio„s  as  tl,c  folks  wa,  r- 1 

and  kind  f.  '  " 

Wlu-n^Wn  and  Mar,  n.arncd-Railly  „„,st  V  Icvn  „,y 

Was  kind  o' o,:,  o- kllun-fvr  n,:„vd  nrnun,  j.„„  s.,. 
Worsen  ^,,...„_„„,   ,,„    f,„^,,   ^,,,,,„^j   ^^___^,^^^   ^_^^.  ^^^ 

f '!  ''"'"^  ="•' -'"^"'••-•-.•l<indn.ssandre„oc'- 

Andmea.wislnn'alltl,c.in,c,i.:alc,,nldl,rvakl,isn..ck! 
;>'     renef  was  l.I.c  a  n.onnKr's  wlu-n  tl.e   fnncral  i.  ,1„„, 

•'1'^"  tluy  ,„ov,,,  ,„  JH;,„i,  ;,  „,,  rati  o'  i-Wij-o,,., 
"'""   ':,7"   ■"  ""'"  "'  "'"'^''-I   ''^'■'  ""thin'  nu,ct,   i„ 

|;||<t..ar,,wndon.ncko!teions-.u,di.ke,,-,„el.,,.,,,o! 
'•"1    1  ^slowly  tln,vcd  and   iTospcxd,  tcl   Mo.Ikt   u-cd   ,„ 

She  expected  yit  to  see  n.e  a  wealthy  man  some  day. 

TlK-n  I'd  think  how  little  ,„n„o'  was,  con.pared  to  ham.i- 
ness^  ' ' 

Aml.ho'dhe,efttonseitwhenrdiedIc,,nM„-,,,,e..! 
Pn       ve  St,  I  K-,,.-  specnlatln"  an,l  a-«ainm'  year  hy  vtar 
fel  l,n  pay,,.'  half  the  taxes  in  the  connty,  n.ighty  near.' 
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Well!-A  year  ago  cr  better,  a  letter  comes  to  ham. 
A.li,.'  hnvv  IM  like  to  dieUer  fer  some  Illinois  laifl- 
•Tbc  fclkr  f'      1M<1  owned  it,"  it  went  ahead  to  state, 
•■Had   jest   deceased,   insolvent,   leavin'   cliance   to   specu- 
late,"— 

And  then  it  closed  l.y  sayin'  that  I'd  "hetter  come  and 

see." — 
I'd  „ever  hecn  West,  anyhow- a'most  too  wild  fer  ,„.-, 
I'd  alius  ha<l  a  notion ;  hut  a  lawyer  here  in  town 
Said  I'd  find  myself  mistakend  when  I  come  to  look  ar-.un.l 

So  I  hi.ls  good-hy  to  Mother,  and   I  jumps  ahoard   tlu' 
train, 
.-thinkin-  what  I'd  hring  her  ^vhen  I  come  hack  home 

aRain— 
A,ul  ef  she'd  had  an  idy  ^vhat  the  present  was  to  be 
I  think  it's  more'n  hkcly  she'd  V  went  along  with  me! 

C-,r.  is  awfnl  tcjnn  ridin',  fer  all  they  ro  so  fasti 
But  finally  they  called  out  my  stoppin'-place  at  la'-t: 
An.l  that  night,  at  the  tavern,  1  drcamp'  I  was  a  tram 
O'  cars,  and  skccrrd  at  somepin',  runnin'  down  a  eonm,« 
lane ! 

Well,  in  the  mornin'  airly-after  huntin'  up  the  man- 
The  lawyer  who  was  wantin"  to  swap  the  piece  o   lai.d- 
We  started  fer  the  country ;  and  I  ast  the  history 
Of  the  farm-its  former  owner-and  so  forth,  etcetery! 

A,„d-well-it  was  inler«(ii,'-I  surprised  him,  T  suppose 
*Uy  the  loud  and  frequent  manner  in  which  I  olowed  my 
nose  I — 
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^'  'i'as  Mary:    ,  TI„^„v        .     .■   > 

here-  ■  ^  '''""    '"'''•'"''  'l'J«"   '■'■ 

5k.  ,,,..,    ,.,e  «„t  an  i<Iy  „.,„.  .  ,„a„  o'  nf,y.f,„,r. 
W  l.o  s  lual  a  cross  ol<l  l,acl,olor  fcr  thirty  voir'  .,   I 

,^,„.,i  ^"''   '  ^i-  J'-'''   come   i.iio 

To  «it  a  pair  o'  license  fer  to  ,„arry  Mary  Urown. 


Il6 


fazvn.  Noon  and  Dc-vfi 


ill 


UeK  n    from  ,|,c  wn„ler,  half  awnke,  and  uishin' 
'■•o"I<lgotosIcepaE'i„aswelIasgoa-fishin'! 
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On  the  apern  o'  the  dam,  legs  a-danghn'  over, 
Drowsy-hke  with  sound  o'  vvorter  and  the  smell  o"  clover; 
Fibh  all  out  a-visitin'— 'cept  some  dratted  minnor ! 
Yes,   and   mill   shet   down   at   last   and   hands   is   gone   t.i 
dinner. 

in 

Trompin'  home  acrost  the  fields:  Lifihtnin'-hugs  a-hlhikiw' 
In  the  wheat  like  sparks  o'  thinps  feller  keeps  a-thinkin' ;-- 
Mother  waitin'  supper,  aiul  the  childern  there  to  cherr  me  I 
,\nd  fiddle  on  the  kitchen-wall  a-jcs'  a-ecchiu'  fer  me! 


11'/ 


As  Mx  Umic  Used  to  Say 


I'V'F.  thought  a  power  ou  iiicii  and  t'luigs— 
As  my  uncle  nst  to  say.— 
And  ef  folks  don't  work  as  they  pray,  i  jings! 

W'y.  they  ain't  no  use  to  pray ! 
Ef  you  want  somepin',  and  jes'  dead- set 
A-pleadin'  fer  it  with  hotli  eyes  wet. 
And  tcnrs  won't  hring  it,  w'y,  yuu  try  stivut 
As  niy  uncle  ust  to  say. 

Thcy's  some  don't  know  their  ,\,  P.,  Cs 

As  my  uncle  Ust  to  say — 
And  yit  don't  waste  no  candle-grease, 

Ner  whistle  their  lives  away! 
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Hilt  ef  Hay  c:in't  wrilu  ii,j  l,„„k,  ikt  rliy.ne 
Xo  ring;,,'  so„g  fcr  to  bst  all  time, 
TlK-y  c.„,  i.Ia.e  ,h,  ^vay  f.-r  "tl.e  „,arcl,  sul,lin,c 
As  my  uncle  list  to  say. 

\Vlio.;vci-'s  Foreman  of  all  tilings  I,cre, 

As  ni.    uncle  ust  to  say, 
He  l.-n(,„s  each  jol.  'at  we're  best  Ct  fei-, 

And  our  round-up,  uigla  an,l  ilay: 
And  a-si.in'  //;,,  ^ork,  ea.t  and  west. 
And  n.„-iii  and  south,  and  wor.,t  and  l.'est. 
I  ain't  j.;iit  nothin'  to  suggest, 

As  my  i;,iele  ust  to  s.iy. 


n,? 


•  /  Full  Harvest 


QF.iarSa-e  a  fellc-'dorfojes- to-day 

^   f.it  .Io«,i  and  roll  and  waller,  don't  you  kno«, 

'n  tl::il-air  stubldc,  and  floi)  up  and  crow 
Scein'  sich  crops  I    I'll  undertake  to  say 
There'ro  no  wheat's  ever  turned  out  thatawny  . 
Afore  this  so.-  ion  1-FoIks  is  keerless,  though, 
And  too  fe.-g:,  rul-'ca.e  we'd  orfo  show 
Iforc  tl.rud<f„Incss!-Jes'  looky  hyonder,  hey?- 

And  watch  t!,at  little  reaper  wadin'  time 
That^last  old  yaller  hunk  o'  harvest-ground- 

J<  s'  i,,i!eliur'ly  a-slicin"  it  in  two 
I.ikc  honeycomh,  and  gaumin'  it  around 
The  field-like  it  had  nothin'  else  to  do 
On'y  jes-  waste  it  all  on  n,e  and  you! 
2IJ 
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Ri(;ht  Here  at  [tome 


RICITT  here  at  boinc,  t.oys,  in  oM  nooslc-nloTn, 
Wlicre  strangers  allns  juke  us  ul.en  tliey  cunie, 
And  bras  o'  tltcir  old  States  and  interprize- 
Vit  s,'ltlc  lure;  and  'fore  tliey  realize, 
Tliey'rc  "lioosier"  as  the  rest  of  us,  and  hve 
Right  here  at  home,  hoys,  with  their  (.ast  fcrgive'l 

Right  here  at  home,  hoys,  is  the  place,  I  guess, 
Fer  me  and  you  and  plain  old  happiness : 
We  hear   the  World's   lots   ^'rander-likely   so,— 
We'll  take  the  World's  word  fer  it  and  not  go.— 
We  know  iU  ways  ain't  ciir  ways— so  we'll  stay 
Right  lure  at  home,  hoy-.,  where  we  l;:i,>w  the  way 

Right  here  at  home,  hoys,  where  a  well-to-do 
Man's  plenty  rich  enough—and  knows  it,  too, 
And's  got  a'  extry  dollar,  any  time. 
To  hoost  a  feller  up  'at  'uvuls  to  clinih 
And's  got  the  git-np  in  him  to  go  in 
And  git  there,  like  he  purt'  nigli  alius  kin  I 

Right  here  at  home,  hoys,  is  the  place  fer  us!-- 

Where  folks'  heart's  higger'n  their  money-pu's'; 

And  where  a  common  feller's  jes'  as  good 

As  ary  other  in  the  neighberhood : 

The  World  at  large  don't  worry  you  and  me 

Right  here  at  I.ime,  boys,  where  we  ort  to  bet 
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RiKlU  here  at  Lome,., oysHes- right  where  we  air  !.- 
L.rcls  dont  s,„ga„y  sweeter  anywhere  • 

(-ass  ,lo,rt  grow  any  g,eener'n  she  Krows 
Across  the  pastnr'  where  the  ohi   path  goes,- 

AM  th,ngs  m  ear-shofs  purty.  er  m  sigh^ 
R.«l..  I.ere  at  home,  boys,  ef  we  .,•-.•  'e.n  ,•„,, 

fs''tcert  "'  '"'"■•  '"^■''  "■'■"'^  "■'^  "'"  '-"-.>'ace 
s  sacenl  to  us  as  our  mother's  face 

J«   as  we  riekollect  her,  last  she  smiled 
And  k.ssed   us-dyi„'   so  and   rickonciled, 
S«'".    us  all  at  home  hcre-none  astrayL 
I-«>.t  here  at  home,  hoys,  where  she  ship,  to-,,... 


I.?o 


SUtcr  Jnucss  Co„frsmm 


T    THOUnjIT  the  deacon  liked  „,e    vit 

I    warn't  adzackly  shore  of   it- 
Per,  mind  yo,  time  and  time  ag'in 
When  jine>s  'ud  he  comin'  in, 
I'd  seed  him  shakin'  hands  is  free 
With  all  the  si.sien,  a,  with  me! 
Eiit  jurin'  last  Revival,  where 
He  called  on  mc  to  lead  in  prayer 
An'  kneeled  there  with  me,  side  hy  .i,le 
A-whisper'n'  "he  felt  sanctified 
Jes'  tetchin'  of  my  gyarment's  hem  "_ 
That  settled  things  as  fur  as  them- 
Thare  other  wimmin  was  concerned'- 
And-wcll!_I  know!  must 'a' turned 
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A  dozen  colors!— F/">'riV(//—?ii.'— 
No  mortal  sinner  never  saw 
A   gladder   widder   than   tlie   one 
A-kneelin'   tliere   and   wondernn' 
Wlio'd  pray  1— So  glad,  upon  my  word, 
I  railly  conldn't  thank  the  Lord  I 


JJ"/ 


h\<  and  Billy  and  Jo 

A    TINTVI'E 


1RY  an'  Billy  an'  Jo!— 
Iry  an'  Billy's  the  boys, 
An'  Jo's  their  doij,  you  know,— 
Their  pictnr's  took  all  in  a  row. 
Bet  they  kin  kick  up  a  noi=e— 
Iry  and  Billy,  tlie  hoys. 
And  that-air  little  dog  Jo! 

Iry's  the  one  'at  stands 

Vp  there  a-lookin'  so  mild 
An'  meek— with  his  hat  in  his  hands, 

Like  such  a  'bcdiant  child — 
(Sctkcs-»liVi-!)—f^n'  Billy  he  sets 
In  the  cheer  an'  holds  on  to  Jo  an'  s'.irals 
Hisse'f,   a-lookin'   s>  good!   Ho-hol 
Iry  an'  Billy  an'  Jo  I 

Yit  the  way  them  boys,  you  know, 

Usen  to  jes'  turn  in 
An'  fight  over  that  dog  Jo 

Wuz  a  burnin'-shame-an'-a-sin  !— 
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IryAcyargy 'at,  bygce-wl,i«I 
That-air  little  Jo-tlogwuzAw'- 
A"'  Billy  hc-d  claim  it  wuzn't  .o~ 
Cause  the  .log  wuz  /»>„.'- A„-  at  it  they'd  g„ 
^•P-an--tugg,  tooth  an'-toe-nail,  you  k„ow- 
Iry  an'  Billy  an' Jo  I 

But  their  Pa-(He  wuz  the  marshal  the„)_ 

He    tended-like  'at  he  j.rhrd  'en  uf; 
An  f?<>tajuryo'Erick-yar,lmcn 
A"'  lielt  a  (W„/alK,ut  tlie  p,,,,: 
An'  /„.  says  /.,..  jcs'  like  to  'a'  died 
^VhcM,  ,1,0  rest  o'  us  town-boys  h-stiftcd- 
Rcgardm',  you  know, 
Iry  an'  Billy  an'  Jo.— 

•Cause  we  all  knowed,  when  ll,c  Cifsics  they 

Umpca  down  here  hy  the  crick  last  Fall 
They   .rung  Jo  with 'em,  an' 6ive  him  away 

roIryan'Billy  fernothm'atall'- 
So  the  jury  fetched  in  the  vcduk  so 

Jo  he  ain't  r.cclh.r  o'  their,,  fer  ./,„..- 
Hes  ioM  their  dog,  an'  jes'  no  morel 
An'  so 

They've  quit  quarrelin'  long  ago 
Iry  an'  Billy  an'  Jo. 
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ij2  Them  Plowcr.i 

TAKF.  a  fcllcr  'at's  sick  and  laid  up  on  the  sliclf, 
All  sliaky,  and  pa'ntcd.  and  poif   - 
Jcs'  all  so  knocked  out  lie  can't  handle  hisself 

With  a  stiff  uiipcr-lip  any  more; 
Shet  him  np  all  alone  in  the  K'oom  of  a  room 

As  dark  as  the  tomh,  and  as  grim, 
And  then  take  and  send  him  some  roses  in  hloom, 
And  you  can  have  fun  out  o'  him! 

You'-e  kctchcd  him  'fore  now— when  his  liver 
was  sound 

And  his  appetite  notched  like  a  saw— 
A-mockin'  you   mayhe,  fer  romancin'  round 

With  a  hig  posy-bunch  In  ycr  paw ; 
But  you  ketch  him,  say,  when  his  health  is  away, 

And  he's  flat  on  his  hack  in  distress, 
And  then  you  kin  trot  out  yer  little  bokay 

And  not  he  insulted,  I  guess ! 

You  see,  it's  like  this,  what  his  weakness  is,— 
Them  flowers  makes  him  think  of  the  days 

Of  his  innocent  youth,  and  that  mother  o'  his. 
And  the   -oses  that  she  us't  to  raise:— 

So  here,  all  alone  with  the  roses  you  send  — 
Bein'  sick  and  all  trimhly  and  faint,— 

My  eyes  is— my  eyes  is— my  eyes  is— old  friend- 
Is  a-leakin'— I'm  blamed  cf  they  ain't  I 
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^.V  -I'ly  Other  Xane 

pfRST  tl,c  i,.acl,..T  callcJ  th.  n.ll. 

'-'"•'•''  l«  tl'c  l.i'Kin,,;,,', 
'Aildoliney  Bowcrsox  '" 

■■^•^■t   the   scliool   a-srinnin'. 
V\  .titcr-time,  and  stingi,,'  coM 

Wlicii  the  session  took  u])— 
Cold  as  itv  all  looked  at  her, 
Tl.out'h  j/,f  couldn't  look  t.'pl 

Total  stranscT  to  us,  too— 

Country  folks  ain't  alius 
Nigli  so  sliaiucful  unpolitc 

As  some  peoi)le  call  usi— 
I!"t  tlie  honest  facts  is,  then, 

Addelincy  Bower- 
Sox's  fcelin's  was  so  hurt 

-'lie  cried  half  an  hour! 

ify  <lcst  was  .icrost  from  hern: 
■'^et  and  watche.l  h.r  tryin' 

To  p'tend  she  (h'.ln't  keer, 
And  a  kind  o'  dryin' 

^'P  her  tears  with  smilcs-tel  I 
Tliought,   "Well,  '.Iddolwey 

^ozivrso.,-'  is  plain,  (,„(  ^;,^..^ 
Party  as  a  pincy !" 

It's  he'll  many  of  a  ycat 

Senee  thai     „nst  oncommon 
Cur'ons  name  o'  /io7ivrso.r 

Struck  me  so  abomiii- 
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Kubble  and  outlandish-like!— 
I  changed  it  to  Adde- 

Liney  /Jui(bc«J/ii-f*'— and  that 
Nearly  killed  her  Daddy  1 
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OWXI'.D  a  pair  o'  skates  onc't. -Traded 
!.■„  Vm,-stroi.i.ed  'em  on  and  wade.l 
I'p  and  down  tlic  crick,  a-wailin' 
Tel  she'd  freeze  up  fit  fer  skatin". 
Mildcs'   winter  I  rcnicm1)er— 

Mi.re  ;,kc  Pl.rinK-  tlian  Winter-weather  !- 
Didn't  fiost  tcl  'hout  Ucccniljcr— 

Git  up  airly  kcieli  a  feather 
Of  it,  mayhy.  'crost  the  winder— 
Sunsliine  swinge  it  like  a  cinder ! 


Well— I  tfaift'd— and  kcp'  waitin' ! 

Cduldn't  see  my  money's   wo'tli   in 
Thcm-air  skates,  and  was  no  skatm' 

^er  no  hint  o'  ice  ner  nothin'l 
So,  one  day— along  in  airly 
Spring-I   swopped  'em  off-ami  harcly 
Closed  the  dicker,  'fore  the  wcatlicr 

Natchurly  jes'  slipped  the  ratchet. 
And  crick— tail-race— all  togcvher, 

Froze  so  tight  cat  couldn't  scratch  it! 
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r-\^        Ultat  Cliny„u,s  Pctclwd  the 

YyiNTrR.TIMK,erS>,mnu.r-„mo, 
J  T      Of  late  years  I  notice  I'm 
Kiii'i  o'  like,  more  siihjec"  to 
Wliut  the  :c.-allwr  is.    Sow.  y„„ 
lolks  -at  lives  /„  lou;,,  I  s'pose 
Tlimks  ii'sl,„lly  wIkm  it  snows; 
I!"t  the  clinp  -at  chops  and  haiil, 
^  ir  wood  fer  je,  an<l  then  stalls. 
And  snapps  tUR«s  and  swingletrees, 
And  llun  has  to  walk  er  freeze. 
Hain't  so  miich  "stuck  o«"  the  snow 
As  stuck  i,i  it-Bless  ye,  nol_ 
WI.en  ifs  packed,  and  sleighin"  's  go..!. 
And  church  in  the  nelghherhood. 
Them  -afs  y„,  their  girls,  I  gn.ss. 
lakes  Vin,  likely,  more  er  less. 
Tell  tlie  plain  facts  o'  the  case 
No  men-folks  ahont  our  place  ' 
On'y  me  and  Pap-and  he 
■I-ows  'at  young  folks'  company 
Alius  made  him  sick  I     So  I 

Jes' don't  want,  and  jes' don't  try! 
(-lunkypin,  the  dad-hurn  town. 
'S  too  fur  oflf  to  loaf  aroun'  ' 
Kether  d,-,y  er  ni«l,t-and  no 
f-aw  compellin'  me  to  go!_ 
'r.ess'u   some   Old-Settlers'   Day, 
Hr  hig-doin's  tliataw.iy— 
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Then,  to  tell  the  p'inted  fac", 

I've  went  more  so'»  to  cotne  back 

r.y  oUl  GutlirK's  still-house,  where 

Minors  has  got  lickcr  there— 

That'-!  iicrvidiu'  we  could  nhow  Vm 

Old  folks  sent  (cr  it  from  home  I 

Visit  roun*  the  ucinhlicrs  some, 

When  the  lioyt  wants  nic  to  come.— 

Coon-hunt  with  'em;  er  set  traps 

Fir  niussrats;  cr  jcs'  perhaps, 

l..iy  in  roun'  the  stove,  yen  know, 

And  parch  corn,  and  let  her  snow  I 

Mostly,  niKl'ts  like  these,  you'll  he 

( i:f  you'  got  a  writ  fur  me) 

Ap'  to  skcer  mc  up,  I  guess, 

In  alxiut  the  Wipninses'. 

Niilhin'  roun'  vur  place  to  keep 

Me  at  home— with  Pap  asUcp 

■Fore  it's  dark ;  and  Mother  in 

ManRO  pickles  to  her  chin ; 

And  the  sir's  all  still  as  death, 

riecin'  .piilts.-Sencc  1  drawe.l  hreath 

Twenty  year'  a!?o,  and  heerd 

Slime  Rirls  whisper'n'  so'b  it  'peared 

Like  they  had  a  row  o'  pins 

In  their  mouth— risht  there  lie-ins 

My  first  rickoUections,  huilt 

On  that-air  blame'  old  piccc-quilt! 

Snmmcr-timc,  it's  jes"  the  same— 
'Cause  I've  noticed,-    and  I  claim, 


334 


TKK   HOOSII.U    liOOK 


A"  I  s;u.l  aforo,  I'm  more 

Stil.jcc-  to  tliu  weather,  lUorc. 

■I'roachiiia;  my  injijority, 

Than  I  ncr  usl  in  1,^1  ' 
Callii,-  hack  hsi  S.imnur,  ,ay- 
Hon't  seen,  l,ar,lly  ,,a.st  auay- 
\\  '111  iH«ht  d„,.i„'  i„,  a,„|  .^„ 
S'  lontiomi-hLi.-  ill  tlie  dvwfall  • 
nat,-a,i-,lrat  their  ,i„|y  „,„gp,,_ 

Fhckern'!y;an<Mighii,i„M„i«s 
Ilncksler',,-  roim'  tjic  airly  ninht 
Little  sickly  gasps  o'  light  - 
Whi„po„rwills.  like  all  ,,„.sessM 
,"'"""'"'  '^>"  their  nu.„r„f„||,„._ 
I'n.Ks  and  katy,li,U  aiul  thi.ifi, 
J'V  'h'hs  ill  and  sinys  and  sings 
'''7'  '''"'^-''"".■/''«''-S...ck's  all  fcl 

And  I'aps„.asl„.dhi,  feetfcrbed■-J 
^f"lher  and  the  girls  all  down 
At  the  milk-shed,  foolin'  ro„„._ 
No  MMiider  -at  I  git  blue, 

Vi   :  ,:l.   <.i.(--and  go  would  yon! 
"■-"'■:  .M;  aroun-  no  place 

yil.nr  they  haiVt  no  hviV  face  ■_ 
Crost  the  nehls  an.l  time  the  gap. 

Of  .1.0  hill,  theyWnend,  peril;: 
VVaitni'  somers,  'at  kin  ba 
Kind  o'  comfertiii"  to  m«! 

Neighher,  all  !.  plenty  good. 
Scattered  thue  this  neighberhood; 
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Yit,  ot  all,  I  like  to  jes' 
Drap  in  on  the  Wigginscs.— 
Old  man,  and  old  lady  too. 
Tear-like,  makes  so  much  o'  you— 
Least,  they've  alius  pampered  me 
Like  one  of  tlie  famhily.— 
The  hoys,  too,  's  all  thataway— 
Want  you  j<fs'  to  come  and  stay,— 
Price,  and  Chape,  and  Mandaville, 
Poke,  Chasteen,  and  "Catfish  Bill"— 
Poke's  the  runt  of  all  the  rest, 
But  he's  jes'  the  heatin'est 
Little  schemer,  fcr  fourteen, 
Anyhody  ever  seen  !— 
"Like  his  namesake,"  old  man  claims, 
"Jecms  K.  Poke,  the  first  o'  names ! 
Full  o'  tricks  and  jokes— and  yt)U 
Never  know  what  Poke's  go'  do !" 
Ci'iiius,  too,  that-air  hoy  is, 
With  them  awk'ard  hands  o'  his: 
Gits  this  blame  pokeherry-juicc, 
F.r  some  stuff,  fcr  ink— and  goose- 
Quill  pen-p'ints:    And  then  he'll  draw 
Dogdest  pictures  yevver  saw  !— 
Jes'  make  dcers  and  eagles  good 
As  a  writin'  teacher  could ! 
Then  thcy's  two  twin  hoys  they've  riz 
Of  old  Coonrod  Wigginses 
'At's  dcceast— and  glad  of  it, 
'Cause  his  widder's  livin'  yit! 
Course  the  hoys  is  mostly  jes' 
Why  I  go  to  Wigginses'.- 
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Tliougli  Mchincy.  sometimes,  she 

f^ifs  her  slate  and  algebry 

•      '  jcs'  sets  tliere  cipher'n'  tliue 

Srms  old  Ray  hisse'f  cain't  do!— 

Jcs'  sets  there,  and  tilts  her  chair 

Forreds  tel,  'pear-like,  her  hair 

Jes'  spills  in  her  lap— and  then 

She  jes'  dips  it  up  again 

With  her  hands,  as  white,  I  swan. 

As  the  apern  she's  got  on  I 

Talk  o'  hospitality  1— 

Go  to  Wigginses'  with  me— 

Overhet,  or  froze  plum  thue, 

'k  ou'll  find  welcome  waitin'  you  :— 

Th'ow  out  yer  tobackcr  'fore 

Vou  set  foot  acrost  that  floor,-^ 

Got  to  eat  whatever's  set 

Got  to  drink  whatever's  wetl" 
Old  man's  sentimuns— them's  his— 
And  means  jcs'  the  best  they  is! 
Then  he  lights  his  pipe;  and  she, 
The  old  lady,  presen'ly 
She  lights  hern ;  and  Chape  and  Poke.- 
I  hain't  got  none,  ner  don't  smoke,— 
(In  the  crick  afore  their  door- 
Sort  o'  so's  'at  I'd  be  shore— 
Drownded  mine  one  night  and  says 
"I  won't  smoke  at  Wigginses'!") 
Price  he's  mostly  talkin'  'bout 
Politics,  and  "thieves  turned  out"-i 
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What  he's  go'  to  be,  ef  he 

Ever  "gits  there"— and  "we'll  seel  — 

Poke  he  'lows  they's  blame'  few  men 

Go'  to  hold  their  breath  tcl  tl.en  1 

Then  Mclviney  smiles,  as  she 

Goes  on  with  her  algebry, 

And  the  clouds  clear,  and  the  room's 
Sweeter'n  crabapple-blooms  I 
(That  Melviney,  she's  got  some 
Most  surprisin'  ways,  i  gum  1— 
Don't  'pear-like  she  ewer  says 
Nothin',  yit  you'll  listen  jes' 
Like  she  was  a-talkin',  and 
Half-way  seem  to  understaml. 
But  not  qmte,-rokc  does,  1  know, 
'Cause  he  good  as  told  me  so.— 
Puke's  her  favo-rite;  and  lie- 
That  is,  confidentially— 
He's  )».V  favo-rite— and  I 
Got  my  whurfore  and  my  why!) 

I  hain't  never  be'n  no  hand 
Much  at  talkin',  understand. 
But  they's  thoughts  o'  mine  'at',  jes' 
Jealous  o'  them  Wigginscsl— 
Gift  o'  talkin'  's  what  they'  got, 
Whuther  they  want  to  er  not.— 
Fr  instunce,  start  the  old  man  on 
Iluntin'-scrapes,  'fore  game  was  gone. 
•Way  hack  in  the  Forties,  when 
Bears  stold  pigs  right  out  the  pen, 
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Er  went  waltzin"  'crost  the  farm 
With  a  beehive  on  their  arm  I— 
And-sir,  fiiuy!  the  old  man's  gun 
Has  plumped  over  many  a  one, 
Firin'  at  him  from  afore 
That-air  very  cabin-door  I 
Yes— and  painters,  prowlin'  'bout, 
Alhis  darkest  nights.— Lay  out 
Clost  ycr  cattle.— Great,  big  red 
Eyes  a-blazin'  in  their  head, 
Glitter'n'  'long  the  timber-line- 
Shine  out  some,  and  then  UH-shinc. 
And  shine  back.— Then,  stiddy !  a,/,L-/ 
'N'  there  yer  Mr.  Painter  is 
With  a  hole  bored  spang  between 
Them-aireyes!   .   .   .    Er  start  Chasteen, 
Say,  on  blooded  racin'-stock, 
Ef  you  want  to  hear  him  talk; 
Er  tobackcr— how  to  raise. 
Store,  and  k-yore  it,  so's  she  pays.  . 
Tlie  old  lady— and  she'll  cote 
Scriptur'  tel  she'll  git  yer  vote  I 
Prove  to  you  'at  wrong  is  right, 
Jcs'  as  plain  as  black  is  white : 
Prove  when  you're  asleep  in  bed 
You're  a-standin'  on  yer  head. 
And  yer  train  'at's  going  West, 
'S  goin'  East  its  level  best ; 
And  when  bees  dies,  it's  their  wings 
Wears  out-And  a  thousand  things! 
And  the  boys  is  "chips,"  you  know, 
"Oflf  the  old  block"— So  I  go 
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To  the  Wigaiiises',  'cause— j''s 
'Cause  I  like  the  WigBinses— 
F.vett  ef  Melviney  she 
Hardly  'pears  to  notice  mel 

Rid  to  Chinkypin  this  week— 

Yisterd'y  — No  snow  to  speak 

Of,  and  didn't  have  no  sleigh 

Anyhow ;  so,  as  I  say, 

I  rid  in— and  frotc  one  ear 

And  both  heels— and  I  don't  keer!^ 

"Mother  and  the  girls  kin  jcs' 

Bother  'bout  their  Chris'mases 

A'i'.rf  time  fer  theirse'v's,  i  jack!" 

T!-'.iks-says-I,  a-startin'  back,— 

Whole  durn  meal-bag  full  of  things 

Wroppcd  in  paper-sacks,  and  strings 

Liable  to  snap  their  holt 

Jcs'  at  any  little  jolt  I 

That  in  front  o'  me,  and  wind 

With  uicks  in  it,  'at  jes'  skinned 

J.Ie  alive!— I'm  here  to  say 

Nine  mile'  hossback  thataway 

Would  'a'  walked  my  log !    But,  as 

Somepin'  alius  comes  to  pass. 

As  I  topped  old  Guthrie's  hill, 

Saw  a  buggy,  front  the  Still, 

P'intcd  liome'ards,  and  a  thin 

Little  chap  jes'  climbin'  in. 

Six  more  minutes  I  were  there 

On  the  groun's  1— And  course  it  were- 


THK    IKXJSK  R    ];oo,^ 

It  were  little  Poko-atuI  ho 
Nearly  fainted  to  sec  mr  !— 
"Von  Ijc'n  in  to  Cliinky,  to,)  ?" 
"Vcs;  and  go'  ri.le  back  will,  y„„,- 
I-says-I.    He  lic'ircd  me  fn.l 
Room  fer  my  tilings  in  l.eliin.l- 
.Strii)t  ,ny  Iioss's  ri  ins  down,  and 
Putt  liis  mitt'  on  the  riglit  liand 
So's  to  lead-"Pile  in  I"  says  lie, 
"But  you've  struck  pore  cowtpany !" 
Noticed  lie  was  palc-Iookcd  sick. 
Kind  o'  Vke,  and  had  a  quick 
Way  o'  fiickiii'  thcm-air  eyes 
O'  his  roun'  'at  didn't  size 
fp  right  with  liis  u.,i,al  style- 
s'I,  "You  «W/."'    He  tried  to  smile, 
But  his  chin  shuck  and  tears  come.- 
"li-c  run  -Vmcy  'u;,y  fr„„i  home!- 

Don't  know  jcs'  what  all  ocnrred 
Next  ten  seconds-\ary  word. 
But  my  heart  jes'  drapt.  stohhe.'l  thiie. 
And  whirit  over  and  come  to.— 
Wrenched  a  hig  quart-holtle  from 
That  fool-boy  !-and  cut  my  thumb 
On  liis  little  fistc-teeth— belt 
Him  snug  in  one  arm,  and  felt 
That-air  little  heart  o'  his 
Chun,  the  blood  o'  Wigginses 
Into  that  old  head  'at  spun 
Roun'  her,  spilt  at  Lexington  ! 
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His  k'niptioiis,  like  enough, 

Ilc'ppcd  us  both-though  it  was  rough- 

Kough  oil  liim.  a'"!  ruu«l"^''  "" 

Mc  when  last  his  nerve  was  gone, 

/.n<l  he  laid  there  still,  his  face 

Fishin"  fer  some  hidin'-l'lace 

Jes'  a  leetle  lower  down 

In  my  breast  than  he'd  yit  foun'l 

Last  I  kind  o'  soothed  him,  so's 

He  could  talk.-And  what  you  s'pose 

Them-air  revelations  of 


Poke's  was? 


He'd  be'n  writi"'  l<>vi 


Letters  to  Melviney,  and 

Givin'  her  to  understand 

They  was  from  "a  young  man  who 

Loved  her,"  and— "the  violet's  blue  ^ 

•N-  sugar's  sweet"-an.l  Lord  knows  what. 

Tel,  'peared-like,  Melviney  got 

S'  inter.-i/ed  in  "the  young 

Man,"  Poke  he  says,  'at  she  bryng 

A'  answer  onc't  fer  him  to  take. 

Statin'  "she'd  die  fer  his  sake," 

And  writ  fifty  x's  "fer 

Love-kisses  fer  him  from  her  1"    .    >    • 

1  was  standin'  in  the  road 
By  the  buggy,  all  I  knowed 
When  Poke  got  that  fur.-"That'9  why. 
Poke  says,  "I  'fessed  up  the  lie— 
Had  to— 'cajse  1  see,"  says  he, 
"'Viney  was  in  ainiest—she 
Cried,  too,  when  I  told  lier.-Then 
She  swore  me,  and  smiled  again, 
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Aiul  Kot  Pap  aiij  Molher  to 

I-ct  me  l^itcli  a.ul  drive  Iier  time 

Into  Cliiiikypiii,  to  be 

At  Aunt  'Rindy's  Cliris'nia.s-tree- 

That's  to-night."     Says  I,  ••IVkc-durn 

^our  lyin'  soull-'s  that  beau  o'  Iiern- 

That-j/,f-loves— Does  he  live  in 

That  hellliole  o'  Chinkypin?" 

"No,"  says  Poke,  "er  •\'i„cy  would 

^\  cnt  some  olhfr  neigliberhood." 

"Wlio  is  the  blame'  wliolp?"  says  I. 

"Promised  'Vincy,  hope  I'd  die 

I'^f  I  ever  told !"  says  Poke, 

Tittiful  and  jes'  heart-brcikt'— 

"  'Sides  that's  vvhy  slic  left  the  placc,- 

'She  cain't  look  him  in  the  face 

Now  no  more  on  earth !'  she  says."— 

And  the  child  broke  down  and  jes' 

So!>1.ed!    .     .    .    Says  I,  •■Poke,  I  p'tend 

T'  be  your  friend,  and  yonr  Pap's  friend, 

And  your  Mother's  friend,  and  all 

The  boys'  friend,  little,  1.  r^e  arul  small- 

The  inholc  fambily's  friend— and  you 

Know  that  means  ilclvincy,  too.— 

Now— you  hursh  yer  troublin' I— I'm 

Co'  to  hc'p  friends  ever'  time— 

On'y  in  this  case,  yo«  got 

To  he'p  »,c— and,  like  as  not, 

I  kin  he'p  Mclvincy  then, 

And  we'll  have  her  home  again. 

And  now,  Poke,  with  your  consent, 

I'm  go'  go  to  that-air  gent 
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Slic's  in  love  with,  and  confer 
With  him  on  his  views  o'  her.— 
lilast  him!  give  tlie  man  suiiie  show.- 
Wlio  is  he?— /'hi  ()"'  I"  *'«"«'•'" 
Somtpin'  struck  the  little  chap 
Funny,  'pfared-Iike.— flivc  a  slap 
On  his  leg— lallKlicfl  time  the  dew 
in  his  eyes,  and  says:   "It's  you!" 

Yes,  and— 'cordin'  to  the  last 
Love-letters  of  onrs  'at  passed 
Thue  his  hands— wc  was  to  he 
Married  Chris'nias.— "Gee-mun-Hc'i'.' 
Poke,"  says  I,  "it's  jiirfdi"/— yit 
We  dill  make  it!    You're  to  git 
Up  to-morry,  say,  'hout  Ihrcr — 
Tell  your  folks  you're  go'  with  me:- 
We'l!  hitch  up,  and  jes'  drive  in 
'N'  lake  the  town  o'  Chinkypin!" 
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Old  iriuU-rs  on  the  Farm 


IHAVF.  jest  ahout  decided 
It  'ud  keep  a  toivn-bny  hoppin* 
Fer  to  work  all  winter,  choppin' 
Fer  a'  old  fireplace,  like  /  did ! 
Lawz !  them  old  times  wuz  contrairy  !— 
Blame'  backbone  o'  winter,  'peared-like 
IVouldn't  break !— and  I  wuz  skeerd-like 
Clean  on  into  Pcb'uary! 
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Notl,in'  cv,r  made  mc  mad.ler 
Than  fur  Pap  to  stomp  i„.  h,yi„. 
O.I  a'  extra  fore-stick,  sayii," 

'■Grom.'-hos's  out  and  seed  l,i.,  sliad.lerl" 


^^~  The  Ttmits 

r\  NF'S  the  pictur'  of  liis  Pa, 
^^     And  the  olln-r  of  lier  Ma— 

J«'  the  ho:,sest  pair  u'  babies  'at  a  n.ortal 
'■\er  saw  ! 

And  we  love  'em  as  the  hees 

Loves  the  blossoms  on  the  trees, 

A-ridin'  and  a-rompin'  in  the  breeze  I 

One's  got  lier  Mammy's  eyes- 
Soft  and  blue  as  Apurl-skics- 
Witli  the  same  sort  of  a  .«„/.,  like-Ves   and 

mouth  about  lier  size,— 
Wn.ples,  too,  in  cheek  anil  chin, 
'At  my  hps  jcs"  -u'lillcrs  In, 
A^goin-  to  work,  er  gittin'  ho.ne  ag'in. 

And  the  ^thi-r~-Wdl.  they  say 
That  lie's  got  his  Daddy's  way 
O- bein'  ruther  soberfied,  er  ruther  extry  gay- 
That  he  either  cries  his  best, 
Er  he  laughs  his  hovvlin'est- 
Like  an  he  lacked  was  buttons  and  a  vest  I 
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Lock  at  /icr.'— and  lnoU  at  him!— 

Talk  aliout  yer  "Cheru-(  im.'" 

Koll  'cm  up  in  clrcami  together,  rosy  arm  and 

chuhliy  limbl 
O  \vc  love  'cm  as  the  l)ces 
I.dvcs  llie  blossoms  on  tlie  trees. 
A-riilin*  and  a-ronipin*  in  tlie  lircezc! 


ijS  Joint  Aldcn  and  PcrcUly 

WV.  got  up  a  Cliristmas-doin's 
Las'  Christmas  Kve— 
Kind  o'  dimonstration 
'At  I  railly  hclicve 
Give  more  satisfaction- 
Take  it  up  anil  down— 
Than  ary  intertainment 
T'"ver  come  to  town  I 

Railly  was  a  theater— 
That's  what  it  was,— 
But,  bein'  in  the  church,  you  know, 

We  had  a  "Santy  Claits"— 
So's  to  git  the  old  folks 
To  patternizc,  you  see, 
And  baek  the  institootion  up 
Kind  o'  morally. 

Sch     1-teacher  writ  the  thing— 
(Was  a  friend  o'  mine) 

Got  it  out  o'  LongfcUer's 
Pome  "Evangeline"— 
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Er  somcrs— 'boiit  the  rnriluns.- 

'^ II J' way,  the  part 
"John  .lldcn"  fell  to  me— 

And  learnt  it  all  by  heart ! 

Claircy  was  "Pcrrilly"— 
(Sehool-teaclier  'Iiiweil 
Mc  and  luT  could  act  them  tw,. 

Best  of  all  tlie  crowd)  — 
Then— Mame'  cf  he  didn't 
Ciit  her  Pap.  i  jing!— 
To  take  the  part  o'  ■■Sa„iy  (7„«j/ 
To  wind  lip  the  thhig. 

Law  !  the  fnn  o'  practisnn  I— 

Was  a  week  er  two 
Afo  and  Claircy  didn't  have 

Nnthin'  else  to  do!— 
Ktp'  us  jcs'  a-mcctin'  ronnd, 

Kind  o'  here  and  there, 
I^vcr'  luf-ht  rehearsin'-like. 

And  gaddin'  evcr'wherel 

Came  was  wo'th  the  cmdle,  thonffh  !- 

Christmas  Kve  at  last 
Rolled  aronnd.-And  'tendance  jes' 

Conldn't  hccn    sn'passed  !— 
NeiKhlicrs  from  the  country 

Come  from  Clay  and  Rnsii— 
Yes,  and  Vrost  the  connty-linc 

Clean  from  Puckerlirush  I 
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Mcilin'-liouse  jis'  trimlilcd 

A«  "Old  S.iiiiy"  wnit 
RouikI  aiiuiiiRst  the  childeni. 

With  their  peppcrnient 
And  sassiifrac  and  wintcrKrriii 

Candy,  and  "a  ball 
O'  popcorn,"  the  preacher  'noiuiccd, 

"Free  ftr  each  and  all  I" 

Schoolteiiclur  s.'.'.'fntly 

Whispered  in  rny  ear, — 
"Ciiess   I  got  yciW.—Chrislnuu-ijift!- 

Chrislmas  is  herd" 
I  (live  liiiii  a  gohl  pen. 

And  case  to  hold  the  thinR.— 
And  (ViirVi-.v  \vhiM»'r<=*l  "Cliristnius-jifl' 

And  I  give  her  a  riit;/ 

"And  now,"  says  I,  "jes*  watch  mi— 

"Christmas-Kift,"  says  I, 
"I'm  a-Roin'  t.:-  pit  one— 

'Siiiil/s'  coiiiin'  hy!" — 
Then  I  reoh  an  1  Rrahhed  him : 

And,  as  you'll  infer, 
•Course  T  got  the  old  man's, 

And  hi  'iunme  Iter! 
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Sonic  Sailtrihui  Nrnmrkf  of 
Jiiibs 


w 


An'  roi)k,(l  V 


rVSr  T  look,, I  oiir  iiu|.p,Tl.,,v  11,1 
Air  cut  littlf  i.ic-.l,..,"!,  I,i„Miis,  1  ,|hl. 


111  on  our  stoic  one  ilay 


W  li-n  our  liirud  girl  slic  sui-J  I 


may. 


If">i,-y-s  the  i/nndcsl  tliiiiK-Oo-y,;/,/ 


And  l>I;ukl,urr.v-,,i,.s  is  Koodcst,  tool 
Riit  witf  l,ot  I,isciiits,  ist  soakin'-wct 
Wiv  trcc-niulassus,  is  goodtst  yet  I 

^tl^s  ^[ai,nic  slic's  my  Ma's  fri.nd.-an' 
Slit's  puniest  girl  in  all  tlic  Ian'  !— 
All'  Mvcelcst  smile  an'  voice-  an'  face— 
An'  eyes  ist  looks  like  p'scrves  tas'c'I 

'  <<illh-r  Ka  to  the  Ciicus-sliow; 
I5iit,  'cause  my  /.,,n„,/.r  toM  nic  so, 
I  rutlKT  go  to  the  S.ind'y-srliool, 
'Cause  there  I  learn  the  goldim  'rule. 

Pny.   Pa.- what  ,-,t  the  goldim  rule 
'Al's  alius  at  the  Suiid'y-scliool? 
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ijo      The  Rirals;  or  the  Showman's 
Ruse 

A  Tragi-Comcdy,  in  One  .ht 

PKHSllNS  REraEStNTED 

BlI.l.V  MlI-LER  I 

Johnny  WuIiams        \ 
Tommy  Wells 


TIic  Rivals 
Conspirator 


TiME-Xoon.  Scene— Country  Town— A'.vir  view  of  Ihc 
Miller  Mansion,  showing  Barn,  with  praelical  toji- 
window  oPfning  on  alley-uui;  ziHh  colored-erayon 
poster  beneath,  announcing:— "V,\\.i.\  Miller's  V.v^ 
Sliow  and  Moiistur  Circus  and  Kquarcuni !  A  sliour- 
1,atli  for  Each  and  All  fer  20  pins.  This  Aftcrnoo..: 
Don't  fer  git  the  Date!"  Bn,.r  Tommy  Wells  a<:d 
Johnny  Williams,  who  ga:e  a  while  at  poster,  Tommv 
seerclly  smiling  and  zvinking  at  Billy  Miller,  eon- 
cealed  at  loji-window  above. 

Tommy  [to  Johnny]— 

Guess  'at  Billy  hain't  got  back,— 
Can't  see  nothin'  through  the  crack— 
Can't  hear  nothin'  necthcr— No ! 

.    .    Thinks  he's  got  the  dandy  sliow. 
Don't  he? 

Johnny  [secrnfiiUy]— 

'Course!  but  what  /  care?— 
He  hain't  got  no  show  in  there  !— 
What's  he  got  in  there  but  that 
Old  hen,  cooped  up  with  a  cat 
3j8 


THE  HOOSIER   BOOK 

An"  a  turkle,  an'  tliat  thin,,' 
'At  lit-  calls  his  "ciiciis-riiiL;"? 
"irkal  a  nnus-rimj!"    IM  ,,uil' 
Ilet  mine's  twic't  as  hig  as  it  I 

T()MM\  — 

^  "•■*'  '""  y«<'  got  no  maclnne 
VV'at  you  Lathe  with,  painted  green, 
With  B  string  to  work  it,  guess' 

JoitNXY  [coutcml'lHously]— 

Folks  don't  bathe  in  cinusfs!- 
l-ndics  comes  to  mUie.  you  bet ! 
I'  got  scats  where  girls  can  set; 
An'  a  (Iressin'-room.  an'  all. 
Fixed  lip  i„  niy  pony's  stall— 
■i'es,  an'  I'  got  carM.  too, 
For  the  tumblers,  and  a  blue 
Center-pole  I 

Tommy — 

Well,  Billy,  he's 
T'Ot  a  tight-rope  an'  trapeze, 
An'  a  hoop  'at  he  jm„ps  through 
Head-first! 

JoHNNV— 

Well,  what's  that  to  do— 
Lightin'oiiapileo'hay? 
Hain't  no  aciin'  thatawayl 

Tommy— 

Won't  care  what  yon  say,  he  draw, 
H'Kgor  crowds  thai,  ^on  do,  'cause 
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Seme  lie  started  up.  1  know 
All  tlie  fellers  s^ys  hi«  show 
Is  the  best-uni 

JimNNV-- 

Yos,  ail'  lie 
Better  not  tell  things  on  tnel 
His  old  circus  hain't  no  good  !— 
•Cause  lie's  got  the  neighl.orhood 
Down  on  me  he  thinks  'at  I'm 
Coin'  to  stand  it  all  the  time; 
Thinks  ist  'cause  my  Pa  don't  'low 
Me  to  figl^t,  he's  got  me  now, 
An'  cin  say  I  lie,  an'  call 
Me  ist  anything  at  all ! 
Billy  Miller  thinks  I  am 
'Feard  to  say  'at  he  says  "rf.im"— 
Yes,  and  worser  onesi  and  I'm 
Goiu'  to  tell  his  folks  sometime  t— 
An'  ef  he  don't  shet  his  head 
I'll  tell  worse  'an  that  he  said 
When  he  f^ghted  Willie  King— 
An'  got  licked  like  evcr'thingi— 
Billy  Miller  better  shin 
Down  his  Daddy's  lane  ag'in. 
Like  a  cowardy-calf,  an'  climb 
In  fer  home  another  timet 
Better— 
imre  Billy  Icats  down  from  the  hfl  «/■«»  hU  mm- 
peeling  vietim;  and  two  minutes  later,  Johnny,  «•■(/.  "•■ 
/,„;/  of  a  straw  hat,  a  bleeding  iwse.  and  a  straight  ren. 
aerossone  trousers-knee,  makes  his  inglorious-exU.] 
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ARMAZINDY 


^^^  Armasindy 

A  RMAZINDYj-fambily  name 
f*-     ^"""Wer.—you-n  find  the  same, 
As  her  daddy  answered  it, 
In  the  old  VVar-rickords  yit,— 
And,  hke  him,  she's  airnt  the  goo,l 
V\  ill  o'  all  the  neighberhood — 
Name  ain't  down  in  History,— 
But,  i  jiicks!  it  orMo  bel 


Folks  is  got  respcc'  for  her— 
Arma:.:iKly  Ballenger!— 
'Specially  the  ones  'at  knows 
I'ac's  o'  how  her  story  goes 

From  the  .t:,rt:-Her  father  Mowed 
Jp— eternally  fiirloughed— 
When  the  old  "Sultana"  bu'st, 
And  sich  men  wiiz  needed  wusst.— 
Armazindy,  'boiit  four'  -en- 
Year-old  tlicn-and  t^.n  and  lean 
As  a  killdec,— but  my  la'~ 
Blamedest  nerve  you  ever  saw ! 
The  girl's  niothcr'd  alius  be'n 
Sickly— wuz  consumptcd  when 
Word  came  'bout  her  hushand.— So 
Folks  perdicted  she'd  soon  go—  ~ 
241 


THE  HOOSIF.R  BOOK 

(Kind  o'  prief  /  iiiulcrstand, 
Losin'  iH.v  companion-  anil 
Still  a  widower— and  ftill 
Hinted  at,  like  neighbors  will!) 
So,  app'intcil,  as  folks  said 
Ballanger  a-l>ein'  dead, 
Widder,  'pcared-like,  gradjully, 
Jes'  grieved  after  liim  tel  she 
Died,  nex'  Aprile  wuz  a  year,— 
And,  in  Armazindy's  keer 
Lcavin'  the  two  twins,  a^  v  ell 
As  her  pore  old  miz'able 
Old-maid  aunty  'at  had  be'n 
Struck  with  palsy,  and  wuz  then 
Jes'  a  he'plcss  charge  on  her— 
Armaciiidy  Balknger. 

Jevver  watch  a  primrose  'bout 
Minute  'fore  it  blossoms  out- 
Kind  o'  loosen-like,  and  blow 
Up  its  muscles,  don't  you  know, 
And,  all  suddcnt,  bn'st  and  bloon- 
Out  life-size?— Well,  I  persume 
'At's  the  only  measure  I 
Kin  size  Armazindy  by  !— 
Jes'  a  child,  one  minute,— nex', 
Woman-grown,  in  all  respec's 
And  intents  and  purposuz- 
•At's  what  Armazindy  wuz  1 


Jes'aWii'W.  T  tellyel    Yit 
She  made  things  git  up  and  git 


24J 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Round  that  liule  far.no' hern  !- 
Shouldered  all  the  whole  concern  •- 
J«.d  the  Slock,  and  milk  the  cuws- 
K""  the  farm  and  run  the  houscl- 
Only  thing  she  didn't  do 
Wui!  to  plow  and  harvest  too- 
But  the  house  and  childern  took 

Lots  p-  keer~and  had  to  look 

After  her  old  fittified 

Crand-au„t._Lord  lye  could  V  cried 
Seen,'  Armazindy  smile 

•IVared-hke.  sweeter  all  ihe  while  1 
Andlveheerdherlaughandsay- 
Jes  afore  Pap  marche.l  away, 
"c  fays  'I  depend  on  y„u. 
Armazindy,  come  what  mly- 
^ou  must  be  a  Soldier,  too  I' " 

Nejhhers,  f^m  the  fust,  'ud  come- 
And  she'd /.rem  help  her  ..;„,._ 

Thanky  ma'am!"  and -Thanky,  sir!" 
i'Ut  no  charity  fer  lu-r:~ 

"-S7,.  could  raise  the  means  to  pay 
I'er  her  farm-hands  ever'  day 

Sichwuz  needed  !"-And  she  c^Wrf- 

Jn  cash-money  jes'  as  good 

As  farm  produc's  ever  hrung 

Their  pcrducer.aWer  young! 
So  folks  humored  her  and  smiled 
And  at  last  wuz  rickonciled 
Fef  to  let  her  have  her  own 
Way  about  it.-fiut  a-goin' 
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Past  to  town,  they'd  stop  and  see 
"Armazindy's  fambily," 
As  they'd  alius  laugh  and  say, 
And  look  sorry  right  away, 
Thinkin'  of  her  Pap,  and  how 
He'd  indorse  his  "Soldier"  now  1 

'Course  she  couldn't  never  be 
Much  in  young-folks'  company- 
Plenty  of  iii-vitcs  to  go. 
But  (Uis't  leave  the  house,  ynu  know— 
'Less'n  Siiiid'ys  sometimes,  when 
Some  old  Crniiii.v'd  come  and  'ten' 
Things,   while  Armazindy  has 
Cot  away  fcr  Church  cr  "Class." 
Most  the  youngsters  liked  her— and 
'Twuzn't  hard  to  understand, — 
Per,  by  time  slie  wuz  sixteen, 
Purtier  girl  you  never  seen — 
'Ceptin'  she  lacked  schoolin'.  nor 
Couldn't  rag  out  stylisher— 
Like  some  Hi-iy/ibcr-girls,  ncr  thumb 
On  their  blame'  melodium, 
Whilse  their  pore  old  mothers  sloshed 
Round  the  old  back-porch  and  washed 
Their  clothes  fcr  'em— rubbed  and  scrubbed 
Per  girls'd  ort  to  jes'  be'n  clubbed! 


—And  jes'  sich  a  girl  wuz  Jule 
Rcdilinhousc— S/ic'rf  be'n  to  school 
At  New  Thcssaly,  i  gum  !— 
Fool  before,  but  that  he'ppcd  same— 
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;StabI.V.e.I-lik,  „,ore  cc.n.lenee 
At  she  ,u-^,,  ,„„,  „„  ^^__^^ 
«"t  slie  wuz  a  cnnnin',  ,|y 
W<-'ek  a,„l  1„„  ly  sort  ,/  li/ 

«l'_evcsj,,,.'ca...ewoon„'tto- 
Jes  as  purty  as  a  snake 

Well,  alu,ut  ll,e,„  ,i,„,,  ,-,  ^,„^ 

VoungSoIS...plH.„s,l,-asl,e.if:r,„. 
'^"'I  «e  sent  him  over  to 
Annazindy's  place  to  d„ 

//<-rworkferl,er.-An<l..,ir!    VVell- 
Miglity  little  else  to  tell- 
Sol  I.e  fell  in  love  with  her- 
Armazindy  Ballengerl 

,^'r;/'^-'-'L' "fall  the  love 
At  I  vc  ever  yit  knovved  of, 

Tl;at-a,r  case  o'tluin,  heat  all! 
Wy.she«,>..Jhi,nl--AndSol 
^;:;;^^.  eco„MV  kissed  the  .od' 
™   's)  where  that  girl  trod  I 
Wentto  town,  she  did,  and  l,o„ght 
J-ot  o   thn.gs  -at  neiKhhers  thought 

M.Kl.ty  .strange  fer /.v.  to  h„y-_ 

«-chinUdress-goods._and  -way  high.. 
Cm  long  ,„  11.0  .skyr,,_.a,so 
C-a.nr-pa.V  o'  shoes,  yo„  know; 

AnJ  lace  coIIar;-yes,  and  fine 
i>fylish  hat,  with  ivy-vine 
A".l  re,l  ribbons,  a„,l  these-'ere 
Artihcial  flowers  an.I  queer 
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Little  beads  and  9panKles>  and 
Oysturch-featlicrs  round  llic  band  I 
Wore  'em,  Sund'ys,  £er  a  while— 
Kiml  o'  went  to  Cliurcli  in  style, 
Sol  and  Armaiindy! — Tct 
It  was  noised  round  purty  well 
They  wuz  /)n<«".sfJ.— And  they  wuz— 
Sich  news  travels— well  it  does  I— 
Pity  'at  that  did !— Fer  jes' 
That-air  f  ac'  and  notliiu'  less 
Must  'a'  putt  it  in  the  tnind 
C  Jule  Reddinhouse  to  find 
Out  some  dratted  way  to  hatch 
Out  some  plan  to  break  the  match — 
'Cause  she  doiii:  it  \—How'  they's  none 
Knows  adzac'ly  what  she  done ; 
.Sown'  clauns  she  writ  letters  to 
Sol's  folks,  up  nigh  Pleasant  View 
Soincrs — and  described,  you  see, 
"Arniazindy'!,  fambily"— 
Hintin'  "ef  Sol  married  her. 
He'd  jes'  he  pervidin'  fer 
Theni-air  twins  o'  hern,  and  old 
Palsied  aunt  'at  couldn't  hold 
Spoon  to  mouth,  and  layin'  near 
Beilrid  on  to  eighteen  vcar. 
And  still  likely,  'pearan.ly. 
To  live  out  the  century !" 
Well — whatever  plan  Jule  laid 
Out  to  reach  the  p'int  she  made, 
It  '..uz  dcsper't — And  she  won, 
Finully,  by  marryun 
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Sol  her,,e7-,./„^,V,  ,00, 

W.th  h,m.  like  shew, o,Io  _ 
Cau.cc  her  folks  •„UalI„s,^„,, 

Jule  should  never  marry  pore  r 

This-here  part  the  story  I 
Alius  haf  to  hurry  by,_ 
Way  -at  Arniazindy  jes' 
trapped  back  in  her  linsey  dre„ 

And  grabbed  holt  her  ,00.' audit 
Her  jaws  square.-Andef  she  fret 
Any  bout  it-never  'peared 

S.gu  at  „„v,AA..„  seeder  heerd . - 
Most  foks  liked  her  all  the  more- 
know /did-certain-shore  I- 

jCourse/Vknowed  her  A„,  and  what 

f;:*;.''!^^.""^°f-V«,  and  thought. 
And  Hunk  yit,  no  man  on  earth 

S  worth  as  much  as  that  girl's  worth!) 

As  for  Jule  and  Sol,  they  had 
J:';t^:'-'-°'«oodthanbad!- 
Hcr  folks  let  her  go.-They  said, 
Sp'teo  Ihcm  she'd  made  her  bed 
And  must  sleep  in  it  r-But  she, 
Peared-hke,  didn't  sleep  so  free 

As  she  ust  to-ncr  so  /„/.. 

Ne-soy5„.,r^,,e,eto„;,e,_ 

f°'  'T  "'"■'•  "f  ™""«.  and  she 
VVuznt  ust  to  poverty— 
Ner  she  didn't  'pear  to  jes' 
Filiate  with  lonesomeness,- 
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'Cause  Sol  III-  wuz  off  ami  out 
With  liis  tli'aslicr  iiigli  about 
Half  tlic  time ;  cr,  season  done, 
He'd  lie  olT  mi-anderun 
Kound  tlie  country,  liere  and  tlierc, 
Swoiipin'  liosses.    Well,  tliat-air 
Kind  ii'  livin'  didn't  suit 
Jide  a  bit  I— and  then,  to  boot, 
.She  bad  now  the  keer  o'  two 
Her  own  childern — and  to  do 
Her  own  work  and  cookin'— yes. 
And  sometimes  fer  lianiU.  I  guess, 
Well  »s  fambily  of  her  own.— 
Cut  her  pride  clean  to  the  bone ! 
So  how  could  the  whole  thing  end?— 
She  set  down,  one  night,  and  peniud 
A  short  note,  like— 'at  she  sewed 
On  the  childern's  blanket— blowed 
Out  the  candle— pulled  the  door 
To  close  after  her— and,  shore- 
Footed  as  a  cat  is,  dumb 
In  a  rigg  there  and  left  home, 
With  a  man  a-drivin'  who 
"Loved  her  ever  fond  and  true," 
As  her  note  went  on  to  say, 
When  So!  read  the  thing  next  day. 

Kaaly  didn't  'pfar  to  ^^ 
Kxtry  waste  o'  sympathy 
Over  Sol— pore  feller!— Yit, 
Sake  u'  them-air  little  bit 
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O'  two  orphanls-is  you  might 
Call  'em  the,  |,y  ia,v  an.i  Hght,- 
Sol's  old  friends  wui  sorry,  and 
Tried  to  hold  him  out  their  hand 
Same  as  alius:    But  he'd  f  .ch— 
Tel   Jos' -poared-hke.  inch  by  i„ch, 
He  let  a«  holts  go;  and  so 
Took  to  drinkin',  don't  you  know,- 
Tel,  to  make  a  long  tale  short. 
He  HU2  fuller  than  he  ort 
To  'a'  bc'n.  at  work  one  day 
'Bout  his  th'ashcr,  and  give  way 
Knid  o'  like  and  fell  and  ketthcd 
In  the  heltin'. 

•    •    ■    Rid  and  fetched 
Armaziiidy  to  him.— 1  [e 

licgged  me  to.-But  time  'at  she 
Reached  his  side,  he  sn.ilc.l  and  tncd 
To  speak-  Couhln't.     So  he  did 
Hands  all  turned  and  left  her  there 
And  went  somers  else-,r,„«,vvhere. 
Last,  she  called  us  l,aek-in  clear 
\  oice  as  man'll  ever  hear- 
Clear  and  sliddj-,  ',,earo,l  to  me 
As  her  old  Pap's  ust  to  he.— 
Give  us  orders  what  to  do 
•Rout  the  hody-he'pped  us,  too 
So  it  WHz,  Sol  Stephens  passed 
I"  Arma/indy's  hands  at  last 
More'n  that,  she  cl.-nned  'at  she 
Had  Consent  from  him  to  he 
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Motlier  to  his  diildcrii— now 
'Tliout  nil  parents  atiyliow. 

1Vj-ji>.'  and  slit's  got  'cm,  too,— 
Folks  saw  notliin'  cl.c  'uil  do- 
So  tlicy  let  licr  luivc  her  «'ny— 
Like  slic's  doin'  yit  to-day  I 
Years  now,  I've  ln.'n  coaxin'  licr — 
Armaxindy  BallcnK<-r— 
To  in-Iargc  her  fambily 
Jcs'  ('III-  more  by  takin'  »tf— 
Which  I'm  feared  she  never  will, 
Though  I'm  'Icctioneerin'  still. 


/.?-' 


IVritin'  Back  to  the  Hnmc-Fnlk-x 

MY  dear  old  fricnds-It  jcs'  beats  all, 
Tlic  way  you  write  a  letter 
So's  ever'  kst  line  beats  the  first. 

And  ever'  iii'.if-un's  better !— 
VV'y,  ever'  fool-thing  you  putt  down 

Y'ou  make  so  'ntcrrj/in', 
A  feller,  rcadin  of  'em  all, 
Can't  tell  which  is  the  bcst-un. 

It's  all  so  conifortin'  and  good, 

Tears-like  I  almost  bear  ye 
And  git  more  sociabler,  you  know. 

And  hitch  my  cheer  up  near  ye 
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And  ic-  smile  on  „■  Ifk,  ,|,f  ,„„ 
■^c-v.t  llic  „|,„|c  ,H.r-r..iri..s 

'"  ^PNlc  wlicn  ilif  (luvv'.s  la-Ktin 
And  cuiiiitry  couples  tnarrics. 

't'''  .-.11  so  Koo.|.ol,|-f:,,|,i„,„.,|  li|,e 

lo /.,«•]„•  like  we-re  ,/„•„/.,„., 
U  >tli"iil  no  lii.li,,'  l,;,^.|,  „.  f,„, 

Aiul  KfKKl.-iin  an<l  Hinkiii', 
NVr  sizin-  liow  each  „tl„T'.s  ,lr, 

like  some  is  alius  doiii'— 
•■/^Mar.l,y|.:„,„.,„a,„„„,  ,,,.,„,„, 

l-.r  shorc-cnoiigl,  a  iiew-un  C- 

r>  "ef  Steve's  clty-frieiwl  hain't  jes* 
A  '"itle  kind  o'  sort  o' ' "— 

Kr  "wears  then-air  hlan,c'e>e-«lasses 
Jes    cansc  he  hadn't  ort  to?"_ 

Ami  so  straight  on,  dad-libi,u,„ 
Tel  all  of  us  feels,  sonuway 

Jes'  I,ke  our  "con.p'ny"  wuz  the  best 
VMienvvcgituptocomc'way! 

^'[■""'f ."''^  I  '"<="«  friends  like  you- 
Jcs    cause  you're  so,,/„rf/,,'-_ 

'  f  I  «as  huilt  to  live  "/..^  /..,./,,;. 
My  principul  residin' 

Would  he  amonpst  the  folk, 'at  kep- 

Me  alius  Ihinkm'  of  'cm 
An.I  sort  o'  ecchin'  all  the  time 

To  tell  'em  how  I  Jove  'em.- 
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Sich  folks,  you  know,  I  jcs'  love  so 

I  wouldn't  live  without  'em, 
F.r  coiikln't  even  drap  asleep 

I!ut  what  I  dreamp'  about  'em, — 
And  I'f  wc  minded  God,  I  guess 

We'd  ij'/  love  one  another 
Jcs'  like  one  famb'ly.— me  and  Pap 

And  Madaline  and  Mother. 


in 


The  Miiskingiiiii  Valley 


TUK  Muskingum  Valley— How  longin"  the  g.i2e 
A  feller  throws  hack  on  its  long  summer  days. 
When  the  smiles  of  its  blossoms  and  «,.    -  iiilcs  wu-  n 
And-thc-samc,  from  the  rise  to  tlie  set  o'  tiie  sun : 
W'lu-r'  the  hills  sloped  as  soft  as  the  dawn  down  to  no 
And  the  river  run  by  like  an  old  fiddle-tune. 
And  the  hours  ^'liiled  past  as  the  bubbles  'ud  glide, 
All  so  loaferin'-like,  'long  the  path  o'  tlie  tide. 


In  the  Muskingum  Valley— it  'pcarcd  like  the  skies 

Looked  lovin'  on  me  as  my  own  moliier's  eyes. 

While  the  laugliin'-sad  song  of  the  stream  seemed  to  be 

Like  a  lullaby  angels  was  wastin'  on  me — 

Ti-1,  swimmiii'  the  air,  like  the  gossamer's  tlire.ul, 

"I'wixt  the  blue  uiiJcnieath  and  the  blue  overhead, 

:iy  (houg)Us  went  astray  in  that  so-lo-spcak  realm 

Wher'  Sleep  bared  her  breast  as  a  piller  fer  them. 
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In  tlio  lluskingum  Valley,  thou"li  f.r   ( 

u-  T'^^'"""■''"''"'^'■-'■''---es- 
Tr,     ■:         •  -'^""^  cliangcs  is  then. 
T<.e  frosnn  .,,,,,,,,,,,,, ^^„^/.^  _;J'-- 

Hut   Musklng.,,,,  Valley -,„y„,e,„or,  SCO, 
>^"t  llif  wliite  on  the  groun.l   l,„t  rl, 

u'c    oM.r  sorge,  hut  the  ciirmif   •,  ■  ..i 
A"''  >var,„  a.,  the  drop  that  has  je/t  LTc  n    "" 
.\(it  thf  ,1,.  I  ,  1  .  ."-^Jt-.   iriLMi,!  Here; 


^J7 


"irou<  Did  You  A',,,,    /„^,/ 

-\'i(//ifr' 


-^     ''^<= 'x^ard  my  gran'i.ai,  sav 
Them  words  a  thousand  times- ,h. 

Ji's'  them  words  thataway  i 
As  ,.„„c,ch„l-,ike  as  morning  das, 

J  o  >'^x■r  heave  in  sight 
Cran'pap  'nd  alhis  haf  tn  a^r - 
""■»v  did  5.„u  rest,  last  „i«hl.- 
-5J 


lal's  ri.ijht-— 
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Us  youiig-uns  used  to  grin, 

At  breakfast,  on  the  sly, 
^nd  mock  the  wohble  of  his  chin 

Aiul  eyebrows  hdt  so  higli 
And  kind:   "Hole  did  you  rest,  last  nitjhti 

We'd  iniinihle  and  let  on 
Our  voices  trimbled.  and  bur  si^ht 

Was  dim,  and  hearin'  gone. 


Bad  as  I  used  to  be, 

All  I'ma-wantin'  is 
As  piiore  and  ca'm  a  sleep  fcr  me 

And  sweet  a  sleep  as  his ! 
And  so  1  pray,  on  Jedgment  I'ay 

To  wake,  and  witli  its  liglit 
See  his  fare  dawn,  and  hear  him  say- 

•'IIow  did  you  rest,  b-t  niglit'" 


/?5      Up  and  Dcncn  Old  Rrandyw'me 


UV  :ind  down  old  Brandywine, 
In  the  d.iys  'at's  past  and  gone— 
With  a  dad-burn  hook-and-line 
And  a  saplin'-pole — i  swawn  1 

I've  had  more  fun,  to  the  square 
Inch,  than  ever  anywhere! 
Heaven  to  come  can't  discount  mine. 
Up  and  down  old  Brandywine ! 
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Hain't  no  sense  in  wishin'-yit 
....    y"'"*°eo"fl"essUo„Wj,3, 
"\  ''"^  '''='"''^'  «o^'d  roun,l  and  git 
Back  to  that  old  happiness  I- 

^--1  o- drive  hack  in  the  shade 
The  old  Covered  Bridge"  tl,er,.  laid 

Crosst  the  crick,  and  sort  o. oak 
My  soul  over,  Imb  and  spoke  I 

I'-K.t,nowMt,,ai„.t„„^,^^,^^ 
■^tlmwantin',-hut//,./a,.^ 
■^^"-yw.,.;thesan,eo.d.strean,. 
•^"'J<;'csan,eohltimesJjack-sI_ 
f--"nc  hack  n,y  hare  f.ct-and 

^""*';r;i-;:«- 

LpnnddounoldBrandywinel 
'"  ■"""'  ""  '"'twixt  the  trees 

And  the  yallerliarnmer's  tunc  • 

A.Hl  the  smokin-.chokin- dust 
"  "'<■  «'>rnpike  at  its  «usst- 

•^""";rf'v.,  say.  when  it  seems 
R°="1mcs' jammed  with  country 

^Vl.ilse  the  old  town,  fur  away 

(^ro-t  the  hazy  pastur'-Iand, 
f^"-ed-hke  in  the  heat  o'  day 
I^'.-acefnl'  as  a  hired  hand. 
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Jolt  tlic  j;f;ivcl  tli'ouKli  tlic  floor 
O'  On-  oia  liriilgc!— Kriiid  ami  roar 
With  ycr  Manic'  percession-Une— 
Up  ami  ilown  old  Brandywinc  1 

Soiisc  mo  nnc!  my  lu'W  straw-liat 

Off  tlic  f oot-loH !— wliat  /  care?— 
Fist  •itiovcd  in  the  crown  o'  that- 
Like  the  old  Ckr.vn  n,l  t.i  wear.— 
Wouldn't  swop  it  fer  a'  old 
Gin-u-vvine  raal  crown  o'  gold  !— 
Keep  yer  Kinij  cf  you'll  gimme 
Jes'  the  hoy  T  u-^t  to  he! 

:;pin  my  fishin'-worms!  er  steal 

My  hest  "yogalc-cyi-- '■"•-''"'  >"" 
C'an'l  lay  hands  on  joys  I  feel 
NibbUu'  like  they  n^t  to  do! 
So,  in  memory,  to-day 
Same  old  ripple  lips  away 
At  my  cork  and  sanKi"'  li"<". 
Up  and  down  old  lirandywine ! 

Tlicrc  the  logs  is.  r.>nnd  the  hill. 

W  here  "Old  Irviii"  nst  to  lift 
Out  snnfish  from  da;,  light  till 

newfall-'fore  I./d  leave  "The  nrifl" 
.And  !;"ve  us  a  chance— and  then 
Kind  o'  (i-.h  hack  home  again, 
Kotchiu'  '(in  jes'  left  and  right 
Where  ;vV  hadn't  got  "a  bile"! 


2S6 


THK   HOOSIER   BOOK 

Tr,  'way  ivln.lin' out  and  i,,.-- 

OM  path  th'ougl,  the  iurnweod.s 
Ami  (loR-fcniie!  to  ycr  chin— 

Then  cpR-  .s,„M„„.  tl,-o„„|,  „„  re..,|s 
And  cattails,  smack  into  ul.cro 
Thcm-air  woods-hogs  nst  to  scare 
Ls  clean  'crusst  the  aninly-line 
Up  and  down  old  Brandywine! 

I^i't  the  dim  roar  o'  the  dam 
It  'lid  coax  US  furder  still 

TVr.ls  I  he  old  race,  slow  and  cam, 
■lidin'  on  to  Hnston's  mill— 

\yi.ere,  I  'spect,  "the  Freepor,  crowd" 
.\evcr  ~n,nii,-d  to  us  er  'lovveil 
We  wHz  quite  so  overly 
\\"eIcoine  as  we  aimed  t.j  he. 

Still  it  >.are,!-i:ke  ever'thins- 

r'nr  away  from  home  as  r/,.-r,-— 
n.ulmorcn-.'u/i-like,  i  jing!- 

'■"i-li  in  stream,  erhini  inair! 

O  them  ricli  old  lH.tl,„n-lands, 

Past  where  C'uwdenV  ';.-i,      n 

*'""'^""  ■^'^lniulliouse  stands! 
V\  orterineIons-,„„.(/,.^.„„-,„. , 

Up  and  <Iown  old  Brandywine ! 

And  si.;h  pop-paws  !_Lumps  o'  raw 
Cold  and  Kreen.-jes-  oo2y  th'ough 

^\  .th  ripe  yaller-like  you've  saw 
Custard-pi,,  with  no  crust  tu : 
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And  jes'  yorycs  o'  wild  plums, 
Till  a  fcller'd  suck  his  thumbs 
Clean  up  to  his  elbows  1    Myl— 
Mc  some  more  cr  km  me  diet 

Up  and  down  old  Brandywine  I 

Stripe  me  wilii  pokeberry-juicel— 
Flick  me  with  a  pizen-vtne 

And  yell  "Yip!"  and  lem  me  loose! 
—Old  now  as  I  then  wuz  young, 
'F  I  conhl  sinR  as  !  hav,-  sunK, 
Song  'ud  surely  ring  dec-tine 
Up  and  down  old  Brandywine  I 


/  ^6  My  Henry 

HE'S  jes'  a  great,  l)ig,  awk'ard.  hulkin' 
Feller,-  humped,  and  sort  o'  sulkin*- 
I.ike,  and  ruther  still-appearin'— 
Kind-as-cf  he  wuzn't  keerin' 

Whether  school  licit  out  er  not — 
Tiiat's  my  Henry,  to  a  dot! 

Alius  kind  o'  liked  him— wliether 

Cliildern,  er  growcd-up  together! 

Fifteen  year'  .iro  and  lu-tter. 

'Fore  he  ever  knowed  a  l?tter, 
Kim  :icro-<*t  the  little  fool 
111  my  Primcr-fbss  at  scliool. 
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When  tlie  Teacher  wiizii't  lookin' 
He'd  be  th'owin'  wads;  er  crookin' 
I'ins ;  cr  sprinklin'  pepiJer,  more'n 
Likely,  on  the  stove;  er  boriii' 

Gimlet-holes  up  thue  his  desk— 
Nothin'  that  boy  wouldn't  rcski 

But,  somehow,  as  I  was  goiu' 
On  to  s.iy,  he  seemed  so  knowin'. 
Other  ways,  and  cute  and  cunnin'— 
Alius  wuz  a  notion  runnin' 

Time  my  Kiddy,  fool-head  he 
Jcs'  had  he'n  cut  out  fer  me  I 

Don't  go  much  on  p.-ot<hes\in' 
But  last  night  whilse  I  wuz" fryin- 
Supncr,  with  that  man  a-pitchin' 
Little  Marthy  'round  the  kitchen, 
Think-says-I,  "Them  baby's'eyes 
Ismy  Henry's,  jes'p'c.se  I" 


^37  When  I.ldc  Married  Hi 


m 


-lirill-y  L>de  married  /„-„,-«.'y,  she  had  to  jes'  dee-fy 
»  t    The  whole  popilation  !-n„,  ,!„.  „,,„  ,,,,.  ^„  ' 

U.r  parents  I,e«gcd,  an,l  //,..,„,.„..,,^_,,,e  ,„„,,  ,,;,,  ,.^ 

—that  A,-  ^ 


W 


"'■  jes'  "a  cuninuMi   drunkard  !"_And   he  ',cu: 


antly 


ai)pear- 


Sw„re  they'll  chase  him  off  the  place 
Kf  he  ever  showed  his  face— 


^sy 
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Long  after  sl.c'd  clofi-d  with  l.im   an.l  vwrrUd  l.im   f" 

sliorc!—  , 

Wl.ci.  Lidc  married  /lim,  it  wuz  '■Kaly.  bar  the  door. 

\VlR.n  I.ide  n.arricd  An—Well!  she  had  to  Ro  and  be 
A  hired  yirl  in  town  somewheres-whilc  he  tromped  routid 

to  sec  .     , 

What  he  could  g-     '>at  he  could  do,-you  m.ght  say,  jc- 

sawed  wo    1 
From  door  to  .'—  !-thafs  what  he  done-Vause  that  wu. 
hest  he  c.uld  ! 

And  the  strangest  thing,  i  jing! 
Wuz,  lie  didn't  drink  a  thing.— 
nut  jes'  s,'„t  down  to  hi/ncss.  like  he  .omeway  v<t../,-<(  to 
When  Lide  married  him.  like  they  warned  her  „ol  Xn  do! 

When  Lide  married  ;..-,n-er,  ruther  had  be'n  married 
A  little  up'ards  of  a  year-some  feller  eome  and  carr.cd 
That  hired  ,jirl  away  with  him-a  ruther  stylish  feller 
In  a  l.ran-.,ew  green  spring-wagon,  with  the  wheels  str.p-l 
red  and  yellcr ; 

And  he  whispered,  as  they  driv 
To'rds  the  country,  ".V.'Vi'  w'tl  live!"— 
And  s.nu-tix'  else  she  Iw.hed  to  hear,  thon^d.  l.-lh  l-' 

eyes  wuz  dim,  . 

•Bout  "tr„slin-  Love  and  II  -avn  above,  senee  Lide  marne  1 
him!" 
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/  ,'<V 


" Rinciivorm  Prank" 

JI-.-ST  Frank  Reel's  l,is  n-al  n.imc-,l 

»'      Hoys  all  calls  him  "Ringworn,  Frank," 
<  aiisc  ho  alius  runs  round  so.— 
No  man  can't  tell  wlierc  to  bank 
Praiik'W  lie, 
Next  you  sec 
i:r  hear  of  him  ! -Drat  his  melis  !_ 
That  man's  a' hs  somen  else! 

We're  old  l)ar,ls.-EHt  Frank  ho  jest 

(•■""V  st.-,y  still -_\v„. /.;.,„/„,,.„.  ,,„^_ 
lint  ht  out  on  furder  West 
Somcrs  on  a  ranch,  last  year: 
Never  hear<I 
Nary  a  word 
//"7f  he  liked  it.  tel  to-day, 
Cot  this  card,  reads  lliisauay;— 


ii;h 


"l>ad-Iinrri  climate  out  here  makes 

Me  homesick  all  Winter  lonp. 
And  when  Spring-time  eomes,  it  takes 
Two  pec-wees  to  sing  one  sons,— 
One  sing  'pee,' 
And  the  other  one  'zeee!' 
Slay  right  whore  you  air,  old  jjard.— 
Wisht  /  wu,!  this  postal  card!" 
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The  Youthful  Patriot 

OWIIAT  did  the  little  boy  do 
"At  nobody  wanted  biin  to? 
Didn't  <1<>  notbin"  but  romp  an"  run, 
An'  wliool>  an'  holler  an'  baiiK  his  gun 
An'  bu'st  firc-crackcrs,  an'  ist  have  fun- 
An'  'aft  all  the  little  boy  done! 


/./<» 


I'ulh-s  at  Loncsifiiw-AUi' 

POKl'  Folks  lives  at  T.oiies<'nicville- 
I.awzy!  but  they're  pore  1 
Houses  with  nu  winders  in, 

And  hardly  any  door : 
Cliimbly  all  tore  down,  and  no 

Smoke  in  that  at  all— 
1st  a  stovepipe  through  a  hole 
In  the  kitchen  wall  1 


Pump  'at's  got  no  handle  on  ; 

And  no  woo<lshcd— And,  wonh!^ 
Mighty  cold  there,  choppin'  wood, 

l.iWe  pore-folks  has  to  do!— 
Winter-time,  and  snow  and  sleet 

Ist  fairly  fit  to  kill!— 
Hope  to  goodness  5aii(y  Claus 

Goes  to  Lonesomevillc  1 
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N'  The  Three  Jolly  lluiUrr.i 


r\  rm.UV.  were  tlir<-c  jolly  Inintfrs; 
VV      And  aluinlii.K  xWy  diil  k„, 
\\  illi  a  spanicl-ilof;,  and  a  i 
And  a  settcr-do»j  also. 


>iiinUT-dii>;, 
Looky  IhiTc! 


And  they  l,„„tcd  and  tlu-y  I>aI-loocd ; 

An.l  tlic  first  tliinK  il„.y  d|,I  r,nd 
\\"sadin«li„ij-dan«li„„  liu.n.f.-ncvst 

A-swuiging  in  the  wind. 

Looky  tin  re! 

And  llic  first  one  said— "What  is  it'" 
Said  (he  next,  "WVII  punch  and  slV- 

And  the  next  one  sai.I,  a  n.ile  fron.  there, 
i  wish  we'd  let  it  be  1" 

Looky  tlicrcl 

And  they  hnnlcd  and  they  hal-Ioocd; 

And  the  next  tiling  they  did  raise 
Was  a  bobbin'  bunny  cottontail 

That  vanished  from  their  gaze. 
Looky  there! 

One  s.iid  it  was  a  hot  baseball, 

Zippt  through  the  brambly  thatch, 
But  the  others  said  'twas  a  note  by  post. 
Or  a  tclegraph-dcspatch. 

Looky  there! 
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So  Ihcy  lumtcd  and  tlicy  hcil-Ioocd; 

And  Ihc  next  thing  tliey  did  sight 
Was  a  Kieat  hig  hiilUlog  cliasing  them, 

And  a  farmer,  hollcrin'  "Skitc!" 
Looky  there! 

And  the  first  one  said,  "Hi-jinktuml" 
And  the  next,  '•Ili-jinktnm-jec!" 

An,l  the  last  one  said,  "Them  very  words 
Had  just  occurred  to  me!" 

Looky  there ! 


IJJ 


A  Fciv  of  the  Bird-Family 

THE  Old  Bob-white,  and  Chipbird ; 
The  Flicker,  and  Chewink, 
And  little  hopty-skip  bird 
Along  the  river-brink. 

The  Blackbird,  and  Snowbird, 
The  Chicken-hawk,  and  Crane ; 

The  glossy  old  bla  V  Crow-bird, 
And  Buzzard  down  the  lane. 

The  Yellowbird,  and  Redbird, 

The  Tomtit,  and  the  Cat; 
The  Thrusli,  and  that  Rcd/u'ad-bird 

The  rest's  all  pickin'  atl 
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Tliu  Jay-blnl,  aiiil  the  Rliidiird, 
Till-  S.iiisiick-,  aiicl  ti.e  Wren  — 

Tlio  Cdckadoodlu-ddo-ljinl, 
And  our  old  Scttin'-la-ii ! 


■f/.?  TJie  Toy  Pcnny-Doc/ 

"jl/TA  put  my  Penny-Dog 
•^'-^     Safe  on  the  shelf, 
And  left  no  one  homo  but  liini, 

Me  and  mj-self  ; 
So  I  cluml>ed  a  big  chair 
I  pushed  to  the  wall- 
But  the  Toy  Penny-Dog 

Ain't  there  at  all ! 
I  went  back  to  Dolly— 
And  slw  'uz  gone  too, 
And  little  Switch  'uz  layin'  there ; 

And  Ma  says  "Doo!" 
And  there  she  wuz  a-peepln' 

Tljrough  tlie  front-room  door : 
And  I  ain't  goin'  to  be  a  bad 
Little  girl  no  more  1 


S65 
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Home-Folks 

HOME-FOLKS  1-WelI.  that-air  name,  to  ine 
Sounds  jis  the  same  as  poetry- 
That  is,  ef  poetry  is  jis 
As  sweet  as  I've  beam  tell  it  isl 

Home-Folks-they're  jis  the  same  as  kiu- 
All  brung  up,  same  as  we  have  bin, 
Without  no  overpowerin-  sense 
Of  their  oncommon  consequence! 

They've  bin  to  school,  but  not  to  git 
The  habit  fastened  on  'em  yit 
So  as  to  ever  interfere 
With  other  work  'afs  waitin'  here : 

Home-Folks  has  crops  to  plant  and  plow, 
F.r  lives  in  town  and  keeps  a  cow ; 
But  whether  country-jakes  er  town-, 
They  know  when  eggs  is  up  er  down! 

La!  can't  you  spot  'em-when  you  meet 
•Em  a>ivwheres-in  field  er  street? 
And  can't  you  see  their  faces,  bright 
As  circus-day,  heave  into  sight? 
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And  can't  you  hear  their  "Howdy  I"  clear 
As  a  brook's  chuckle  to  the  ear, 
And  alius  find  their  laughin'  eyes 
As  fresh  and  clear  as  morning  skies  ? 

And  can't  you — when  they've  gone  away 
Jis  feel  'cm  shakin'  hands,  all  day? 
And  feel,  too,  you've  bin  higher  raised 
By  sich  a  nieetin'  ?— God  be  praised  1 

Oh,  nomc-FoIks !  you're  the  best  of  all 
'At  ranges  this  tcrreschul  hall, — 
But,  north  er  south,  er  cast  er  west, 
It's  home  is  wliere  you're  at  your  best. — 

It's  home — it's  home  your  faces  shine, 
In-nunder  your  own  fig  and  vine — 
Your  famhiy  and  your  neighliers  'bout 
Ye,  and  the  latch-string  hangin'  out 

Home-Folks — at  home, — ^     .ow  o'  one 
Old  feller  now  'at  hain't  got  none. — 
Invite  him — he  may  hold  back  some — 
But  you  invite  him,  and  he'll  come. 


i.f5  Mister  Hop-Toad 

TTOWDY,  Mister  Hop-Toad  I    Glad  to  see  you  out! 
*■  A    Bin  a  month  o'  Sund'ys  sence  I  seen  you  hereabout. 

Kind  o'  bin  a-layiu'  in,  from  the  frost  and  snow? 
Good  to  see  you  out  ag'in,  it's  bin  so  long  ago ! 
267 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Plows  like  slicin-  cheese,  a.ul  soJ's  loppin   over  even;^ 
I..,um's  liUe  gingerbread,  a.ul  clod's  sof.er'n  dece.v.n  - 
Mister   Ilop-Toad,   honest-true- Sprmg-time- don  t  >om 

love  it? 
You  old  rusty  rascal  you,  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Ohloh!  oh! 
I  grabs  up  my  old  hoc ; 
But  I  sees  yo». 
And  s'  I,  "Ooh-ooh! 
ITovvdy,  Mister  IIop-Toad!     Ilow-dee-do  1" 

Make  yourse'f  more  comfo'bler-s.iuare  round  at  your 

Don't 'TTaggin-  slandnvise,  with  your  nose  below  your 

knees. 
Swell  that  fat  old  throat  o'  yourn  and  lemme  see  you 

Straigirn'uV  and  h'ist  your  headl-Fou  don't  owe  a 

dollar!—  ,.    ^ . 

Hain't  no  mor'gagc  on  your  land-ner  no  taxes,  m.ther  , 
r.,u  don't  haf  to  work  no  roads,  even  ef  you  d  ruth,. 
■F  T  was  vou,  and  fi.u-d  like  you,  I  ra.lly  would,,    k.cr 
To  swop'fer  life  and  hop  right  in  the  pres.dent.al  cheer . 

Oh  1  oh !  oh ! 

I  hauls  back  my  old  hoe ; 
But  I  sees  you, 
And  s'  I,  "Ooh-ooh  1 
Howdy,  Mister  Hop-Toad!    How-dee-do  1" 
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'f-ons  alrout  next  Aprile,  hoppiii'  ,l,nvn  tlic  furry, 

WoM't  you  mind  I  ast  you  what  'i.c^rcd  to  l,c  tht'  liurry'- 

Won  t  you  mind  I  Looked  my  hoe  ar.d  hauled  you  baek  an,l 

smiled? — 
Wy,  oless  you,  Mister  IIop-Toad,  I  love  you  hke  a  child! 
S>pose  I'd  want  to  'fliet  you  any  moren  wliat  you  air'- 
■Spose  I  lln-nk  you  got  no  rights  'cept  the  warts  you  wear' 
ulk,  snik,  and  hlink  away,  you  pM  bloat-cyed  rowdy '- 
Ham't  you  got  a  word  to   say?-\Von't  you   tcU  me 
"Ilowdy"? 


Ilowdv 


Oh  1  oil !  oh  I 

I  swish  round  my  old  hoc; 
Hut  I  sees  ynii. 
And  s'  I.  "Ooh-ooli ! 
Mister  Hop-Toad!     How-dcc-do!" 


^V>  Uncle  Sidney's  Lo./ic 

pA  wunst  lie  scold'  an'  says  to  nie,- 
-*■      "Don't  play  so  mucli,  hut  try 
To  .ftudy  more,  and  neii  you'll  he 

A  great  man,  hy  an'  by," 
Ken  Uncle  Si.lney  says,  "You  let 

Him  /)(•  a  lioy  an'  play.-^ 
'I  he  KTcalcst  man  on  earth,  I  bet, 

'Ud  trade  with  him  to-day!" 
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/^7  The  Schoolboy's  rarorite 

Ov.r  the  river  und  throuyh  the  wood 

Now  Grandinnlher's  euf'  I  spy: 
Hurrah  for  the  fun  I  Is  the  fuddmg  dune? 

Hurrah  for  the  pumpkin-pic  I 

—School  Reader. 

FF.R  any  boy  'at's  Utile  as  nie, 
V.t  any  little  girl, 
That-un's  the  goodcst  poctry-iiiece 

In  any  book  in  the  worl'  I 
An'  cf  i;,own-i)colib  s  wuz  little  ag'in 

I  bet  they'd  say  so,  too, 
l-:f  they'd  go  see  their  ole  Gran'ma, 
Like  our  Pa  lets  us  do ! 

Over  the  river  an'  through  the  ■ivood 
Now  Cran'mother's  rap  I  spy: 

Hurrah  fer  the  fun!— Is  the  puddin'  done?— 
Hurrah  fer  the  punkin-pie! 

An'  I'll  tell  you  why  'at'a  the  goodcst  rieec  :— 

'Cause  it's  ist  like  v.'e  go 
To  our  Gran'ma's,  a-visituu  there, 

When  our  Pa  he  says  so; 
An'  Ma  she  fixes  my  little  cape-coat 

An'  little  fuzz-cap ;  an'  Pa 
He  tucks  me  away— an'  yells  "Hoo-ray!"— 
An'  whacks  01c  f  ay,  an'  drives  the  sleigh 

Fastest  you  ever  saw ! 
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Ov,-r  the  river  an'  Ihrouijh  the  wnod 

A'":.'  Grau'iiwtlwr's  ,■,(/>  /  sl>y: 
Hurrah  fcr  the  fun'-l,  the  fuddin'  done?- 

Hurrah  fer  the  puukin-pie! 

All'  Pa  i.t  siiiiRgles  ine  'twcrn  liis  knees— 

An'  I  lie'p  liold  the  liiu-s, 
An'  peck  out  over  tlic  l.iiffalo-rolie;— 
All'  the  wind  ist  hlot,s!~;x,V  the  snow  ist  snows  I- 

An'  the  sun  ist  shines  I  an'  shines  !— 
An^  th'  old  horse  tosses  his  head  an'  coughs 

Th'  frost  hack  in  our  face.— 
An'  I'  rutlier  go  to  my  Grau'ma's 

Tlian  any  other  place  1 

Over  the  river  an'  through  the  zmnd 

-Vkt^i  Crau'niolher's  cat<  I  sf'v: 
:iurrah  fer  the  fnn.'-Is  the  fuddln'  done:"- 

Hurrah  fer  the  piinliin-fie! 

An'  all  the  peoples  they  is  in  town 

Watclies  us  whizzin'  past 
To  go  a-visitun  our  Graii'ina's, 

Like  we  all  went  there  last;— 
But  Ihey  can't  go,  like  ist  our  folks 

An'  Jolinny  an'  Lotty,  an'  three 
Kr  four   leighhcr-childerns,  an'  Rohor-ut  Voliiey 

An'  Charley  an'  Maggy  an'  me ! 

t^Tr  the  river  an'  through  the  wood 

■\'<w  Cran'mothcr's  eap  I  spy: 
Hurrah  fer  the  fun!~h  the  puddin'  done?-. 

Hurrah  fer  the  punkin-pie! 
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I^S' 


The  L'ttllc  Mock-Mait 

rpiIF.  T.iltic  Mock-man  on  tlic  Stairs— 
1      lie  mocks  tlic  la.ly's  liorsc  'at  rarcs 

At  lii-sicklcs  ail'  tliiiiRS,— 
He  mocks  tlic  mens  'at  rices  'cm,  too; 
/  n'  mocks  the  Movers,  drivin'  tliroUKli, 
An'  hollers  "norc'>  the  w.  V  you  <I" 
With  them-air  hitchin'-striUKS !" 
"Ho  1  ho  I"  he'll  say, 
Ole  Settlers'  Pay, 
When  they're  all  joRglin'  liy,— 
"Yon  look  like  this," 
He'll  say,  an'  twis' 
His  mouth  an'  Minint  his  c>  ? 
An'  'tend  like  lu-  wnz  heat  the  hass 

nrnm  at  hoth  ends— an'  toots  and  blares 
Ole  dinner-horn  an'  puffs  his  face— 
The  Little  ^lock-man  on  the  Stairs  1 

The  Little  Mork-man  on  the  Stairs 
Mocks  all  the  peoples  all  he  cares 

'At  passes  up  an'  downl 
He  mocks  the  chickens  round  the  door. 
An'  mocks  the  eW\  'at  scrubs  the  flojr. 
An'  mocks  the  rich,  an'  mocks  the  pore, 
An'  evcr'thing  in  town! 
"Ho !  ho !"  says  he, 
To  you  er  me; 
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An'  ef  we  turns  an'  looks, 

He's  all  cross-eyed 

An'  mouth  all  wide 
Like  Giu  ts  h,  in  books.— 

"Holjiol-hcyclls,  "lookliereat  «,f" 
An-  rolls  his  fat  eyr,  roun'  an'  glare's- 
1  oil  look  like  this!"  he  sa.  s,  says  i.c- 
The  Little  Mock-man  on  t'le  Stairs! 

The  Little  Mock— 
The  Little  Mock— 
The  Little  Mock-man  on  the  Stairs. 
lie  mocks  the  vmsicbox  an'  clock, 
■'"'  rollcr-sofy  an'  the  chairs-' 

[["•'"^■I's  his  Pa  an- Slice's  he  tvcars- 
lie  mocks  the  men  'at  picks  the  fcirs 
An'  thims  an'  f caches  on  the  share- 
He  mocks  the  monkeys  an'  the  hears 
On  tielure-oills.  an'  rifs  «,'  tears 
'Urn  dozi„-an-  mocks  ist  all  he  cares 
.In-  Eyniiboily  livER-nheres! 


149     Summcr-Twic  and  !  -intcr-Ti 

T  -M    the   Rolflen    nooii-sliino, 
-*■      Or  _n  the  |>iii;<  „f  ,|awn  ; 
In  the  silver  niooiisijine, 
Or  when  t!ie  raoun  is  eu„e; 
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Open  eyes,  or  drowsy  Ms 
■\,'Hke  or  'most  asleep, 

1  can  bear  tlic  katyiliJs-  ^ 
"Cheep!  Cliecpl  Llicepl" 

Only  in  tlic  wiiitcr-timo 

Do  tliey  ever  stop, 
In  the  cliip-an<l-splintcr  time, 

When  the  1ikMi>^;s  pup.— 
Then  it  is,  the  ki.ttlc-li<ls 

While  the  sparkles  leap. 
Lisp  like  the  katycliils,— 

"Cheep!  Cheep!  Cheep!" 


;50         My  Dancin'-Days  Is  Orcr 


■H'\T  is  it  in  ol<l  fuiaie-ehuncs 


'at  maViCS  nic  kcul' 


^Man^t^n^yhackhoneteinntiCae,.  ■ 

to  death?—  .      , 

like  that  sweet-siclc  feelin',  in  the  lor.g  .«-P 

in,  with  ycr  f.rst  swcetlicart 


Kind  o' 

a  swing. 
The  first  you  ever  swung 

Ycr  first  picnic— ycr 

•At  happ'ened  'fore  yer  dancin'-days  wuz  over ! 

T  never  understood  it-and  I  s'pose  I  ';-•"""■- 
B„t  risht  in  town  here,  yisterd'y.  I  l-erd  a  por 
man 

874 


'""Lic-ycr  first  ice-cream-yer  first  o-r.. 


l.lir 


THK    MOdSll.k    liOOl, 

A-t„|.ll„,-  M   -llray    l.iink"~.l,uUn\     I   j,V   Moppcl 

my  liiail 
(>•  iMy  and  li,UiK(l  at  liii,i-yc^   and  «akli.,l  the  uay  lio 

And  Lack  I  wi     ,  ,,hi,„  f^rty  yi,.r',  wftli  l.„y,  and  nirls 
I  '  riowcd 
And  I„vc.l,  lo  i{  'lore  my  danchi'-days  w.ii  „vcr  !- 

At  lii._.|,  ,„   ,„  i„  j.,.r  ,.i|j.,_,^i,|,  j,,.^  ,,,,,^^^,.  ,.       ,.,|,,.,.,,^^ 

A-liiininin-    and    a-scuxcliiu'    iM»t-and    I,.      ,    and    0. 
A,  Iv.'s 

A-marcl.in'-and  firc-i,i(;lncs.-.///  the  noise,  the  «holo 

street  lln(innli, 
Wnz  lo.t  on  me!-I  only  heard  a  wliipperwill  er  two 
It  'peareddilo    kind  o'  calhn'  'ero^t  the  darkness  an.'l  the 

(lew, 

Them  ni      s  afore  my  dancin'-days  wnz  over. 

'T  \u  Chuscd'y-night  at  Wethcrell's,  cr  We'n's.ry-nifjht  at 
Strawn's, 

It  Fonrth-o'-Jnly-nij-ht  at  n       ■  Tonips's  honse  er  John's  '- 
W  .til  ol.l  Lew  Chnrch  !u       Sngar  Criek,  wlili  that  oM 

fiddle  he 
Had  sawed  clean  through  the  Army,   from  Atlanty  to 
the  sea  — 

Ami  yit  hc',1  fetched  her  home  ag'in,  so's  Iic  could  play 
fer  me 
Onc't  more  afore  my  <lancin'-days  wuz  over  I 

The  wood,,  -afs  all  he'n  cut  away  wuz  growin'  san.e  a, 
then ; 

The  youngsters   all   wuz  hoy.,   a^'hi   'at',,   now   all  oldish 
men; 
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And  all  the  girls  'at  then  wuz  girls— I  saw  'em,  one 

and  all, 
As  plain  as  then-tlie  middle-sized,  the  short-and-fat,  and 

tall— 
And   'peared-like,   I   danced   "Tucker"   fer   'em   up   and 
down  the  wall 
Jes'  Hke  afore  my  dancin'-days  wuz  over  I 


The  facts  is,  I  wuz  dused  so  'at  I  clean  f ergot  jes'  where 
(  railly  wuz,— a-blockin'  streets,  and  still  a-standin'  there ; 

I  heard  the  />(7-lecce  yellin',  but  my  cars  wuz  kind  o' 
blurred — 

My  eyes,  too,  fer  the  odds  o'  that.-l.ckase  I  thought  1 

heard 
My  wife  'at's  dead  a-lauyliin'-like,  and  jokin",  word-ftr- 

word 
Jes'  like  afore  her  dancin'-days  wuz  over. 


151 


"Home  Ag'in" 

I'M  a-feelin'  ruther  sad, 
Fer  a  father  proud  and  glad 
As  7  am— my  only  cliild 
Home,  and  all  so  rickonciled! 
Feel  so  strange-like,  and  don't  know 
What  the  mischief  ails  me  so  1 
'Stid  o'  bad,  I  ort  to  be 
Feclin'  good  pcrtickerly — 

276 


THE   HOOSIER   BOOK 

Ves,  and  extry  ti.anlvful,  too, 
'Cause  my  nearest  kith  and  kin, 
My  I-:iviry's  schoolin'  's  tlirougl,', 
And  I'  got  her  Iionic  ag'in— 
Home  ag'in  witli  mel 

Same  as  ef  Iier  mother'd  been 

I-ivin",  I  have  done  my  best 

By  the  girl,  and  watclifnlcst; 

Nnssed  her-keerful-  as  I  could- 

Prom  a  bahy,  day  and  night,— 

Drawin'  on  the  iieigliberhood 

And  the  women-folks  as  light 

As  needsessity  'iid  "low— 

'Cept  in  "teethin-,"  onc't,  and  fight 

Through  black-measles.    Don't  kn,nv  „ov 

ilow  we  ever  saved  the  child  I 

Hoc  hc-d  give  her  up,  and  said. 

As  I  stood  there  by  the  bed 

Sort  o'  foolin-  with  her  hair 

On  the  hot,  wet  pillar  there, 

"Wuznouse!"-Andatthem-air 
Very  words  she  waked  and  smiled- 
Yes,  and  knourd  me.    And  that's  where 
I  broke  down,  and  simply  jes' 
Rellered  like  a  boj--!  guess  !- 
IVomcn  claim  I  did,  but  I 
Alius  belt  I  didn't  cry 
R"t  wuz  langhin',- and  I  u;ic~ 
Alen  don't  cry  like  a„;„„.„  does! 
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Well,  right  then  and  there  I  felt 
'T  'iii  hur  mother's  doin's,  an'1, 
Jes'  like  to  mys'f,  I  knelt 
Whisperin",  "I  understand."   .   .   • 
So  I've  raised  her,  you  might  say, 
Stric'ly  in  the  narrcr  way 
■At  her  mother  walked  therein— 
Not  so  quite  religiously, 
Yit  still  strivin'-like  to  do 
Ever'thing  a  father  could 
Do  he  knowcd  the  mother  would 
Ef  she'd  lived-And  now  all's  through 
And  r  got  her  home  ag'in— 
Home  ag'iu  with  mcl 


And  r  heen  so  lonesome,  too. 
Here  o'  late,  especially,— 
"Old  Aunt  Abigail,"  you  know. 
Ain't  no  company ;— and  so 
Jes'  the  hired  hand,  you  see- 
Jonas— like  a  relative 
More-sence  he  come  here  to  live 
With  us,  nigh  ten  year'  ago. 
Still  he  don't  count  much,  you  know. 
In  the  way  o'  company- 
Lonesome,  'peared-like,  'most  as  mc! 
So,  as  /  say,  I'  been  so 
Special  lonesome-like  and  blue, 
With  Elviry,  like  she's  been, 
"Way  so  much,  last  two  or  three 
Year'— But  now  she's  home  ag'in— 
Home  ag'in  with  me! 
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Driv  in  fiT  Iier  jisterday. 
Me  and  Jonas-gay  and  spry,— 
We  jes'cutiii),  all  the  wayl- 
Ves,  andsungl-td,  |,ia,„ejt!  I 
Keye<l  n.y  voice  ,„,  'Ijoiit  as  high 
As  whcn-days  'at  I  w„.  yo„„g- 
"Buckwlieat-noles"  w„z  all  they  M.ng 
Jonas  hantcrcd  nie,  and  'greed 
To  sing  one  'at  town-folks  sing 
"own  at  Spilt  Slump  'er  IIIgh-Low- 
Some  new  "hallet,"  said  he,  'at  he'd 
Learnt-abont  "The  Grape-vine  Swing 
And  when  he  quit,  /  hcgnn 
To  chnne  i,p  ,ny  voice  and  rim 
Through    the   what's-called    ••.scale."   a, 
Sol-n,e-fa's"  I  nst  to  know- 
Then  let  loose  old  favor,'/,,  one, 
"Hunters  o'  Kentucky  I"    M^.t  ' 
Tel  I  thourfit  the  hoy  would  rf,-,w 
And  we  ln,lh  la„ghed-Yes,  and  still 
Heerd  more  langhin',  top  the  hill- 
Fer  we'd  missed  Klviry's  train. 
And  she'd  lit  out  'crost  the  fields- 
new.lrops  danciii'  at  her  heels 
And  cut  up  old  Smoots's  lane  ' 
So's  to  meet  us.    And  there  in 
Shadder  o'  the  chinkypin, 
With  a  .langlin'  dogwood-hough 

Eloomin-'hove  her-See  her  now'- 
Sunshme  sort  o'  flickerin'  down 
And  a  kind  o'  lau-jhiu'  all 
Round  her  new  red  parasol, 


■d    ••do 


279 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Tryin'togitat /i.-r.'-well-like 
/  jumped  out  and  showed  'em  how— 
Yes,  and  jes'  t\ie  place  to  strike 
That-air  nioutli  o'  hern— as  sweet 
As  the  blossoms  hreshed  her  brow 
Kr  sweet-williams  round  her  feet- 
White  and  blusliy,  too,  as  she 
"Ilowdied"  up  to  Jonas,  and 
Jieuked  her  head,  and  waved  her  hand. 
'Hey !"  says  I,  as  she  bounced  in 
The  spring-wagon,  reachin'  back 
To  give  me  a  lift,  "whoop-eel" 
I-says-ee,  "you're  home  ag'in— 
Home  ag'in  with  mel" 

Lordl  how  mid  she  wuz,  and  glad, 
Gittin'  home  !-and  things  she  had 
To  inquire  about,  and  talk— 
Plowin",  plantln',  and  the  stock- 
News  o'  neighberhood ;  and  how 
Wuz  the  Deem-girls  doin'  now, 
Sence  that-air  young  chicken-hawk 
They  was  "tamin' "  soared  away 
With  their  settin'-hcn,  one  day?— 
(Said  she'd     .t  Mame's  postal-card 
'Bout  it,  very  day  'at  she 
Started  home  from  Bethany.) 
How  wuz  produce— eggs,  and  lard?— 
Er  wuz  stores  still  claimin'  "hard 
Times,"  as  usual?     And,  says  she. 
Troubled-like,  "How's  Deedie-say? 
Scnce  pore  child  e-!oped  away 
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And  got  back,  and  goin'  to  'ply 
Fer  school-license  by  and  by— 
And  Where's 'Lijyworkin' at? 
And  how's  -Aunt'  and  'Uncle  Jako'' 
How  wuz  'Old  Maje'-and  tl,e  cat' 
And  V.UZ  Marthy's  baby  fat 
As  his  'Humpty-Dumpty'  ma? 
Sweetest  thing  she  ever  saw!— 
Must  run  'crost  and  see  her,  too, 
Soon  as  she  turned  in  and  got  ' 
Supper  fer  us-smokiu'-hot- 
And  the  'dishes'  all  wuz  through.-" 
Suit  a  siijipcr  I   \\-y,  I  set 
There  and  et,  and  et,  and  ct  !— 
Jes'  et  on,  tcl  Jonas  he 
Fnshed  his  chair  back,  laughed,  and  .av. 
Icould  walk  /„>  log!"  ami  we 
All  laughed  then,  tel  'Viry  she 
I'it  the  lamp— and  I  give  in  !— 
R.-2  and  kissed  her:    "Heaven  bless 
^ou!"  saj's  I-"you're  home  ag'in- 
Same  old  dimpie  in  your  chin, 
Same  white  apcrn,"  I-says-ec, 
"Same  sweet  girl,  and  good  to  see 
As  your  mother  ust  to  be,  - 
And  r  got  you  home  ag'in- 
Home  ag'in  with  me !" 

I  turns  then  to  go  on  by  her 
Through  the  door-and  see  her  eyes 
Both  wuE  swimmin',  and  she  tries 
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To  say  somepin'— <;ati't— and  so 
Grabs  and  hugs  and  lets  me  go. 
Noticed  Aunty'd  made  a  fire 
In  the  settin"-room  and  gone 
Back  where  her  p'servcs  wuz  on 
Bilin'  in  the  kitchen.    I 
Went  out  on  tlie  porch  and  set, 
Tliinkin'-hke.    And  by  and  by 
Heerd  Elviry,  soft  and  low, 
At  the  01  ^an,  kind  o'  go 
A  mi-andcrin'  up  and  down 
With  her  fingers  'mongst  the  keys— 
"Vacant  Chair"  and  "Old  Camp-Grou..' 
Dusk  was  moist-like,  with  a  breeze 
Lazin'  round  the  locus'-trecs— 
Heerd  the  bosses  cbampln',  and 
Jonas'  feedin',  and  the  hogs- 
Yes,  and  katydids  and  frogs— 
And  a  tree-toad,  somers.    Heerd 
Also  whipperwills.— Afy  limd!— 
All  so  mournful  ever' where- 
Them  out  here,  and  her  in  there,— 
'Most  like  'tendin'  services! 
Anyway,  I  must  'a'  jes 
Kind  o'  drappcd  asleep,  I  guess ; 
'Cause  when  Jonas  must  'a'  passed 
Me,  a-comin'  in,  I  knowed 
Nothin'  of  it— yit  it  seemed 
Sort  o'  like  I  kind  o"  dreamed 
•Bout  him.  too.  a-slippin"  in. 
And  a-watchin'  back  to  see 
1  f  I  ivuz  asleep,  and  then 
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Passiii'  in  wlicre  'Viry  wuz ; 
And  ulicre  I  declaru  it  docl 
Tear  to  me  I  lieird  him  say, 
^\'ild  and  glad  and  wlilspcrin'— 
Teared-Iike  Iioerd  I.ini  say,  says-ce, 
"Ah !     I  got  you  home  ag'in— 
Home  ag'in  with  nicl" 


■^5-'  To  "Uncle  Remus" 

Vy  !■  love  yonr  dear  old  face  and  vnice- 
»  »      M'cVe  „//  Miss  Sally's  Little  Boys, 
('hml)in'  your  knee. 
In  ecstasy, 
Rcjoicin'  in  your  Creeturs'  joys 
And  trickery. 

Tl>e  Lord  who  made  the  day  and  night, 

He  made  the  Black  man  and  the  White; 

So,  in  like  view, 

We  hold  it  true 
Tliat  He  hain't  got  no  ia^orite— 

Onless  it's  you. 


'53        A  Fed  in  the  Chris'inas-Alr 

T-HKY-.S  a  kind  o' /,.../ in  the  air,  tome, 
^    _\\l'entheChris'mas-timessetsi„, 
Thats  about  as  much  of  a  mystery 
As  ever  I've  run  ag'in'!— 
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Fcr  instuncc,  now,  whilse  I  gain  in  weight 

And  gincral  health,  I  swear 
Thcy's  a  i/oHC)if«  somers  I  can't  quite  state— i 

A  kind  o'  f<-cl  in  the  air. 

Tl.ey's  a  feel  in  the  Chris'mas-air  goes  riylit 

To  tlie  spot  where  a  man  lives  at  !— 
It  gives  a  feller  a'  appetite— 

They  ain't  no  douht  ahout  that!— 
.And  yit  thcy's  sotiu-pin'—l  don't  know  what— 

That  fullers  me,  here  and  there, 
And  lia'nts  and  worries  a  id  spares  nic  not— 

A  kind  o'  feel  in  the  air ! 

Tilly's  a  fi-i'l,  as  I  say,  in  the  air  that's  j'.-st 

As  blame-don  sad  as  sweft!— 
In  tlic  same  ra-sho  as  I  feci  tlie  best 

And  am  spryest  on  my  feet, 
Tlicy's  alius  a  kind  o'  s.    t  of  a'  ache 

That  I  can't  lo-cate  no-where  ;— 
But  it  comes  with  Chris'mas,  and  no  mistake  !— 

A  kind  o'  feel  in  the  air. 

Is  it  the  racket  the  childern  raise?— 
■\Y'y,  ,,,i.'— God  bless  'em!--«o.'— 

Is  it  til     eyes  and  the  cheeks  ablaze- 
Like  my  ozm  wuz,  long  ago?— 

Is  it  the  bleat  o'  the  wliistle  and  beat 
O'  the  little  toy-ilrum  and  blare 

O'  the  horn?— iVo.'  ho.'— it  is  jest  the  sweet— 
The  sad-sweet  feel  in  the  air. 
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'nil-:  iioosiKu  huuk 


Cassaiiilcr 


"PASSA.VDER!    0    C.-^sander!"- 


•  '— Iicr   tiintlwr's  T,u,r 
^  J  Cv    ^   "  ^~"--"-^''-  f-"--.,  .Ion. 

^'- .oo.eci  „,o.ui^';:r  Lr  c*;''''^""" "  ^- 

"-e  her  Pap,-  '     "'  "'"^  *'"•""'  "'"^t 

1-xccpt  lie  had  no  use  f.-r  / ,- .,.  c  „      , 

r  can'l  claim  slie  inconra^c]  ,„,.  •     ci,  m  i 

ag'in,  ^^tnrjys,    and    f,tc!,    her   hon,.. 

T"-!  onc't  she  'scused   "Old   Moll"        i 

'''uM.e-  city-chap  "'"'   ""^-•""'   ■^'^""• 

"•••"•'^•'-'■-,two-for.,.,,,,.,,„„.,„„^_^,^^^^ 

■"'e  even  tried  to  make  him  ..-.-  -•   . 

"e  mu.st  'a-  kind  o'  Vpic bn       '     "   """■•  '""  ^  ''-^• 

M'lconed  some  ohjeetions.-Anyhow, 
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Her  mother  calliii"  at  licr,  whilse  licr  father  stoo.l  an.\ 
shook 
His   fist.-the   town-chap   turnt  his   team    aii.l   n.a.k-   Ins 

partiii'  how. 
"Cassanderl     Vou.  Cassandorr'-licar  h>r  mother  j.,'  a, 

Ati'l  se'c''cass:ir..kT  hhishii.'  lih^  t>  l-e.ch-f       down  th. 

lane,  , 

Whilse  I  sneaked  on  apast  her,  with  a  so.t  o   luuiK-l..:-! 

look, 
A-feelin-  cheap  as  BorRhum  and  as  green  as  sugar-cane! 

(You  see,  I'd  sknUcil  when  she  met  her  /.KCH-hean-v  hen, 

in  fact, 
Ef  I'd  had  sense  IM  sU,y.-d  f.-  lu-r.-But  sen."  wuz  wh.t 

I  lacked  I 
So  I'd  cut  home  ahead  o'  her,  so's  I  could  t.ll   em  what 
Wuz  keepin-  her.    And-yc.  know  how  a  jealous  fooVll 
act!) 

I  past  her,  I  ^^n^  sayin',-hut  she  never  tnrnt  her  head; 
I   swallered-like  and  cle'red  my  th'out-l.ut  that  wuz  all 

I  said ; 
And  whilse  I  hoped  fer  some  word  hack,  it  wu^n  t  wh.it 

I  got.-  . 

That  girl'll  not  stay  stiller  on  the  day  she  s  laym   dead . 

Well,  that-air  silence  hstcd!-Vii  to  listen  ever'  day 
I'd  be  at  work  and  hear  her  mother  callin'  thataway; 

I'd  sigUt  Casstnder.  mayl.y,  cuttin'  home  acrost  the  hlu. 
And  drizzly  fields;  hut  nary  answer -nary  word  to  say! 
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Tin-  iioosir-.R  nooK 


P"tt  ill  about  two  wiiks  o-  1,  ,,    , 

,n>ul,  •  "~'"°  "'^^•'«  "•  rai.  and 

"":rt,::i-;;;r',:;;i,!,:*r:v"v""* 

wooils  ,|,r,„„,,,.  .  '"'"    '''    *»■'<-•   'l-m   -M 

■I  Ix-  (logwood  blossoms  wlilie  a.  .„ 

;.s  blood.  '"""■•  ^'"J  ^'""'"'Is  rcl 

^"."  time  Iicr  mother  called  Iirr-,!,!,  , 

now:  "T-siUi  a  niornfns  like  as 

'""  'uZr'  '"^  ^'"^'■'^"''   -'   "^^  ''-o-ms  o,.   tl,e 

""";';:,::-''--'^^--vid.t„c.,..e..tat 

■^■■•"— ..M„.i„tl,cban.-.,dd.,cnon,Mo„,.,. 
••^•-;;;^.OCa.anderr...A,,d,,eron,.answer- 

''^s.:-f  tir  :!:?=  r  ?^'^ ''^'"--■-^'"■■'-• 

fcu-otr  ""^''"'  ""^  •'°'"'--cf  you  a,Vt  all 

'-a:'tir:z:-;;7-.^:-.-n.inMa. 
,.:cassa„deMocass:J:;rr:„;?:7''''-- 

Cassande.,OCas.a„de.,..ies.a:e:i;,::;:^' 
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135  Our  Queer  Old  World 

Fi-r  llii-m  'ill's  /r.Ti'  i"ii  airlUil  infant  stagei. 

It's  II  Ihiid  world: 
I'cr  llhin  '(It  ijils  llii-  l:niHks  of  boyhuod's  aijcs. 

It's  ii  (/Mill  world: 
I'cr  tlu-m  'at  iwlliin't  ijood  eiuni'jh  lluy'ri-  nilliii', 

It's  a  hiid  world: 
Per  till-Ill  'ill  hams  at  last  what's  riijlit  and  fittin'. 

It's  a  ijood  world. 

— The  Hired  Man. 

IT'S  a  piiity  hard  world  jou  find,  my  child— 
It's  a  piirty  liard  world  you  find! 
Yon   fight,   liltlc   rascal!   and   liifk   and   sqnall, 
And  snort  ont  niidii '        spoon  and  all ! 

When  yon're  lure         ,or  ymi'I!  change  ycr  mind 
And  simmer  down  sort      half-rickonciled. 
But  HOW' — Jcc!- 
My  .'-niun-nee  I 
It's  a  purty  hard  world,  my  child! 

It's  a  purtj  mean  world  you're  in,  my  lad — 

It's  a  pnrty  mean  world  yon're  in! 
We  know,  of  course,  in  your  schooltioy-days 
It's  a  world  of  too  ni,iny  trouldcsome  ways 
Of  tryin'  tliini;s  over  and  startiu'  ag'in, — 
Yit  your  cliancc  heats   wliat  your  parents  had. 
But  11  OKI— Oil! 
Fire-aiid-tow! 
It's  a  pnrt:    mean  world,  my  lad! 
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Il'i  a  puny  l,a,I  world  y.„Ac  Mruck.  joi.ng  cl>n[»- 

11 1  a  l.iirly  had  world  you've  struck— 
Hilt  j/i»/y  the  card,  tliat  y,.,.  l,oM,  y,,,,  know. 
And  yo„r  l,oi,«  will  spront  ;,n.l  your  mustaol,.-  sr„w 
And  yonr  stur.-clotlus  lik.ly  will  cI,a„Kc  your  hak.' 
And  you'll  rake  a  rich  ladyhird  into  ycr  lap! 
Rut  i;u:i'— Douht 
All  things  out.— 
It's  a  pnrly  bad  world,  ynmii;  chap  I 

It's  a  purty  tjooj  world  this  is,  old  man- 
It's  a  imrty  good  world  this  is  I 
For  all  its  follios  r.nd  shows  and  lies- 
It's  rainy  wiatlur.  and  cheeks  likewise, 

An,l  ai;c,  hard-hearlii'  an.l   rhcumatli.— 
nV'rf  not  a-faultin'  tlie  Lord's  own  plan— 
All  thinps  jest 
At  their  best  - 
It's  a  purty  g>,,d  worl.',  old  man ! 


15<i  The  Rhymes  ./"  Irowpiill 

Tl)  Klt.KXK  1  .  w-  IRK 

T'VK  alius  held— till  jest  of  late— 
A      That  I'oetry  and  me 
Got  on  best,  not  to  'sociate— 

That  is,  must  poetry; 
But  t'other  day  my  snii-i;,-lci:c; 

Milt — he'n  in  town  to  mi!! 
Fetched  home  a  rresent-like,  fer  Ata,- 
The  Rhymes  of  Iroiiquill. 
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Milt  ust  to  teach ;  and,  'course,  his  views 

Ranks  over  common  sense; — 
That's  biased  me,  till  I  refuse 

'Most  all  he  rickommcnds.— 
But  Ma  she  read  and  read  along 

And  cried,  like  women  will, 
About  that  "Washerwoman's   Song" 

In  Rhymes  of  Ironquill. 

And  then  she  made  vie  read  the  thing. 

And  found  my  specs  anil  all: 
And  1  jest  leant  hack  tliere— i  jin({— 

My  cheer  as'inst  the  wall— 
And  read  and  read,  and  read  and  nurf. 

All  to  myse'f— ontil 
I  lit  the  lamp  and  went  to  bed 

With  Rhymes  of  IronquiUl 

I  propped  myse'f  up  there,  and-Jiini/— 

1  never  slut  an  eye 
Till  daylight  1— hogged  the  whole  concern 

Tee-total,  mighty  nigh  !— 
I'd  sigh  sometimes,  and  cry  som<'iinu--., 

F.r  laugh  jest  fit  to  kill- 
Clean  cn/'/iircd-like  with  them-air  rliynies 

O'  that-air  IronquiUl 

Read  that-un  'hout  old  "Marmaton" 

'At  hain't  he'n  ever  "sized" 
In  Song  before— and  yit's  rolled  on 

Jest  same  as  'postrophized!— 
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Putt  me  in  mind  o'  our  oM  crick 

At  P rect<or I— m\ii  t!ie  mill— 
And  Hind.man's  Ford-till  jest  ;,„„u-sick- 

Tliem  Rhymes  of  Ironanill! 

Read  that-un,  too,  'boi.t  "Game  o'  Wliist," 

And  likenin'  Life  to  fiui 
I.il;e  M«/— and  playin'  out  yer  fist, 

However  cards  is  run  : 
And  tl.em   "Tohacker-Stemmer.,'   ?„„«- 

Tliey  sung  with  sich  a  will 
Hown  'nionfrst  the  misery  and  wronj;- 

In  Rhymes  of  Ironcjuill. 

And  old  John  Brown,  who  hroke  the  sod 

Of  Freedom's  faller  field 
And  sowed  his  heart  there,  thankii;'  (;„d 

Pore  slaves  would  git  the  yield- 
Rained  his  last  tears  fer  them  and  i,^ 

To  irrigate  and  till 
A  crop  of  Song  as  glorious 

As  Rhymes  of  Ironquill. 

And— sergeant,  died  there  in  the  War, 

'At  talked,  out  of  his  head 
He  went  "hack  to  the  Violet  Star,'' 

I'll  het— jest  like  he  said  !— 
Ver  Wars  kin  riddle  hone  and  flesh, 

And  hlow  out  hrains,  and  spill 
I.ife-blood.-but  ^iomefin-  lives   on,   fresh 
As  Rhymes  of  Ironquill. 
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757  The  Smitlcn  Purist 

AND  THE  CHARMING   MISS   SMITH'S   EFFECT  UPON    HIM 

THWEET  Poethy !  let  mc  Ulhf  forthwith, 
That  I  may  thhing  of  the  name  of  Smith — 
Which  name,  alath ! 
In  Harmony  hatli 
No  adequate  rhyme,  Ictht  you  grant  me  thitn, — 
Tliat  the  thimple  tliibillant  tliouiul  of  cth — 
(Which  to  thave  my  thoul,  I  can  not  expreth!) 
Thuth  I  may  thhingiiigly, 
Wooingly  and  winningly 
Thu — thu — thonnd  in  the  name  of  Smith. 

0  give  me  a  name  that  will  rhyme  with  Smith, — 
For  wild  and  weird  ath  the  sthrange  name  ith, 

I  would  sthrangle  a  sthrain 
And  a  thad  refrain 
Faint  and  sthweet  ath  a  whithpered  kissth ; 

1  would  thhing  thome  thong  for  the  mythtic  mitth 
Who  beareth  the  tliingular  name  of  Smith — 

The  dathzlingly  brilli-ant, 
Rarely  rethilliant 
Ap— pup — pellation  of  Smith  I 

O  had  I  a  name  that  would  rhyme  with  Smith — 
Thome  rhythmical  tincture  of  rethonant  blitli — 

Thome  melody  rare 

Ath  the  cherubth  blare 
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On  then,  little  tru,n,„,l,.s  th.yVe  fooli,,'  with- 
1  wonld  tl.it  mc  do^,.n,  and  I'd  ,l,|,i„.  ukc  tl.ith 
Of  the  girl  of  the  tim.ynlar  name  of  Smith- 

The  sthraiigelj'  curioutli, 

Kich  and  luxiiriouth 
Pup— patronymic  of  Smith  I 


A5-? 


^ht  Idiot 

T  'M  on'y  thist  a'  idiot— 
-«■     That's  what  folks  calk  a  feller  what 
Ain't  got  no  mind 
Of  any  kind, 
Ncr  don't  know  nothin'  he's  forgot.— 
I'm  one  o'  //i<r«--But  I  knew  why 
The  bees  bli?^  :.,is  way  when  Ihry  flv — 
'Cause  honey  it  gits  o„  tl,c,v  „.,„,,,; ' 
Ain't  thnmhs  and  fnigers  funny  things? 

M'hat's  money?    Hooh  !  it's  thist  a  hole 
riinched  in  a  romid  thing  'at  won't  roll 
'Cause  tliey's  a  string 

Poke<l  through  the  thing 
And  fastened  round  your  neek-that's  all! 
Ef  I  could  git  my  money  o(T, 
I'd  buy  whole  lots  o'  wlioopin'-cougl, 
And  give  it  to  the  hoy  next  door 
Who  died  -cause  he  ain't  got  no  more. 
29.1 
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What  is  it  when  you  die  ?    /  know,— 
You  can't  wake  up  ag'in,  ner  go 
To  sleep  no  more — 

Ner  kick,  ner  snore, 
Ner  lay  and  look  and  watch  it  snow ; 

And  when  {oiks  slaps  and  pinches  you — 
You  don't  kcer  nothin'  what  they  do. 
No  honey  on  the  amjcls'  wings  1 
Ain't  thumbs  and  fingers  funny  things? 
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The  Hired  Man's  I'uilh  in  Chil- 
dren 


IBFXIKVK  all  childern's  good, 
h't  they're  only  uiidcrslooti, — 
Even  had  ones,  'pears  to  mc, 
'S  jes'  as  good  as  they  kin  be  1 


160       "Them  Old  Cheery  Words" 


PAP  he  alius  ust  to  say, 
"Chris'mus  comes  hut  onc't  a  year  1" 
Liked  to  hear  him  thataway. 

In  his  old  split-bottomed  cheer 
By  the  fireplace  here  at  night — 
Wood  all  in,— and  room  all  bright, 
Warm  and  snug,  and  folks  all  here: 
"Chris'mus  comes  but  onc't  a  ycarl" 
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We  ami  Xi^c,  and  VVarr'n  anj  Jess 

And  Kldory  i,o,nc  fcr  two 
\Vccks'  vacation;  an<I,  I  b,h,„ 

Old  folks  t,-cucd  „„„,„„  „;,,  „, 

Same  as  «v  was,-"Monie  one'.  „„,,,. 
Fer  another  Chr!,s'mns_.sl,orc'- 
iap   udsay,  and  tilt  his  cWr - 
Uins'mus  comes  but  onc't  a  year!" 

JfoMly  P.p  ,vas  ap-  to  be 

Ser'ons  in  hf^  "<,^;,y  walk." 
As  he  called  it;  gincr'Jy 

Was  no  hand  to  j<,ke  er  talk 
'■■•<"  is,  Pap  ha,I  ,, ever  1h-„ 
Kngsed-Iike  at  all-and  tl,e„ 
'  '"■'•'e  years  in  the  army  had 
"e'pped  to  break  him  purty  ba,l. 

Never  ;?,^,„„rf,  ^^,  ,^^^^  ^_^^  ^_^^^ 

Hurt  his  vvownd  in  winter.    But 
^o>,bet.TMA<.rknowedit,  ,h„nsb,_ 

\\atched  his  feet  and  made  him  putt 
Onh,sfla„„en;a„dhisk„ee 
^\'here  it  never  healed  np   I,e' 
CWmed   was  "well  now-mi«,,,y  n^ar- 
Chns  mus  comes  but  onc't  a  year!" 

"Chris-nius  comes  but  onc't  a  year!" 
Pap  'ud  say,  and  snap  his  eyes 

Row  o'  apples  sputter'n'  here 
Round  the  hearth,  and  me  and  Xizc 
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Crackin'  Iiicker'-mits ;  and  Warr'n 
Ami  Kldory  pnrcliin'  corn  ; 
And  whole  raft  o'  young  folks  licre. 
"Cliris'mus  comes  bnt  onc't  a  year  1" 

Motlicr  Uik  most  comfort  in 

Jes'  a-lic'ppin'  Pap  :    Slie'd  fiH 
His  pipe  fir  him,  er  his  tin 

O'  hard  cider:  cr  set  still 
And  read  fer  him  out  tlic  pile 
O'  newsiiapers  pntt  on  file 
Wliilse  he  was  with  Sherman— (She 
Kiiowcd  the  whole  war-history!) 

Sometimes  he'd  git  het  up  some.— 
"Boys,"  he'd  say,  "and  you  girls,  too, 

Chris'mus  is  about  to  cume; 
So,  as  you've  a  right  to  do, 

Celebrate  it  1     Lots  has  died, 

Same  as  Him  they  crucified. 

That  you  might  be  happy  here. 

Chris'mus  comes  but  onc't  a  year !" 

Missed  his  voice  last  Chris'mus— missed 
Them  old  cheery  words,  you  know. 

Mother  belt  up  tcl  she  kissed 
All  of  us— then  had  to  go 

And  break  down!    And  1  laughs':   "Here! 

'Chris'mus  comes  but  onc't  a  year!'" 

"Them's  his  very  words,"  sobbed  she, 

"When  he  asked  to  marry  me." 
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'■a.ns'n,usco,ncsl,utonc'taj,arf, 

Chn,n,usco„Ksbuto„c-taKarr 
Ovi-.  over,  still  I  hear, 

••ainVmusconK.sWonc-tayoarr 
^.U.>ceh™,I.n,,o,Vtos„,i,e 

Ami  keep  cheerful  all  the  while: 
-'/  «^  Chris'mus  TArr.— And  here 

^hrisniuscomesbutonc'tayearl" 


297 


HIS  PA'S  ROMANCE 


idi  His  Pa's  Romance 

A  I.L  'at  I  ever  want  to  be 

c\.    Is  ist  to  be  a  man  like  Pa 

When  be  wiiz  young  an'  married  Ma! 

Uncle  he  telled  us  yisterdy 

Ist  all  about  it  then— 'cause  tbey, 

My  Pa  an'  Ma,  wuz  bofe  away 

To  'tend  P'tracted  Mcetin",  where 

My  Pa  an'  Ma  is  alius  there 

When  all  the  big  "Revivals"  is, 

Ar'  "Love-Feasts,"  too,  an'  "Class,"  an'  "Prayer, 

An'  whcii's  "Comoonian  Servicis." 
An',  ye;;,  an'  Uncle  said  to  not 
To  never  tell  them  nor  let  on 
Like  we  knowed  now  ist  how  th^y  got 
FTst  married.    So— while  they  wuz  gone- 
Uncle  he  telled  us  evcr'thing— 
'Dout  bow  my  Pa  wuz  ist  a  pore 
Farm-boy.— He  says,  I  tell  you  u^hat, 
Your  Pa  unts  pore!    But  neighbers  they 
AH  liked  biin— all  but  one  old  man 
All'  bis  old  wife  that  folks  all  say 
Nobody  liked,  ncr  never  can ! 
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About  ihc  n,can  old  man  an'  way 

r:.n„-l,an<M,„,  p.^,,,,,,  ,„„  ^  J^^^^ 

An  .St  work- CM. did,  a,.- wore    ' 
""  old  patched  does,  Ut  anyway 
So  l>o  savcl  up  I,i,  wagcs-„,en 

He  ,st  worked  on  an- saved  so,„en,ore. 

An.stworkedon,i.stn,Vhta„-day- 

1'".  s.r.I.e  save' „p  nine  er  ten 
^rlmnncrddoMarsl    But  he  keep 
All  still  about  it.  Uncle  say- 

B"t  he  ;sttl,i.ks-an- thinks  a  heap, 
though  what  he  wu.a-thi„kin-,  Pa 
"e  never  tell- a  soulbut  Afa- 

Ohon,  course,  you  know,  he  wu.„-t  Pa 
An,  course,  you  know,  she  wn.„-t  Ma-'- 

Tl.eyw,u,.st  sweetheart,,  course  you  know, 
'-use  Ma  wu.  i.,t  a  girl,  about  ' 

S'Meen;an'whe„n,yPa,,      „ 
A-courtn,'  iKr,  her  Pa  an'  Ma- 
f  .e  very  first  they  find  it  out- 

V\u.  maddest  folks  you  ever  saw  I 
Cause  ,twu^  her  old  Ma  an- Pa 
At    ate  my  Pa,  an' toss  their  head. 
An    stra.seNedl    An' her  Pa  said 
He  druther  see  his  daughter  dead  I 
An   saul  she's  ist  a  child  1-an' so 

\\uzPaI-An'efhewuzn,an.grown 
An' only  man  on  earth  below 

";;",""«';'-  »''°"W"'t  marry  him 
'•'hesakmgan'onhisthronel 
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Pa's  chances  then  lookeil  mighty  slim 

Fcr  certain,  Uncle  sai'l.    Hi"  he— 

He  never  toUl  a  soul  but  lier 

What  he  wuz  keepiu'  quiet  fer. 

Her  folks  i.st  liveil  a  mile  from  where 

H-  iivcJ  at— an'  they  ilrove  past  there 

To  git  to  town.    An'  ever'  one 

An'  all  the  neiglihers  tliey  like.l  hor 

An'  showed  it!    But  lur  folks-no,  slr!- 

Noboily  liked  her  iiaruuts  none! 

An'  so  when  they  shet  down,  you  know, 

On  Pa— an'  old  man  tell'  him  so— 

Pa  ist  went  hack  to  work,  an'  she 

Ist  waited.    An',  sir !  iiurty  soon 

Her  folks  they  thought  he's  turned  his  eye 

Some  other  way— 'cause  hy-an'-hy 

They  heard  he'd  n-iilcd  the  old  place 

He  worked  on.    An'  one  afternoon 

A  neighber,  that  had  bu'st'  a  trace, 

lie  tell'  the  old  man  they  wu«  signs 

Around  the  old  place  that  tlie  young 

Man  wuz  a-fixin'  up  the  old 

Log  cabin  some,  an'  he  had  brung 

New  f urnichur  from  town ;  an'  told 

How  Ih'  old  house  \u  whitewashed  clean 

An'  sweet— wiv  mornin'-glory  vines 

An'  hollyhawks  all  'round  the  door 

An'  winders— an'  a  bran'-new  floor 

In  th'  old  porch— an'  wite-new  green- 

An'-red  pump  in  the  old  sweep-well  1 

An',  Uncle  said,  when  he  hear  tell 
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O' .-./I  tl,cm,l,mKS,l,e„,,|  „,,„,, ^ 
J">"if  };al,  IT  wi. r  ami,,,,,. 

Tiuit  .illy  i„„.  1,^.,,  ,„,,^,,,  ^^;  ,,^^^ 

Tomnrryl„„,ri,csays.  Mv;.a. 
"An',  fl,cl,a.„ '.so  mote  it  !,.■!••' 
1  lie.  wet  |,aclc  to  th.  I,„„s..  ,„  ,,„ 

Ii.-Wc.t!icm,vH,a,sl,.  „c„tp..t 
T.c  .:,,oW.i,o.,sc.  an- .1,,,,  ,,>,,,  o,,;,, 
n,e  l,„clH.„,  ,„,ere  l,ls  ,la„,l„,r  .1,, 
\\._.^  washi,,-,  totcllW,  an'gri,, 
An   "•ytouorrylieraspclll 
llio.ncan  old  thing!    IJut  Uncle  said 
Sl,c  a.n't  cry  m,,ch-ist  pnll  1,„  oM 
i>iinl,onnet  forr, rds  on  lur  hcvl- 
So's  old  man  l,e  can't  sec  l,er  face 
At  all!    An' when  l,e  s'pose  l!c  scM- 
A"  ja,v  enoufjh,  he  ist  clear'  oi,t 
An' thmk  he's  boss  of  all  the  place  I 

T|»'n  Uncle  say.  the  first  you  k,„„. 
f  hey  s  so'  to  he  a  Circus-sl,n,v 

Intawn!an'oldmanthinH„'ll,ake 
Jfisw.fean'go.    An' when  she  say 
To  tak-e  their  daughter,  too,  sin-  shake 

I^T  head  hkc  she  don't  «„„Mo  go- 
An   when  he  sees  she  wants  to  stav  ' 

fl'e  old  man  takes  her.  .anv„ ay!    " 
An'  so  she  went !    ri„(  UnJle  he 
^a,d  she  looked  mighty  sweet  that  da,-, 
Uiough  she  wuz  pale  us  she  could  he  " 
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A-spcsliulIy  a-<lriviii'  liy 

\\\te  wticrc  licr  lic.iii  livtil  at,  ynii  know; 

r.iit  out  tlic  connr  o(  liia  eye 

Tlic  old  niriii  watch'  licr ;  Init  slic  tlirow 

Ilir  jiairsol  'rouiul  ko  slic  can't  siC 

Tlic  bouse  at  all  I    An'  tluii  slic  luar 

Ilcr  Pa  an'  Ma  a-talkin'  low 

And  kind  o'  lanijliin'-liki' ;  but  «lio 

1st  set  there  in  the  scat  behind, 

Flendiu'  like  she  didn't  mind. 

Au',  Uncle  say,  when  they  got  fiast 

The  young  man's  place,  an'  'licarantly 

lie  wuzn't  home,  but  of!  an'  none 

To  town,  the  oM  man  turned  at  last 

An'  talked  back  to  bis  daughter  thire. 

All  pleasant-like,  from  then  clean  on 

Ti'l  tl  •  >  got  int"-  town,  an'  where 

The  Circus  wuz,  an'  on  inside 

O'  that,  an'  through  the  crowd,  on  to 

The  very  top  seat  in  the  tent 

Wile  next  the  band— a-bangiu'  through 

A  tune  'at  bu'st  bis  ycers  in  two  1 

An'  there  the  old  man  scrougcd  an'  Iricil 

To  make  his  wife  set  down,  an*  she 

A-ycUin'  1    But  ist  what  she  meant 

He  couldn't  hear,  ncr  couldn't  see 

Till  she  turned  'round  an'  pintcd.    Tlun 

He  turned  an'  looked— an'  looked  again ! 

He  ist  saw  neip;hbers  cver'where— 

But,  sir,  his  daughter  wuzn't  there  1 
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Am',  Uncle  jay,,  he  even  saw 

"';''""'y""'<now,  l,c.|.ateJ,o; 
^'>   lie  wtu  with  ,,„„e  other  «,>! 
An'tl,.„hel,c.-,r,lt;,..ao»„"II,,,.|,,„,» 
^'>   saw  tl,c  liorsis  wheel  an'  whi,^ 
An...«,I  the  ri„K,  an'  hear,!  the  ,i„„ 
J   "'^•■>':"W"a<'l.rM.msslin,  whi„- 
■'.t  that  whole  Circus.  UncU-  sai,! 
"  '"=  ""  '""■'Ic  tlic  oKl  man's  h.a.l  I 

An-  Uncle  said,  he  <li,h,'t  fi„,i 
H.9  .lauKluor  all  that  afternnon- 

An- her  Ma  say,  slK.'ll|,„e  |,or  mind 

■f  th<y  ,|<,„'t  find  her  pnrty  s<...„  I 
''nt,  tlumgl,  ,h,.y  looK,,,  „„  ,,,,.  ^„.  ^,^^^1 
There  fer  the  ni«ht  |.'f.,nnance-n„(      ' 
>.o  use  at  alll-they  never  lai.l 
n-|r,ve:,.,her.    An' th...  they  p,„ 

,,."■';  "'""'  ""*•  »"•  •'"■  old  man  ..hook 

""  "^*  "'  ""  "•«•  ""vn,  an'  then 

••^I'ook  it  np  at  the  ninnn  ag'in 

A"' .^aid  his  time 'ml  come,  someday  I 
An  jerked  the  line.,  an'  driv  nw.aj-. 

Uncle  l,e  ., aid.  he '.pcct,  that  night. 
'?  "'''  """'^  >"•■«'''"  yet  when  they 

"nve  past  the  young  m.,n'spI.-,o,..  an' h,.,,r 
A  nddic  lliere.  an'  .see  a  light 
'"«i<le,  an'  .shad.lers  ligl,t  an'  gay 
A-dancin'  'crost  the  winder-hlini.. 

,  -  ■•'"'*  ^''"I'-  '-r-lde  yelled,  '■hay! 
What   pears  to  he  the  Imrry-hey.?- 
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But  the  old  man  ist  whipped  ihc  Uiics 

An'  streaked  past  like  a  runaway ! 

An"  now  you'll  be  surprised,  I  b..t ! - 

I  hardly  ain't  quit  laugliin'  yet 

Wlien  Vi.cic  say,  that  jamboree 

An'  dance  an'  all-w'y,  that's  a  sign 

That  any  old  man  ort  to  see, 

As  plain  as  8  and  1  makes  9, 

That  they's  a  'iVcJdin'  wite  inside 

That  very  house-he's  wbippin'  so 

To  git  apast— an',  sir  1  the  bride 

There's  his  own  daughter!    Yes.  an'  oh  I 

She's  my  Ma  now— an'  young  man  she 

Cot  married,  he's  my  Pa!     IVhooH'-' 

But  Uncle  say  to  not  laugh  all 

The  laugliin'  yet,  but  please  save  some 

To  kind  o'  spice  up  what'is  to  come ! 

Then  Uncle  say,  about  next  day 

The  neiglibers  they  begin  to  call 

An'  wish  'em  well,  an'  say  how  glad 

An*  proud  an'  tickled  ever*  way 

Tl-.eir  friends  all  is-an'  how  they  had 

The  lovin'  prayers  of  ever'  one 

Tliat  had  homes  of  their  own !    But  none 

Said  nothin'  'bout  the  home  that  she ' 

Had  run  away  from !    So  she  sighed 

Sometimes-an'  wunst  she  purt'  nigh  cried. 

Well,  Uncle  say,  her  old  Pa,  he 
Ist  hl;e  to  died,  he  wuz  so  mad! 
An'  her  Ma,  too!    But  by-an'-by 
They  cor'  down  some. 
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An'  'bout  a  week, 
She  want  to  see  lier  Ma  so  bad, 
"he  tliink  sbe'll  liaf  to  go  I    An'  so 
She  coax  him;  an'  he  kiss  her  check 
An'  say,  Lord  bless  her,  course  they'll  g„I 
An',  Uncle  say,  wlien  they're  bofe  come 
A-knockiii'  there  at  her  old  home— 
W'y,  first  he  know,  the  door  it  flew 
Open,  all  quick,  an'  she's  jerked  in, 
An',  quicker  still,  the  door's  banged  to 
An'  locked :  an'  crosst  the  winder-sill 
The  old  man  pokes  a  shotgun  througli 
An'  says  to  gill    "Vou  stold  my  child," 
lie  :;uj-.s ;  "an',  now  she's  back,  ^^•y,  yoii 
Clear  out,  this  minute,  cr  I'll  kill 
You !    Yes,  an'  I  'ull  kill  her,  too, 
F-f  yon  don't  go  !"    An'  then,  all  wild, 
His  yotuig  wife  bcjrs  him  please  to  go! 
An'  so  he  turn'  an'  wulk'— all  slow 
An'  prde  as  dcilh,  but  awful  still 
An'  ca'm—bark  to  the  gate,  an'  on 
Into  the  road,  where  he  had  gone 
So  many  times  alone,  you  know  1 
An'.  Uncle  say,  a  whippcrwill 
Holler  so  lonesome,  as  he  go 
On  back  to'rds  home,  he  say  he  'spec' 
He  ist  'ud  like  to  wring  its  neck ! 
An'  I  ain't  think  he's  goin'  back 
All  by  hisse'f— but  Uncle  say 
That's  what  he  does,  an'  it's  a  fac'  1 

An'  'pears-like  he's  gone  back  to  slay— 
'Cause  there  he  stick',  ist  thataway, 
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An'  don't  go  nowhere'?  any  niurc, 
Ncr  ilon't  nobody  ever  sfc 
Him  set  liis  foot  outside  tlie  door- 
Till  'bout  five  days,  a  boy  lopcd  down 
Tbc  road,  a-comin'  past  from  town. 
An'  he  called  to  him  from  tlie  gate 
An'  sent  the  old  man  word:  He's  thought 
Things  over  now  ;  an",  while  ho  hale 
To  lose  his  wife,  he  think  slie  ought 
To  mind  her  Pa  an'  Ma  an'  do 
Whatever  Ihcy  advise  her  to. 
An'  sends  word,  too,  to  come  an'  fiit 
Her  new  things  an'  the  furnichur 
That  he  had  special'  bought  fer  licr— 
'Cause,  now  that  they  wuz  goin'  to  quit, 
She's  free  to  ist  have  all  of  it  ;— 
So,  fer  his  love  fer  her,  he  say 
To  come  an'  git  it,  witc  away. 
An'  fpaiig!  that  very  afUrnoon, 
Here  come  her  Ma-ist  'hout  as  soon 
As  old  man  could  hitch  up  an'  toll 
Her  "hurry  back  1"    An'  'bout  as  <iuick 
As  she's  drove  there  to  where  my  Pa— 
I  mean  to  where  her  son-in-law- 
Lives  at,  he  meets  her  at  the  door 
All  smilin',  tliough  he's  awful  pale 
An"  trimbly— like  he's  ist  been  sick; 
He  take  her  in  th.e  house— An',  'fore 
She  knows  it,  they's  a  cellar-door 
Shet  on  her,  an'  she  hears  the  click 
Of  a' old  rusty  padlock!    Then, 
Uncle,  he  say,  she  kind  o'  stands 

306 


h  • 


THE   HOOSIER   BOOK 

An'  t!iink:i-an'  tliink.s-a.r  thinks  ag'in- 
An'  tnayby  thinks  of  Iitr  own  child 
Locked  up-h-ke  her!    An'  Uncle  .-.miled, 
An'  I  ist  laujjhcd  an'  clapped  inv  liaiuM' 
An'  there  she  stayed!    An'  she  can  cry 
Ist  all  she  want !  an'  yell  an'  kick 
To  ist  her  heart's  content!  an'  try 
To  pry  ont  wiv  a  quiltin'-stick! 
But  Uncle  say  he  guess  at  last 
She  'hout  give  up,  an'  holler'  through 
The  dour-crack  fer  to  please  to  be 
So  kind  an'  good  as  send  an'  tell 
The  old  man,  like  she  want  him  t.^ 
To  come,  'fore  night,  an*  set  her  free, 
Kr— they  wtiz  rats  down  there !    An'  yell 
She  did,  till.  Uncle  say,  it  soured 
The  morning's  milk  in  the  hack  yard  ' 
But  all  the  answer  reached  her,  where 
She's  skeercd  so  in  tho  dark  down  th.    e, 
Wuz  ist  a  mutterin'  that  she  heard— 
"I've  sent  him  word!— I've  sent  him  teord:' 
An'  shore  enough,  as  Uncle  say. 
He  has  "sent  word!" 

Well,  it's  plum  night 
An'  all  the  house  is  shet  up  tight— 
Only  one  winder  'bout  half-way 
Raised  up.  you  know ;  an'  ain't  no  light 
Inside  the  whole  house.  Uncle  say. 
Then,  first  you  know,  there  where  the  team 
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Stands  hitched  yet,  there  the  old  man  stands- 

A'  old  tin  lantern  in  his  hands 

All"  monkey-wrench ;  an'  he  don't  seem 

To  make  things  out,  a-standin'  there. 

lie  comes  on  to  the  gate  an'  feels 

An'  fumbles  fer  the  latch— then  hears 

A  voice  that  chills  him  to  the  heels— 

••Vou  hahl  an'  stand  right  where  you  airl" 

Then,  sirl  my— my— his  son-in-law. 

There  at  the  winder  wiv  his  gnn. 

He  till  tlie  old  man  what  he's  done : 

"Von  hold  w.v  wife  a  prisoner— 

An'  your  wife,  drat  yc !  I've  got  her! 

An'  now,  sir,"  Uncle  s:iy  he  say, 

"You  ist  turn  round  an'  climl)  witc  in 

That  wagon,  an'  drive  home  ag'in 

An'  bring  my  wife  back  wite  away, 

An'  we'll  trade  tlien— an'  not  before 

Will  I  unlock  my  cellar-door— 

Not  fer  your  wife's  sake  ner  your  own, 

But  «iy  wife's  sake— an'  hers  alone !" 

An',  Uncle  say,  it  don't  sound  like 

It's  so,  but  yet  it  is !— He  say. 

From  wite  then,  somepin'  seem'  to  strike 

The  old  man's  funny-bone  some  way ; 

An',  minute  more,  that  team  o'  his 

Went  tearin'  down  the  road  k'wlil:! 

An'  in  the  same  two-forty  style 

Come  whizzin'  back !    An'  oh,  that-air 

Sweet  girl  a-cryin'  all  the  while, 
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Tl.liila.,'  aln,ut  her  Xt^  tlKTc,  ,I,et 
I"  M<T  „w„  dangluer's  cellar,  wliere 
1st  uxvk  „r  so  ,/„■•,  k,„.  ,,„„,^,  ,|,^,^^_ 
i'lie  liadn't  time  to  clean  it  yet  I 
So  wlien  her  Pa  an'  her  they  git 

1 1"?-"''  ""•'  ^■"""*f  '-'"  «"!,•  a,,'  kis, 
f '.  '";*-'  '"■^'  ""  ^''e  make  him  c,„it 
An   ask  him  where  her  „„„l,er  i. 
An'  then  he  smile'  an'  try  ,.,  ,„„  . 

Tl.enslo.,v-likeh„,|,l,-oM,,,,lw'hkey 
An  hlow  a'  oat-luill  out  of  it 

A"' then  stoop  d,„,„  „K.re  where  he's  sot 
"or  Ma  locked  ,„.  so  keerf„lly-_ 

An- where,,  ite  there,  ho  say  he  thonght 
It  or   to  heen  //„•  old  »,«„_though 
t-  "Cle,  he  say,  he  reckon  not- 

^Vlien  ont  she  hoimced,  all  tickled  so 
1  o  taste  fresh  air  ag'in  an'  find 

I-  folks  wunst  more,  an' grah' her  child 
Am   cry  an'  la„gl,,  „„•  even  g.i 

An-  hug  the  old  man  ;  an'  he  wh.d 

Hermhisarms,an'langh,an'pat 
Her  hack,  a,.'  say  he's  riconciled. 
In  such  a  happy  scene  as  that 
To  swap  his  daughter  for  herVfa 
An-  have  so  smart  a  son-in-law 
AsM..vhad!    "Yes.  an' he's  mv  Pa." 
Ilaugh  an'yell'.-Hooray-hooraw!" 
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16:!         Almost  Beyond  Endurance 

I  AIN'T  a-j!oiii'  10  cry  no  more,  no  more! 
I'm  Kot  ear-;iclie,  an'  Ma  eun't  make 
It  (luit  :i-tall; 

An'  Carlo  bite  my  rubljer-ball 
An'  puncture  it ;  an'  Sis  slie  take 
An-  poke'  my  k.iife  down  tV.rough  tlie  stal.k-nour 

An'  loozeil  it— Iilamc  it  all  I 
But  I  ain't  goin'  to  cry  no  more,  no  more ! 

An'  Aunt  Mame  urolc  she's  comin',  an'  slie  can't- 
Folks  is  omc  thcn-!-An'  I  don't  care 

Slie  is  my  yVuntl 
An'  my  eye??  stings ;  an'  I'm 
1st  cou;;hin'  all  tlic  time, 
An'  hurts  n.e  so,  an'  where  my  side's  so  sore 
Gramp.i  felt  where,  an'  he 
Says  "Mayhy  it's  pkitrusi'!" 
But  I  ain't  goin'  to  cry  no  more,  no  more ! 

An'  I  clumhed  up  an'  nen  failed  off  the  fence. 

An"  Herbert  he  ist  laugh  at  mel 
An'  my  fi'-cents 
It  stickcd  in  my  tin  bank,  an'  I  ist  tore 

Purt'  nigli  by  thumbnail  off,  a-tryin'  to  git 

It  out-nen  smash  itl-An'  it's  in  there  yitl 
Bu'.  1  ain't  goin'  to  cry  no  more,  no  more  I 
Oo!  I'm  so  wickud!— An'  my  hrcatli's  so  hot— 

Ist  like  I  run  an'  don't  res'  none 

hen  T  ought  to  not; 


But  ist  run  on  w 
Yes,  an'  my  chin 
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An'  lips',  all  war,,y,  a..'  t.clh's  .„  fa„ 

A..   '.^  a  place  i„  ,„y  ,l,r„a,  I  can't  swall.'r  p  ,„. 

All'  tlK-y  all  hurt  so  !_ 

All'  oil,  my-oli! 
I'm  a-stirtin*  a^'in— 

I'm  a-./„n,V  a«'i„,  I,„t  I  .,„,v,  f,.r  s!„,r..' ^ 


'^3  The  Ltspcr 

pT.SmMINGUS/,V^,,  she  docs! 
-L^     She  lives  wife  acrosst  from  us 

'"  Miz,  Ayers',,^  l,„u,sc  'at  she 
^'■iits  part  lo  the  Mi„g„s„z._ 

Ves,  ail'  i:isic  plays  wiv  me. 

r:iM'e  lisps  so,  she  can't  say 
Her  own  name,  ist  anyxmyl— 

She  sa\'s  "Rlthv"    VA- .  *i 

j:>    ■'-"".V  —like  they  wuz 
leathers  on  her  word.,  an'  they 
1st  stick  on  her  tonsue  like  fuzz. 

^|i"  she's /.„./j.,  tl,o„gl,!_^^„.  ^^,,^^_^ 
5>lic  list's,  w'y,  she's  purty  „„,  t 

When  she  idlecl  me,  vvunst,  her  ,I„1I 
Wiiz  so  "thweet,"  an'  I  p'ten' 

/  lisp  too,-, he  laush'-'ai's  alli- 
en 
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She  don't  never  git  i  ail  none— 
•Car  -  she  know  I'm  ist  in  fun.— 

F.lsie  slie  ain't  one  bit  sp'iled.— 
Of  all  cliilderns— ever'  one— 

Slie's  the  laJyIikcst  child  !— 

My  Ma  say  she  is  I  One  time 
I'.lsie  start  to  say  the  rhyme, 

"Tiling  a  thong  o'  thixpenth' 
I  ist  .v.-//.'   An'  Ma  say  I'm 

Unpolite  as  I  can  be  1 

Wunst  I  went  wiv  Ma  to  call 
On  F.lsie's  Ma,  an'  eat  an'  all ; 

An'  neu  F.lsie,  when  we've  et. 
An'  we're  pla\  in'  in  the  hall, 

F.lsie  say :  It's  etihett 


-irv.,-.'.' 


Fer  young  gentlenicns,  like  me, 
F.atin'  when  they's  company, 

Not  to  never  ever  crowd 
Down  their  food,  ncr  "tliip  their  tea 

Ner  thiip  thoop  so  awful  loud!" 
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Our  Betsy 

Us  CHILDFRN'S  all  so  lonesome, 
W'r  hardly  want  to  y/.iy 
Or  fl;ip  or  swiu'j  or  nnythiug,— 
'Cause  Betsy  slu-'s  away! 
JI2 
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S'.c's  gone  .o  sec  l,cr  p.ople 
At  1,„  ol,,  l,.,„,e.-B„,  „,,„_ 

Oh'  every  clnl,!',,  jist  be  wiM 
^\ hen  she's  back  here  again! 

'"'""P'y-dn„J,.„  tlu-n' 

She's  lik-c  a  M,otl,er  to  us 
A,„I  lik,  .,,  ,i„^.^^  ,,^_^__ 

O  .  ^he's  a.  swe,.t  as  „,;„«,  „  ,„ 

^^hena/ltl,ed,Wstl,rong,,; 

^"<".eyf,o  bear  b„  ,„„,,,,, 
„  •■\"'""'-'<"  hear  l,,r  ,,■„,.'_ 
To  ';ave  ber  back  is  all  we  laclc 


Of  ba 


vin'  cvcrytluncjf 


CIIORCS 

"  '""'fty-dooden  the, ' 

0!.!so„,cn,ay  sail  tbenortber,,  lakes. 
>■">    U,  f«re,K„  U„uU. 

O    77r-^^^'^'^-"''i.Va,neb.ss,>e,.k 
Or  Imha's  golden  sands; 
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Or  sDiiK'  may  ko  t.>  Kukoiiio, 
A'lil  soino  111  Maikinac— 

Hilt  I'll  Kii  iliiwii  III  Mi>rj!aiiti)Wii 
To  fctcli  our  Ucby  batk. 


77i,'Pi  il's  7f//.>../'/.\'-(/. "•/•/;.'  ,l<i''(i<-n.'~ 

U'hoiiply-do.idiii  Hun; 
Oh!  il's  whool<ly-diu<fly  tinuih-n. 

When  Pclsy's  hack  oyni'ii.' 


165  I  i:c  'ioy-Balloon 

'■piIi'.Y  wuz  a  15iK  Day  wiitist  in  Icwn, 
1      An'  little  Jason's  Pa 
Biiycd  him  a  little  toy-lialloon, 

Tlie  first  lie  ever  saw. — 
An'  oil !  Imt  Jase  wuz  morc'n  iinnul, 

A-liol(lin'  to  the  string 
And  scrougin'  tlirougli  the  grea'-liig  crowd, 

To  licar  the  Glee  Clul)  sing. 

The  Glee  Clul)  it  wiu  goin'  to  sing 

In  old  Masonic  Hall; 
An'  Siicakin',  it  wuz  in  there,  too, 

An'  soldiers,  folks  an'  all : 
An'  Jason's  Pa  he  git  a  seat 

An'  set  down  purty  soon, 
A-holdin'  little  Jase,  an'  him 

A-holdin'  his  balloon. 
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All'  «|iile  ,|,p  v;„    I     .  . 

_     An    tVlT-lioily  slill-.  ' 

•»-JilIni   m  (o  kill!— 
•*"  «"■■'''  lip  in  tile  air  ^ 

Am- Jase  ,.,.„„,,  „,j^.^^.^ 
,.:,    "  \"'^"'    ""■  ^l""il'  'l.nvn- 

-V'  in.t  ,l,c  cili,,,  .,,^.  .,„  „,^,^^ 
W  licrc  ivcr'l,o,ly  saw 

■"'   'I'O':  Jason's  Ta! 

But  when  Ks  Pa  hepackc.l  ,„„,„„ 

A-.,crc.annn'-nc„  ,|„  crowd 
I-ookcl  ilown  an'  luislu-.l-till  ,!„.,.  ,     .    , 

A"   ncn,,,.  .speaker,  „,adan-'pale. 
Jim  tun,e,l  an'  left  ,he  s.a„,| 

"  f  V""'  '■"  "'■•■  f ■'^■"  t'i".-"nail 

(-o'uiiil.y,  Happy  Lan,i'" 
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Old  Cranny  Dusk 


/-.I.D  Cranny  Dn.k.  .ben  the  ,un  Roc,  down, 
U     Here  W..  come,  into  thish-ycr  town  1 

Out  o-  the  «ct  black  woo.l,  nn'  swam,.* 
In  she  truil.^cs  an'  trails  an'  tromp— 
^UU  Uer  Im  Mn.>onnet  all  .lot.,.y  »n^    ~ 
,W  lar  clnActy  .1.0CS,  an'  lar  uM  M.ak  K 

Here  .;..a,nus  into  tlnsl.-y.-r  town. 

OUl  Granny  Du.k,  wlan  tl.o  batsl.gin 

Toflaparonn.l.  comes  a-tron,i-.""<l 

A„-  the  k..ly,lias  they  rasp  an    ^vlnr, 
A,,.heli«U.nin'-l,n«,alll.i:nkat/.<-r 

An'  the  old  llol.-t->d  tnr,.s  .n  Ins  t  unnbs 

A      the  bnn«lin'  June-bn«  b--  j'"''-  ;,. 
An'tbeI!nlUrogcr.aks,"OlKrc.;.,-con,c>. 

Old  Granny  Dusk,  though  Vm'feardo' yon, 

Shore-fer-certain  I'm  sorry,  too_ 
•Cause  you  look  as  lonesome  ar    s    ■      ^ 
.\s  a  mother 'afs  lost  ever' clnld  she  hal. 

Yet  never  a  child  in  thish-yer  town 
OinRs  at  yer  hand  eryer  old  black  gown, 

i;  kisses  the  face  you're  a-bendm' down. 
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i^>r       naty  mul/s  circns-suo:.- 

AT  nil.LV  >rilJ.|R's  Circs-Show- 
.     In  ilirir  ol.l  M,,l,li.  wli.ro  i-'s  al    - 
Tlio  lM)ys  i)ajs  Uv.iily  |;i„s  to  f.,.. 
An'  viis  ilici-  ni.in.;.'      ..nil  ;,|  ,!,,,i!_. 
'CanM'  Hilly  li,.  cm  .  !lii,l,  aii.l  .iMlk 
His  sloikiii'-uit  an'  |,Mrf  ninl.      ,11; 
\  lislit-rupr  -yc'!.  an'  ,/  In.  fall 
H.'ll  kcuh.  an-  •M.in  a  .Ml"     '..i',  all  I 

He  aiiii  afiarj  to  Mvins  an.l  liai.K 
l-tl,y  hi,  icKs!— au'iiiajl.y  stup 

All'  \.-\\    |,,„,k  onl  '"  an'  lun     k-spanK! - 
Hell  lit  loose,  iipsiiU-Oowii,  an'  <li,.p 
W.teoM  his  liancM    An' 11,11  WW  il„ 
•■t'onlortion-,,.!--      ,-,t  li,„h,r  thiont;!, 
As  "liijariiMuT  M,  ,„"  'at  (.,„s 
Willi  ^ll()rl•  f,:r-c,ii:,iii  liuii-    ho«.| 


At  rillly  Mi||,r'<  Ciiai^-Slhuv 
Hi's  not  a  circiis-riiij.— an'  ll 
A  iln-Aii 


h  J  s 
nr-roiini,— isii's  he  can  go 
An'  (Iri'ss  ai 


paint  np  wlan  he  plays 
He's  soniepin'  else  .--'cans,-  sometimes  lie's 
"Ringniastc  r"— Iiossin'  like  lie  please— 
An'  s,,inelinu.s  '■[•■.plialjint"— er  ■'Kare- 
Haek  Rider,"  pranciii'  out  o'  there! 

An'  sonietiiiies— an'  tlie  liest  of  all!— 

He's  "Tlie  01,1  CloiMi,"  an'  got  .,„  clo'es 

All  stripiirl,--aii'  white  hat.  all  tall 

An'  p,  :,Uii.l —lit-..  :.,   5I.   _    <,,  a     u 

'    -     •■^•-    "'  ^tu.re  titiit   snorts, — 

J'7 
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An'  got  three-cornered  red-mark        o, 
On  his  white  cl.eeks-i5t  like  tl.cy  do. - 

An*  v.iuM  ist  die,  the  way  he  smss 
An- dances  an-  says  funny  things! 


i68  Good-By  cr  IIozvdy-Do 

SAY  good-hy  er  howdy-do— 
Whafs  tlie  odds  betwixt  the  two? 
Comin'-goin',  ev'ry  day- 
Best  friends  first  to  go  away— 
Grasp  of  hands  you'd  ruther  hoUl 
Than  their  weiglit  in  solid  gold 
Slips  their  grip  while  greetin'  you.- 
Say  good-hy  er  howdy-do! 

Ilowdy-do,  and  then,  good-hy- 
Mixesjes' like  laugh  and  cry; 
Deaths  and  l.irths,  and  worst  and  best. 
Tangled  their  contrariest ; 
F.v'ry  jinglin'  weddin'-bell 
Sk-rrin'  up  some  funer'l  knell — 
Here's  .ny  song,  and  there's  your  sigh.- 
Howdy-do,  and  then,  good-by! 

Say  good-by  er  howdy-do— 
Jes'  the  same  to  me  and  you ; 
•Tain't  wortli  while  to  make  no  fuss, 
•Cause  the  job's  put  up  on  us  1 
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Some  One's  rimniii'  tliis  concern 
That's  got  notliin'  else  to  learn  : 
F.f  lie's  willin',  we'll  pull  tliroiisli— 
Say  good-by  er  howdy-do  I 


NcTcr  Talk  Back 


"j^l-.VFR  talk  Lack!  sich  things  is  rcppcrlienMhlc; 

i  ^      A   feller  only  hurts  hisse'f  that  jaws  a  man   that's 

hot; 
in  a  quarrel,  ef  you'll  only  keep  yuur  mouth  shet  and  act 
sensihle, 
The  man  that  docs  the  talkin'  'II  yit  worste.l  ev,  ry  shot! 

Xever  talk  hack  to  a  feller  that's  ahuMii'  you— 

Jes'  let  him  carry  on,  and  rip,  and  snort,  and  swear : 
And  when  he  fmds  his  blamin'  and  dcfamin'  's  je,'  amusin' 
you, 
You've  Rot  him  clean  kaflummixcd,— and  jou   want  to 
hold  him  there! 

Never  talk  hack,  and  wake  up  the  whole  community 
And  call  a  nun  a  liar,  over  Law,  er  Politics.^- 

Vou  can   lift  and   land  him   furder  and   with  gracefuller 
impunity 
With  one  good  jolt  of  silence  than  half  a  dozen  kicks! 
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770  Me  and  Mary 

ALL  my  fetUn's  in  the  Spring 
(;its  so  blame  contrary, 
I  can't  think  of  anything 

Only  mc  and  Mary ! 
"Mc  and  Mary!"  all  the  time, 
"Me  and  Mary!"  like  a  rhyme, 
Keeps  a-dingin'  on  till  I'm 
Sick  o'  "Me  and  Mary !" 

"Me  and  Mary !    Kf  us  two 

Only  was  together^ 
Playin'  like  we  used  to  do 
In  the  Aprile  weather!" 
All  the  night  and  all  the  day 
I  keep  wisliin'  thalaway 
Till  I'm  gittin'  old  and  gray 
Jus'  on  "Me  and  Mary!" 

Muddy  yit  along  the  pike 
Sence  the  Winter's  frcezin'. 

And  the  orchard's  back'ard-like 
Bloomin'  out  this  season ; 

Only  heerd  one  bluebird  yit— 

Nary  robin  ner  tomtit; 

What's  the  liow  and  why  of  it? 
'Spcct  it's  "Me  and  Mary!" 

Me  and  Mary  liked  the  birds — 
That  is.  Miiry  sort  o' 

Liked  'em  first,  and  afterwards, 
W''y,  I  thought  I'd  ort  *o. 
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And  tliem  birds-ef  Mary  stood 
Right  lierc  with  me,  like  she  sho.ild- 
They'd  be  sh.gi,,',  ,|„.„,  i^j^j,  „^y,j_ 
All  fer  me  and  Mary. 

lairds  er  not,  I'm  hopin'  some 

I  can  git  to  plowin'l 
F-f  the  sun'll  only  come, 
And  the  Lord  allowiil'. 
Guess  to-morry  I'll  turn  in 
And  jrit  down  to  work  ag'in  ; 
This  here  loaferin'  won't  win. 
Nut  fer  mv.  and  Mary  I 

FtT  a  man  that  loves,  like  me, 

And's  afeard  to  name  it, 
Till  some  other  fclkr,  be 

Gits  thegir|_,|.,,|.,l,a,nj..;,| 
Wet  cr  dry,  er  clouds  er  sim- 
VVinter  g„„e  er  jes'  U-K,m_ 
Outdoor  work  fer  nie  er  none. 

No  more  "Me  and  Mary  I" 


J7T 


Fire  at  Night 

pTREI    Fire!    Ring  I  and  ring  I 

t      "!f^ 'he  old  bell  bang  and  ding  I 
J'irel    Fire ! 'way  at  niglit,- 

Can't  you  bear .?_!  think  you  might  1- 
Cant  you  bear  tbem-airelangin' bells'- 
Wy,  /can't  hear  notlmi' else  I 
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Fire  1    Ain't  you  'wake  at  last  I— 
Hear  them  horses  poundin'  past — 
Hear  that  ladder-wagon  grind 
Round  the  corner  1— and,  behind, 
Hear  the  hose-cart,  turnin'  short, 
And  the  horses  slip  anu  snort. 
As  the  engine's  clank-and-jar 
Jolts  the  whole  street,  near  and  far. 
Firei    Firel     Firel     Fire! 
Can't  you  h'ist  that  winder  higher? 
La  I  they've  all  got  past  like  "scat !" 
Night's  as  black  as  my  old  hat— 
And  it's  rainin',  too,  at  that!    .    .    . 
Wonder  wliere  their  old  fire's  at ! 


.1  rail-Crick  I'iczv  of  the  r.arlh- 
qiiakc 

I  KIN  hump  my  back  and  take  the  rain, 
And  I  don't  keer  how  she  pours ; 
I  kin  keep  kind  o'  ca'm  in  a  tliunder-storm. 

No  matter  how  loud  slie  roars; 
I  hain't  much  skeercd  o'  the  lightnin' 

Ner  I  hain't  sich  awful  shakes 
Afeard  o'  cyclones-AiMt  I  don't  want  non» 
0'  ycr  dad-burned  old  cartliquakes ! 

As  long  as  my  legs  keeps  stiddy, 
And  long  as  my  head  keeps  pi  im'. 

And  the  buildin'  stays  in  the  front  lot, 
I  still  kin  whistle,  some  I 
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But  about  the  time  tlie  old  clock 

Flops  off'n  the  mr  itel-shclf, 
And  the  hurcau  skoots  fer  the  kitchen, 

Im  a-goin'  to  skoot,  myself! 

Plaguc-takel  cf  you  keep  me  stabled 

While  any  earthquakes  is  around  I- 
I'm  jes'  like  the  stock-l'll  heller 

And  break  fer  the  open  ground! 
And  I  'low  you'<l  be  as  nervous, 

And  in  jes'  about  my  fix, 
When  your  uhole  farm  slides  from  inunder  you 

And  or.  y  the  mor'gage  sticks  1 

Now  cars  hain't  a-goin'  to  kill  you 

F-f  you  don't  drive  'crost  the  track; 
Crediters  never'll  jerk  you  up 

Ff  you  go  and  pay  'em  back  • 
You  kin  stand  all  moral  and  mundane  storm, 

I'-f  you'll  .m'y  jis'  beliavc— 
But  a'  HART.>QuAKE:-well,  ef  it  wanted  y„„ 
n   ud  husk  you  out  o'yer  grave! 


1/3 


Spirils  at  Home 

THE  FAMILY 


And  Lou,  and  r.llen,  and  John  and  me- 
And  Father  was  killed  in  the  war,  and  Lou 
'    '■  '''"'  "'  ^""si'nipilun,  and  John  did  too 

And  l-mmy  she  went  w.th  the  pleurisy. 
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THE  SPIRITS 

Fatlicr  believed  in  'em  all  his  life— 

But  Mother,  at  first,  slie'd  shake  her  head- 
Till  after  the  hatlle  of  Champion  Hill. 
When  many  a  flag  in  the  winder-sill 

Had  crape  mixed  in  with  the  white  and  red! 

I  used  to  doubt  'em  myself  till  then— 

But  me  and  Mother  was  satisfied 
When  I'.llen  she  set,  and  Father  came 
And  rapped  "God  Bless  Vou !"  and  Mother's  name. 

And  "The  Flag's  up  here  1"    .    .    .    And  we  all  just 
cried. 

Used  to  come  to  us  often,  after  that, 

And  talk  to  us— just  as  he  used  to  do, 
Pleasantest  kind !    And  once,  for  John, 
He  said  lie  was  "lonesome,  but  wouldn't  let  on— 
Fear  if  other  would  worry,  and  I'.mmy  and  I.ou  " 

But  I.ou  was  the  bravest  girl  on  earth — 
For  all  she  never  was  hale  and  strong. 
She'd  have  her  fun !— With  her  voice  clean  lost 
She'd  laugh  and  joke  us  that  "when  sJw  crossed 
To  Father,  i^^e'd  all  come  taggin'  along!" 

Died— just  that  way!    And  the  raps  was  tliick 

That  night,  as  they  often  since  occur, 
Fxtry  loud !    And  when  Lou  got  back 
She  said  it  was  Father  and  her— and  "whack!" 
She  tuk  the  table— and  we  knowed  ht-r! 
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Jolin  a.Kl  Emmy,  i„  Cue  vonrs  m,.u- 

Butl,  l,a,l  wcnt.-Ancl  it  s.emcl  like  fate 
I'or  tl,e  oI,l  l.omc  it  l.„n,t  cl„„n.-I!„t  Jane 


>ne  and  ICIIeii  we  luiilt  aiiai,, 


Ami 
The  new  li„use,  liere,  on  tlie  oM  estate. 

An,I  a  liappier  family  I  don't  know 

Of  «".vwlicres-unles9  it's  llicm  — 
FatlK-r,  with  all  l,is  love  for  Lot.' 
And  !,er  there  with  him,  and  healthy   to,, 

And  laiighin',  with  John  and  little  I'm.  ' 

And,  first  wc  moved  in  the  «.•»  house  here 
_    They  all  ,lro,,pe,|  i„  for  a  long  powwow  ■ - 

V\e  hke  your  Iniildin',  of  course."  Lou  said  _ 
"But  wouldn't  .swap  with  you  to  save  your  l,el,l-_ 
i-or  av  hve  in  the  ghost  of  the  old  house  now  '" 


■f/--/        Some  Cliristmas  Yomujstcrs 


THE   STRICNGTH   OF   TIIK  WKAK 

TAST  Chris'mus.  little  Benny 
■L'     \\  uzn't  sick  so  had,— 
Now  he's  had  the  wor.it  spell 

Ever  yet  he  had. 
I'-ver'  Chris'mus-mornirj;,  thou.t,.li, 

He'll  p'tcnd  as  if 
He's  asleep-an-  first  yn.i  know 

He's  got  your  "Chris'mus-gif!" 
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Pa  lie's  good  to  all  of  us 

All  the  time;  but  when, 
Ever'  time  it's  Chris'mus, 

He's  as  good-again  !— 
'Sides  our  toys  an'  candy, 

F"er'  Cliris'mus,  he 
Gives  us  all  a  quarter, 

Certain  as  can  be  1 

Pa,  this  morning,  tiptoe'  in 

To  mal  c  the  fire,  you  know. 
Long  'fore  it's  daylight, 

An'  all's  ice  an'  snow ! — 
An'  Benny  holler,  "Cbris'mus-ijif'l" 

An"  Pa  jump  an'  say, 
"You'll  only  git  a  dollar  if 

You  skcer  me  thataway  1" 


THE  LITTLE  QUESTIONER 

Babe  she's  so  always 

Wantin'  more  to  hear 
All  about  Santy  Claus, 

An'  says:  "Mommy  dear, 
Where's  Santy's  home  at 

When  he  ain't  aivayf— 
An'  is  they  Mizzii^  Santy  Claus 

An'  link  folks— say?— 
Chris'mus,  Santy's  always  here— 

Don't  they  want  him,  too? 
When  it  ain't  Chris'mus 

What  does  he  do?" 
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TAKKNTAI.  (  ilRISr.M  AS   I'RKJiKNTS 

Parunts  don't  git  toys  an'  tilings, 

Like  you'd  think  tlicy  rul/u-r.— 
Mighty  fumiy  Chris'mus-gif's 

Parunts  givus  each  other!— 
Pa  give  Ma  a  barrel  o'  (lour, 

An'  Ma  slie  give  to  Pa 
The  nicest  dinin'-lable 

She  know  he  ever  saw  I 


3»7 


MORNING 

175  ' '  Iloosicr  Calendar 

JANUAKY 

BLEAK  January !   Cold  as  f:ito, 
And  ever  colder— cvor  keener— 
Our  very  liair  cut  while  we  wait 

r.y  winds  that  clip  it  ever  cleaner: 
Cold  ;is  a  miser's  buried  gold, 

Or  iietlie  -deeps  of  old  tradition — 
Jccins  III'      ry!  you're  a  cold 
•  ,  oposition ! 


You,  February,— seem  to  be 

Old  January's  understudy, 
But  play  the  part  too  vandeville-y, — 

With  wind  too  moist  and  snow  too  nuiddy- 
You  overfreezc  and  overthaw^ 

Your  "ITos'lcr  Jo'Mikc  recitation 
But  hints  that  you're,  at  best,  a  raw 
Imitation. 
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Aiul,  Marcli,  you've  got  n.,  friends  to  spare  - 
Warm  friends,  I  mean-nnless  c..,il-(Kalers. 

Or  (jas-w.ll  ownei  ;,  pipi,,'  ^luri. 
The  piper's  paid-al.uve  all  spielers ; 

Von  arc  a  niont'i,  too,  of  complex 
Perversities  I.eyond  solntion— 

A  sort  o'  "loveliest  of  your  sex" 
Institution! 


But,  April,  wlicn  you  kind  o'  come 
A-sa'nterin'  down  along  our  roadway. 

The  bars  is  down,  and  we're  at  home, 
And  you're  as  welcome  as  a  show-day  I 

First  thnig  wc  know,  the  sunshine  falls 
Spnng-Iiko,  and  drenches  all  Creation 

With  that-'cre  ba'ni  the  poet  calls 
Inspiration." 


And  May!-It's  warm  in'  jest  U  sec 

The  crick  thawed  clear  ag'in  and  dancin'- 
Pear-Iike  it's  tickled  'most  as  ,«,• 

A-pranciii'  'crosst  it  with  my  pants  on  ! 
And  then  to  hear  the  bluebird  whet 

His  old  song  up  and  lance  it  throngh  vou 
Clean  tiirough  the  boy's  heart  beatiu'  yet-  " 
Hallylooya  I 
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JL'NB 


June — 'LI,  I  jest  git  dofcd  on  June  I — 
The  trees  and  grass  all  at  tlieir  Rrwneit— 

The  rounil  earth  swung  'twixt  siui  and  iucpum, 
Jest  at  its — so  to  say — screncst : — 

In  country, — stars  and  wliipptTwills ; 
In  town, — all  night  the  buys  invadin' 

Lcadin'  citizens'  winder-sills, 
Sair-a-nadin'. 

JULY 

Fish  still  a-bitin' — some;  but  'most 

Too  hot  fcr  anything  but  layin' 
Jest  du-li'ss  like,  and  watclihi'  clo'st 

Tlic  trcetops  and  tlie  squirrels  playin' — 
Tlii'ir  tail-tips  switched  'hove  knot  afid  liiiili, 

But  keipin'  most  in  sequestration — 
Liavin'  a  big  part  to  the  ini- 
Magination. 


No\'  when  it's  August — I  can  tell 
It  hy  a  hundred  signs  and  over; — 

They  is  a  mixed  ripe-apple-smell 
And  maslicd-down  grass  and  tnusty  clover  ; 

Hecs  is  as  lazy  'most  as  ine — 
Bee-bird  cats  'em — gap's  his  wings  out 

So  lazy  'at  I  <lon't  think  he 

Spits  their  stings  out  I 
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MnruBTM 

Septcmlirr,  yoii  appral     ,   ,ii 

n"tl.yo„„„aiul«l,l.  lonily  ami  lowly  • 
^ -...nflF, he  Inv,m.«,,ro„«I,  „,,,,„„; 

Till  hcrse  and  c.m\  a,  r„lv-p„|y 
As  piffs  I,.  sl„,,p,.,!  „„  l„.ttiTniillc 

A",|l.ra,„l,.,l,lp„„flr,„.,.,„..^.^,^,,.,._.^_ 
Atul  f„lks,  um.  h-,-\;n-  fine  as  ,ilk 
Willi  all  tlieir  K-elin'sl 

(«  ninr-R 

If  I"'l  lie'i,  askf.l  fur  my  advicf 

Ami  ,l,o,,„|,,  ,l,e  thing  nut,  ca'm  a,,,l  s,,I,..r- 
■"^"n.   the  months  all  once  or  twic.-- 

IVila'nohM  the  year  o„t  with  0,'7,,/vr 
AlV..l.,rc.,h,nj,.stveil,.,laml,lre,se,I    '     '     ' 

In  «-.'M,n' ,M,,rmenN.  ornament,,! 
\\  'tl.  ripe-fr„it.„,.„„_an,|  kissin'  jest 
New-invented  1 

NOVEMBKR 

I'm  -feared  November's  hopes  is  few 

An.lfarhetwcenl-ColdasaMnnday. 
Washday,  er  a  lod,je-man  who 

Von-  got  to  pallhear  for  o„  Sunday  • 
Collier  and  colder  every  <l,-,y_ 

The  fixed  official  time  for  siKhin'- 
A  sinkin'  state  you  jest  can't  stay 
111.  or  die  in  I 
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Dcccnilicr — why,  of  course  we  grin 
Ami  bear  it — sliivcriii'  every  minute, 

Yet  warm  from  time  the  mouth  tolls  in 
Till  it  skitcs  out  with  Christmas  in  it ; 

And  so,  for  all  its  coldest  truths 
And  chill,  fioose-pimpled  imperfection-: 

It  wads  our  lank  old  socks  with  Youth's 
Recollections. 


//"■(5        The  Hired  Man's  Dog-Story 

Twa  dogs  that  ziu^rr  iia  thrang  at  hame 
Forgathcr'd  anct'  upon  a  time. 


DOGS,  I  contend,  is  jes'  about 
Nigli  human— git  'em  studied  out. 
I  hold,  like  us,  they've  got  their  own 
Reasoiiin'  powers  'at's  theirs  alone — 
Same  as  their  tricks  and  habits  too, 
Provin*,  by  lots  o'  things  they  do. 
That  instinct's  not  the  only  thing 
That  dogs  is  governed  by,  i  jingl— 
And  I'll  eay  furder,  on  that  line, 

.■Xnd  prove  it.  that  thcy's  dogs  a-plenty 
Will  show  intelligence  as  fine 
As  ary  ten  men  out  o'  twenty  I 
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Jcvvcr  fnvcstigate  tlie  way 
Slicep-killin'  (logs  goes  at  it- 


-IlPV? 


;■""'"''  f^^^^t  «'""&  tlicy's  ahvavs  /-^« 
J^ogs  goes  togctlRT  on  tliat  sprc-c 
O'  Mood  and  puore  dog-deviltry  I 
And    tl,e„,  they  always  go  at  niglu- 
Mind  ye,  it's  never  in  daylight, 
W'.m  folks  is  up  and  wide  awake  _ 
Ivo  self-rcspectin-  dogs'll  make 
Mistakes  o'  jndi;ment  on  that  score  - 

And  I've  knowcd  fifty  head  or  n,„re 
O   slaughtered  sheep  found  in  the  lot 
^c'xt  morning  ,he  old  farmer  got        ' 
His  folks  up  and  went  out  to  feed- 
And  every  livin'  soul  agrcd 

That  a,,  n;g,,t  long  they  never  heerd 
The  hark  o  <log  „er  Meat  o'  skcered 
And  racin',  tromplin-  floek  o"  sheep 

A-skallyhootin-  roun'  the  pastnr' 
To  rouse  'em  from  their  peaceful' sleep 

To  that  heart-renderin'  disaster! 

Well,  now,  they's  actchni  evidence 
In  all  these  facts  set  forth;  and  hence 
When    by  like  facts,  it  has  iK-en   fonn' 
That  these  two  dogs-<:olloguin'  ronn' 
•^'  >»f,l.f  as  thick  as  thieves-iy  day 
iJon  t  go  together  anywa^•, 
And.  'pearantly,  hain't  never  met 
Each  other;  and  the  facts  is  set 
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On  record  fiirilcr,  that  tlic^c  smart 
Old  pards  in  crime  lives  miles  apart — 
Which  is  a  trick  o'  theirs,  to  throw 
Off  all  suspicion,  don't  you  know! — 
One's  a  (otoi-dog — helongin'  to 
Some  good  man,  maybe — cr  to  you  I^ 
And  one's  a  country-dog,  er  "jay," 
As  you  nickname  us  thataway. 
Well,  now  1 — these  is  the  facts  I'  got 

(And,  mind  ye,  these  is  facts — not  ijihssis) 
To  argy  on,  concernin'  what 

Fine  rcasonin'  powers  ut.i;s  p'sesscs. 

My  idy  is, — the  dog  lives  in 

The  lou'ii,  we'll  say,  runs  up  ag'in 

The  foiDi/ry-dog,  some  Saturday, 

Under  a'  old  farm-wagon,  say, 

Down  at  the  Court-house  hitchin'-rack. — 

Both  lifts  the  bristles  on  their  back 

And  show  their  teeth  and  growl  as  though 

They  meant  it  pleasant-like  and  low, 

In  case  the  fight  hangs  fire.    And  they 

Both  wag  then  in  a  friendly  way. 

The  town-dog  sayiu': — "Seems  to  me, 

Last  Dimocratic  jubilee, 

I  seen  you  here  in  town  somewhere?" 

The  country-dog  says: — "Right  you  air! — 

And  right  here's  where  you  seen  me,  too. 

Under  this  wagon,  watchin'  you!" 

"Yes,"  says  the  town-dog, — "and  I  thought 

We'd  both  bear  watchin*,  like  as  not." 
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And  as  he  yawns  and  looks  away, 
The  country-dog  says,  '•What's  vo'ur  lay?" 
The  town-dog  whets  his  feet  a  spell 
And  yawns  ag'in,  and  then  sajs,— "Well 
Before  I  answer  ihat-Ain't  you 
A  Mill  Crick  dog,  a  mile  er  two 
From  old  Chape  Clayton's  stock-farm-say'" 
'Who  told  you?'  says  the  jay-dog-"hey?" 
And  looks  up,  real  su'prised.    "/  guessed." 
Tlie  town-dog  says-"F<,„  tell  the  rest,- 
How's  old  Chape's  mutton,  anyhow?— 
How  many  of  'em's  ready  now— 
How  many's  ripe  enough  fer  use. 
And  how's  the  hot,  red,  rosy  juice?" 
'"Mm  I"  says  the  country-dog,  "I  think 
I  sort  o'  see  a  little  hlink 
O'  what  you  mean."    And  then  he  stop. 
And  turns  and  looks  up  street  and  l„p. 
Ills  old  wet  tongue  out,  and  says  he, 
I-ickin'  his  lips,  all  slobhery, 
"Ad-drat  my  melts!  you're  jes'  mv  man!- 
1 II  trust  you,  'cause  I  know  I  can  !" 
And  then  he  says,  "I'll  tell  you  jes' 
"'>w  things  is,  a„,l  Chape's  carelessness 
Ahont  his  sl.eep,-fer  instance,  say, 
To-morry  Chapes'll  all  be  'way 
To  Sund'y-meetin'— and  ag'in 
At  night."    "At  night?    That  lets  us  in !- 
noder  the  day"'-the  town-dog  says- 
" 'Better  the  deed.'    We'll  pray;  Lord,  yesl-^ 
May  the  outpourin'  grace  he  shed 
Abroad,  and  all  hearts  comforted 
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Accordin'  to  tiieir  lights  1"  says  be, 
"And  that,  of  course,  means  you  and  me." 
At  d  tlicn  they  hoth  snarled,  low  and  quiet — 
Swore  where  they'd  meet.    And  both  stood  by  it  I 

Jes'  lialf-past  eight  on  Sund'y  night. 
Them  two  dogs  meets,— the  /oicH-dog,  light 
O'  foot,  though  five  mile'  he  had  spanned 
Cj'  field,  beech-wood  and  bottom-land. 
Rut,  as  books  says, — we  draw  a  veil 
Over  this  chapter  of  the  tale!    .    .    . 
Yit  when  tlicm  two  infernal,  mean, 
I.ow,  orn'ry  wiielps  lias  left  tlie  scene 
C  carnage — chased  and  putt  to  death 
The  last  pore  sheep, — they've  yit  got  breath 
luiough  to  laugh  and  joke  about 
The  fun  they've  bad,  while  they  sneak  out 
The  woods-way  for  the  old  crick  where 
They  both  plunge  in  and  wash  their  bair 
And  rencli  their  bloody  mouths,  and  grin. 
As  each  one  skulks  off  home  ag'in^ 
Jes'  innardly  too  proud  and  glad 

To  keep  theirselves  from  kind  o'  struttin', 
Thinkin'  about  the  fun  they'd  had — 

When  tlieir  blame  wizzens  needed  cuttin' ! 


Dogs  is  dcliber't. — They  can  bide 
Their  time  till  .s'picions  all  has  died. 
The  country-dog  don't  'pear  to  care 
Fer  town  no  more. — he's  off  somewhere 
When  the  folks  whistles,  as  they  head 
The  team  t'rds  town.    .\s  I  jes'  said, — 
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Dogs  is  fleliber't,  don't  forgiti 

So  this-here  dog  he's  got  the  grit 

To  jes'  deprive  hisse'f  o'  town 

For 'bout  three  weeks.   But  time  rolls  roun'! 

Same  as  they  first  met  :-Saturday- 

Sa.ne  Court-house-hitch-rack-and  sa.ne  way 

The  team  wuz  hitched-same  wagon  wl>ere 

llie  same  jay-dog  growls  under  there 

\\  lien  same  town-Xog  comes  loafiu'  by, 

\\  ith  the  most  iunoccntest  eye 

And  gitier'l  mock  and  lowly  style 

As  though  he'd  never  cracked  a'  smile 

In  all  his  mortal  days!-And  both 

Them  dogs  is  strangers,  you'd  take  oath  !_ 

Both  keeps  a-Iookin'  sharp,  to  see 
If  folks  is  watchin'-Jes'  the  way 
They  acted  that  first  Saturday 
^^  Tiny  talked  so  confidciilchullj-. 
■'Wcll"-says  the  town-dog,  in  a  l„.v 
_And  careless  tone-"\\'elI,  whatch  you  know  - 
A««a.,'  ■'  says  the  country-dog-"I.„ts  n,     ,■ 
Than  some  smart  people  knows-thafs  shu.    ■" 
And  then,  in  his  dog-language,  he 
Explains  how  slick  he  had  to  he 
When  some  suspicious  folks  cme  roun' 
A-trxin'  to  track  and  run  him  down- 
Like  he'd  had  anything  to  do 
With  killin'  over  fifty  head 
O'  sheep  1    "Jes'  thhik!-and  „u-"- 

"And  me  as  innocent  as  \oi,. 
That  very  hour,  five  mile'  :uvay 
In  this  town,  like  j  on  air  to-day 


he  said. 
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"Ahl"  says  the  town-dog,  "there's  the  hc^uty 
O'  hcin'  prepared  for  what  may  he, 

And  washiii'  when  you've  done  your  duty  1— 
No  staiu  o'  hloo<l  on  you  cr  nie 
Ncr  wool  ill  oMr  teeth  I— T/ioi,"  says  he, 

"When  wicked  men  has  wronged  us  so, 
We  ort  to  learn  to  be  forgivin'— 

Half  the  world,  of  course,  don't  know 
How  the  other  gits  its  livin'  1" 


177 


Ilcr  Poct-Brothcr 

OH!  what  cf  little  childcnis  all 
Wuz  big  as  parunts  is ! 
Ncn  I'd  join  pa's  Masonic  Hall 
An'  wear  gold  things  like  his ! 
An'  you'd  "receive,"  like  ma,  an'  be 
My  "hostuss"— An',  gee-whizz  1 
We'd  iilluc  have  ice-cream,  et  we 
Wuz  big  as  parunts  is ! 

Wiv  all  the  money  mens  is  got — 

We'd  buy  a  Store  wiv  that,— 
1st  canily,  pics  an'  cakes,  an'  not 

No  rfryi/oorfi— 'cept  a  bat- 
An'-plumc  fer  .viiii-  an'  "plug"  fer  me, 

An'  clothes  like  ma's  an'  his, 
'At  on'y  ist  fit  «i— ef  we 

Wuz  big  as  parunts  is! 
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An'-ff  i(v  had  a  little  Imy 

All'  Kirl  like  mc  an'  yoti,_ 
Our  Storc'd  keep  ever'  kind  o'  toy 

They'd  ever  want  us  to!— 
We'd  hire  "Old  Kriss"  to  'tend  l„  he 

The  boss  of  all  the  biz 
An*  ist  "charge"  ever'thing— of  we 

Wuz  big  as  paruiits  is  1 


i;S 


r  Got  to  race  Mother  To-day: 


T'  GOT  to  face  Mollicr  to-day,  fcr  a  fad!- 

-*■      I'  got  to  face  Motiicr  to-day ! 

And  jos'  how  I'll  dare  to,  an'  how  she  will  act. 

Is  more  than  a  mortal  can  sayl 
But  r  uot  to  face  her-I'  ,jot  to !    A„,l  „j 
Here's  a'  old  father  clean  at  the  end  of  his  row! 

And  Pink  and  Wade's  gone  to  tl«  farm  fer  her  now- 
And  I'm  kecpin'  house  fer  'cm  here— 

Their  purty.  new  house-and  all  paid  fer!-But  how 
Am  /  goin'  to  meet  her,  and  clear 

Up  my  actchully  he'ppin'  'em  both  to  elope '- 

('Cause  Mother  wuz  set-and  wuz  no  other  hope!) 

I  don't  think  it's  Wade  she's  so  biased  ag'in'. 

But  his  bhiiess.—a  railroadin'  man 
•At  runs  a  switch-engine,  day  out  and  day  in, 

And's  got  to  make  hay  while  he  can,— 
It's  a  da„,icrso,„e  job,  I'll  adnnt.-but  see  what 
A  finc-furnishcd  home  'at  he's  already  got  I 
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And  Pink—Wy,  the  girl  wui  just  pinin'  away  — 

So  what  could  her  old  father  do, 
When  he  found  her,  hid-likc,  in  a  loose  load  of  liay, 

But  jes'  to  drive  on  clean  into 
The  aidge  of  the  city,  where— singular  thing!— 
Wade  switched  us  away  to  the  Squire,  i  jing! 

Kow— a-leaviu'  me  here— they're  driv  oflt,  with  a  cliccr, 
On  their  weddin'-trip — which  is  to  drive 

Straiglit  home  and  tell  Mother,  and  toll  licr  hack  here 
And  surrender  me,  dead  cr  alive! 

So  I'm  waitin'  here— not  so  hlanie'  overly  gay 

As  I  aiii,— 'cause  1'  got  to  face  Mother  to-day  1 
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ON  'Scursion-days— an'  SIiows— an'  Fairs- 
They  ain't  no  bad  folks  anywheres  !— 
On  street-cars — same  as  yuu — 
Sicms  like  jDHichody  alius  sees 
I'm  lame,  an'  takes  me  on  their  knees, 

An'  holds  my  crutches,  too— 
An'  asts  me  what's  my  name,  an'  pays 
My  fare  theirse'f— On  all  Big  l^ays ! 

The  mob  all  scr  s  you  an'  makes 

Enough  o'  bluh  ,  goodness-sakos! 

But  none  of  'em  ain'l  mad^ 
They're  only  Icttin'  uii.—l  know;— 
An'  I  can  tell  you  wA.v  it's  so: 

They're  all  of  'em  too  <jlad— 
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They're  fivr'  oiw,  jes'  glad  as  mi- 
To  be  there,  cr  they  ~,^vuldii't  he  I 

Tlie  man  that  sells  tlie  tickets  snoops 
My  "one-cr"  in,  but  sort  o'  stoops 

An'  Rrins  out  at  mc— then 
Looks  mean  an'  business-like  an'  snrks 
Ills  big  mnstacbe  at  nic  an'  chucks 

Too  nuicli  cliaiiKc  out  aKaiii.-- 
Ile's  a  siiKinlh  iill:cii,  an'  yit 
He  don't  fool  (Hi-  o;ie  little  bill 

An'  th?n,  inside— (er  all  the  jam- 
Folks,  scems-likc,  all  knows  who  I  am, 

An'  tips  me  nods  an'  winks; 
An'  even  conntry-folks  lias  made 
Afe  be'p  eat  pic  an'  marmalade, 

Willi  botlleil  milk  fcr  "drinks"!— 
Folks  all's  so  good  to  me  that  1  - 
Soinetinies — I  nearly  purt'  near'  cry. 

An'  all  the  hids,  high-toned  cr  pore. 
Seems  betti  r  than  they  wiiz  before, 

An'  wai  ts  to  kind  o'  "stand 
In"  with  a  feller- see  him  through 
Tilt-  free  lay-out  an'  j/rf.-.t/irttc.t,  too. 

An'  do  the  bloomin'  "grand"  1 
On  'Senrsion-days— an'  Shows  an'  Fairs- 
They  ain't  no  bad  folks  anywheres! 
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jSo 


Rabbit 

ISTOSE  it  takes  a  feller  'at's  lie'ii 
Raised  in  a  coiintry-ti.wti,  like  mo, 
To '/-r,<i,i/f  rabbits  I    .    .    .    Kigbt  erten 
lielleiin'  boys  aiiJ  two  er  tlirec 
Yelpiii'  dawgs  all  on  tbe  trail 
C  one  little  pop-eyed  cottontail  I 

'Bout  the  first  good  fall  o'  snow— 
So's  you  kin  track  'cm,  don't  you  know, 
Wlierc  they've  run,— and  one  by  one 
Hop  'em  up  and  chase  'cm  down 
And  prod  'cm  out  of  a'  old  bresh-pilc 
F.r  a  holler  log  they're  a-hidin'  roun', 
Kr  way  en-numUr  the  ricked  c.rd-wood 
F.r  crosstie-stack  by  the  railroad  truck 
'Hont  a  mile 

Out  o'  sight  6'  the  wli  ile  ding  town!  .  .  . 
Well  1  them's  times  'at  I  call  good  1 

Rabbits !— w'y,  as  my  thoughts  goes  back 
To  them  old  boyhood  days  o'  mine, 
I  kin  sic  him  now  and  sec  "Old  Jack' 
A-plowin'  snow  in  a  rabbit-track 
And  a-pitchin'  over  him,  head  and  heels, 
Like  a  blame'  hat-rack. 
As  the  rabbit  turns  fer  tbe  timber-line 
Down  the  County  Ditch  tlirough  the  old 
corn-fields.    .    .    . 
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Yes,  and  I'll  say  riglit  litre  t.i  joii, 
Ilaliliils  tliat  Iiuys  lias  earni,  tike  that— 
Skiiiiicd  aii<l  liiiiig  i.r  a  iiiglit  cr  two 
On  tlic  old  back-porch  where  the  i)iiiii|.'i 

<lone  froze — 
Then  fricd'h.uit  right,  where  your  hrekfiit's  at, 
W  ilh  hot  briiwii  gravy  and  shortenin'  bread.^ 
Rabbits,  like  //i.'hi— er  J  ort  to   a'  saiil, 
I  s'pose, 

Ralibits  like  thote 
Ain't  so  ji'ticalar  pore,  I  guess, 
Fer  valin'  purposes  I 


jSi 


Cmmpa's  Choke 


FIRST  and  best  of  earthly  joys 
I  like  little  jnrls  and  boys  : 
Which  of  all  do  I  like  l.e^l? 
Why,  the  one  that's  happiest. 


iSj 


Thinkin'  Ihuk 


I'VE  be'n  thinkin'  back,  of  late, 
S'prisin'!— And  I'm  here  to    late 
I'm  suspicious  it's  a  sign 
Of  age,  maybe,  er  decline 
Of  my  faculties, — and  yit 
I'm  not  f  eelin'  old  a  bit- 
Any  more  than  sixty-four 
Ain't  no  younc  man  any  more  I 
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Tliiiikin*  back's  a  thiiirf  'at  grow» 
On  a  feller,  I  siiiiposc— 
Oilier  'at  lie  tfils,  i  jaA, 
More  lie  keciis  a-tliinkii."  back! 
01<1  as  olil  null  yit  tii  I  e. 
Ft  as  miilille-.iKiil  as  me, 
Fiilks'll  find  us,  eye  ami  mimi 
Fixed  on  what  we've  left  beliiiid— 
Reliabilitatili'-like 
Tluin  old  times  wc  used  to  hike 
Out  barefooted  fer  the  crick, 
'Long  'bout  Aprile  first— to  \>'\ck 
Out  some  "warmest"  place  to  go 
Tn  a-swimmiii'— 0»/i.'  my-oitt 
Wouiler  now  we  hadn't  died  I 
Crate  horseradish  on  my  hide 
Jes'  a-lhiiikiii'  how  cold  then 
That-'cre  worter  must  'a'  he'n  I 

Thinkin'  hack— W'y,  goodness  me  I 
I  kin  call  their  names  and  see 
Kvery  little  tad  I  played 
With,  er  fought,  er  was  afraid 
Of,  and  so  made  Aim  the  best 
Friend  I  had  of  all  the  rest  I 
Thinkin'  back,  I  even  hear 
Them  a-caltin',  high  and  clear, 
Up  the  crick-banks,  where  they  seem 
Still  hid  in  there— like  a  dream— 
And  me  still  a-pantin'  on 
The  green  pathway  they  have  gone! 
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Still  they  hide,  hy  binder  foH- 
St,  I  they  hide-,.,,,,  ,|„„k  „,,  L„ 

(Th,nk,n' back,  „  I  have  said). 
Ih«rlaugh,Vonaheadl 


^-yj    7  /„ 


'^"■':jc<iy  Mr,,  on  ChtUrcn 


y*    V'""'"V/o„cvVy„„e!- 
,,'■''   ""  '■''''"  a,„l  rm.'ni^e 
J''""a„  souis  ,.  all  one  size. 

Jrvver  tliink  >_tbe  worMV  i     . 

All  these  lutle  children  air. 

"eerd  a  boy,  not  long  ago, 
„  T '"■'  "*'•'•"««  -f""../  him  so 
Hedn,rr../'em.efhec.,.,ld,_ 
Tf>cn  be  good  ef  they'd  be  good 


Q '^•Rllircd  Girl,  when, -fsbakin'-day 
A.     t.  I.,  „3  "Hike  outdoors  an'  „,„. 

A"   when  the  cookie.,-,  done."  si  e'lUav 
Land  sake -she'll  con,e  an- call  us  r 
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An-  vshcn  the  little  .lougbl.owrs  all 

Th.n  have  a  pack  o  i.e,ky  cnu 
Trackm'roimdthck.tchenl 


iSj 


"Motlicr" 

T  'M  Rittin-  oM-I  kiiow,- 
1    It  scrms  so  long  ayo— 

So  long  sencc  John  ^vas  herel 
Hcwentsoyoitng'.-oxr  ...m 
■S  as  old  now  'most  as  '.urn,  - 

Close'      'o  thirty  year  1 

I  know  I'm  gittin'  oUl- 

1  know  it  hy  the  cold. 

From  time 'at  f.rst  frost  fl.es.- 

Seems  like-sence  John  was  here- 
Winters  is  more  severe; 
And  winter  I  <lc-spise! 

At.d  yet  it  seems,  some  days, 
John's  here,  with  his  odd  ways      .  • 

Comes  soon-like  from  tl,e  cor,.- 
Field,  callin'  "Mother"  at 
Me-like  he  calle.l  me  that 

Kven  'fore  Jim  was  born! 
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Wlicn  Jim  come— La !  how  good 
Was  all  the  neighborhood  !— 

And  Doctor! — wlicn  I  heerj 
Him  joke  Jolm,  kind  o'  low, 
And  say :   Ves,  folks  could  go- 
Pa  needn't  be  afcard ! 

When  Jim  come,— John  says-'e— 
A-hendin'  over  me 

And  baby  in  the  bed— 
And  jcs'  lis  three, — says-'e 
"Our  little  family!" 

And  that  was  all  he  said  .  .  . 

And  cried  jcs'  like  a  chili'!— 

Kissed  me  again,  and  smiled,— 
'Cause  I  was  cryin'  too. 

And  here  I  am  aijaiii 

A-cryin',  same  as  then- 
Vet  happy  through  and  through! 

The  old  home's  most  in  mind 
And  joys  long  left  behind  .  .  . 

Jim's  little  h'isliji'  crawl 
Acrost  the  floor  to  where 
John  set  a-rockin'  there   . 

( I'm  (/lulu'  ((/(/—That's  all !) 

I'm  gittin'  old— no  doubt— 
(Healthy  as  all  git-out!)  — 
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But,-strangest  thing  I  do,— 
I  cry  so  easy  now— 
I  cry  jes'  anyhow 

The  fool-tears  wants  me  tol 

But  Jim  he  won't  be  told 

'At  "Mother"  's  gittin"  old!  .  .  • 

Hugged  me,  he  did,  and  smiled  ^^ 
This  morning,  and  bragged  "shore" 
He  loved  me  even  more 

Than  when  he  was  a  child ! 

That's  ;iii  way;  but  ef/o/m 
Was  litre  now,  lookin'  on. 

He'd  shorely  know  and  see : 
"But,  'Motlicr,'  "  s'ptct  he'd  say, 
"S'pose  you  air  gittin'  gray. 

You're  younger  yet  than  mc!" 

I'm  gittin*  old,— because 

Our  young  days,  like  they  was. 

Keeps  comin'  back-so  clear, 
'.'Vt  little  Jim.  once  more, 
Comes  h'istin'  'crost  the  floor! 

Fer  John's  old  rockin'-checr ! 

O  beautiful!— to  lie 
A-gittin'  old.  like  mc !  .  .  ■ 

Iley,  Jim!   Come  in  note.  Jim! 
Yniir  snipper's  ready,  dear! 
( How  more,  every  year. 
He  looks  and  acts  like  him!) 
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i!^6     JVhat  Litllc  Saul  Got.  CI, 


r  is  I  mas 

T  yS  parents  mostly  think,  our  own's 
*-       The  smartest  cliildern  out ' 
Bnt  Wi.l.ler  Shclton's  little  Saul 

Beats  all  I  know  about! 
He's  weakly-like-in  p'int  „'  health, 

But  stronpr  j,,  ^^Qi-d  and  deed 
And  heart  and  head,  and  snap  and  sp,„,k. 
And  alius  in  the  lead  I 

Comes  honest  hy  it,  fer  his  Pa— 

Afore  he  i)assed  away— 
He  was  a  leader— (Lord.  I'd  like 

To  hear  hitn  preach  to-day  !) 
He  led  his  flock;  he  led  in  piay.r 

I'er  spread  o'  Peace-and  when 
Nothin-  hut  War  could  spread  il,  he 

\Vas  first  to  lead  us  then  ! 

So  little  Sanl  has  Rrit  to  take 

Things  jes'  as  tliey  occur; 
And  Sister  Shelton's  prou.l  o'  hini 

As  he  is  proud  o'  her! 
And  when  she  "got  up"-jes'  fer  in'm 

And  little  playmates  all— 
A  Chris'mus-tree-they  ever'one 

Was  there  hut  little  Saul. 

Pore  little  chap  was  sick  In  hed 
Next  room  ;  an.l  Doe  was  there. 

And  said  the  ciiilden,  miKlit  hie  past, 
Bnt  go  ii..hl  |,a,k  l„  where 
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The  tn-c  Nvas,  in  the  settin'-room. 
And  Saul  jes'  laid  and  sm.cd- 
Ner  couldn't  nod.  m-r  wave  Ins  ha..d, 

It  hurt  so-Bless  the  child! 

And  so  they  left  him  there  «ith  U"- 
And  warm  tear  of  his  Mas.  ■  • 

Tl,en-suddent-like-high  over  all 
Their  laughture  and  applause- 

Theyheerd:   "I  don't  eare  what  you  pt 
On  your  old  Chris'mus-tree 

■Cause  rm  got  somepin' you  all  tout 

I'm  got  the  pleurisy  I" 


1S7 


Goldic  Goodzi'in 


TV  ifY  old  Unele  Sidney  kc  says  Ifs  a  sign 
MA"overtheWorra.t..,nesc«,^^^^ 

He  can  tell  by  the  name  of  a  ch-.d  ^^^_^^^,_ 

U  a  good  er  had  younguu-.st  knows 

,  "TtV  the  vurry  l>est  siRU  tn  the  W  ..' 

^.1  he  savs,    ltstnev""j' 

An   says,    1  irst  sjk.  ,(j  , 

C»,>.r.  'Lout  •leveuty-;.»»»,-rdt,m.sfc>».r 
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/■V,V 


.S".r";,  !oiiis 

T  'M  not  a-ivorkiii'  now!— 
■•■      I'm  jcs'  a-layin'  round 
A-lcttin'  othi-r  people  plow.— 
I'm  cHml»Tin'  the  ground  ! 
I  jes-  don't  krcr!-\\,  done  mv 'si.eer 

O'  .sweatin'  !_Anyfiow, 
In  this  dad-l>!asted  wcatlicr  here, 
I'm  not  a-workin'  uotc' 

The  corn  and  wluMt  and  all 

Is  (loin'  well  enough  !— 
They'  got  clean  on  from  now  tri  Fall 

To  show  what  kind  o'  stuff 

•At-s  in  their  oj™  dad-hum  baekhonc; 

So,  while  the  Scri|,tur's  'low 
Man  ort  to  reap  as  he  have  sown- 

I'm  not  a-workin'  now! 

The  Krass  en-nunder  tlicsc- 
Here  cllums  'long  "Old  Blue," 

And  shadders  o'  the  sugar-trees. 
Beats  farniin'  quite  a  few  I 

As  feller  says,-I  rutlier  guess 

I'll  make  my  comp'ny  how 

And  s>u>ocv  a  few  li,»iiro    . 

d  itw  nours — more  or  less.- 

I'm  not  a-,vorkia'  now! 
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,S9    '-Blue-Monday-  at  the  Shoe  Shof 

IN  THE  EARLY    SEVENTIKS 

y-x  H,  if  wc  had  a  rich  boss 
\)     Who  liked  to  have  us  rest. 
With  a  dime's  Uft  for  a  beuch.oatc 

Financially  distressed,- 
A  boss  that's  been  a  "jour.'   hmiself 

And  ain't  forgot  the  i>a.n 
Of  restin'  one  day  i.i  tlie  week, 
Then  back  to  work  againe  I 

Chorus 

Ho,  it's  hard  times  together. 

Wc'M  had  \in,  you  and  I. 
hi  all  kinds  of  iMalhcr, 

Ut  it  be  wet  or  dry; 
But  rm  bound  to  earn  my  tivchhood 

Or  lay  mc  down  and  did 


Poverty  compels  me 

To  face  the  snow  and  sleet,— 
For  poor  wife  and  children 

Must  have  a  crust  to  eat — 
The  sad  wail  of  hunger 

It  would  drive  me  insane. 
If  it  w^>n't  f-v  lih-e- Monday 
Wlicn  1  git  to  work  againe  1 
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Chorus 

fro,  il'i  hard  limes  together. 
We've  had  'em,  you  and  I. 

In  all  kinds  of  i<.eather, 
I-et  it  be  zvet  or  dry; 

But  I'm  bound  to  earn  my  livelihood 
Or  lay  me  down  and  die! 

Then  it's  stoke  up  tlie  stove,  Boss, 

And  drive  off  the  damps: 
Cut  out  me  tops,  Boss, 

And  lend  me  your  clamps  ;— 
Pass  us  your  tohacky 

Till  I  give  nie  pipe  a  start.  .  .  . 
Lor',  Boss !  how  wc  love  ye 

For  your  warm  kynd  heart  1 

Chorus 

Ho,  it's  hard  times  together. 

We've  had  'em,  ynu  and  I, 
In  all  kinds  of  jvealher, 

I-et  it  be  wet  or  dr\ : 
But  I'm  bound  to  earn  my  livelihood 

Or  lay  me  down  and  die! 
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It's  Got  to  Be 

WHEN  it's  got  to  1.e,"-like  1  always  say. 
As  I  notice  the  years  wliiz  past, 
And  know  each  day  is  a  yesterday, 

When  we  size  it  up,  at  last,— 
Same  as  1  said  when  my  boyhood  went 

And  I  knowcd  ii'C  had  to  quit,— 
"It's  yot  to  be,  and  it's  j/inV  to  bcl"— 
So  I  said  "Good-by"  to  it. 


It's  got  to  be,  and  it's  govt'  to  bel 

So  at  least  I  always  try 
To  kind  o'  say  in  a  hearty  way,— ^ 

"Well,  it's  yot  to  be.   Good-by  t" 

The  time  just  melts  like  a  late,  last  snow,- 

When  it's  yot  to  be,  it  melts ! 
But  I  aim  to  keep  a  cheerful  mind, 

Ef  I  can't  keep  notliin'  else ! 
I  kno«ed,  when  I  come  to  twenty-oi.e, 

Tl  at  I'd  soon  be  twenty-two,— 
So  I  waved  one  hand  at  the  s..ft  young  man. 

And  I  said,  "Good-by  to  you!" 

It's  got  to  be,  and  it's  gain'  lo  bel 

So  at  least  I  always  try 
To  kind  o'  say,  in  a  cheerful  wayr- 

"W'ell,  it's  yot  to  be  —Good-by  1" 
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They  kep.  a.go,V.  the  year,  and  year,. 

'ietst.ll  I  smiled  and  smiled  _ 
For  I'd  ,aid"Good-by"  to  my  single  life. 

And  now  had  a  wife  and  child: 
Mother  and  son  and  the  father-one,^ 

'■".last,  on  her  bed  of  pain, 

And  I  said  "Good-by"  again. 

It'ss<,/tobc,andifsi7„,V,obeI 
So  at  least  I  always  try 

To  kind  o' say,  in  a  humble  way- 
"Well,  it's  got  to  be.    Good-by'l" 

Andtbenmyboy-ashegrowedtobe 
Almost  a  man  in  size  — 

Was  hanapride'andjoy,o„e, 

A. thins  mother's  smilin- eye, - 

"^mime^He  slip,  when  the  VVWlW^cont. 
■'*"<'  lollowcd  me.    And  I 

Never  knowed  till  the  first  f,«hf,  end 

I  found  lum,  and  then,  .  .  .  "Goo.l-by."'  " 

Il's<;o/tobe,  andIfsff,„Vtobe! 

So  at  least  I  always  try 
To  kind  o'  say,  in  a  pa,ie„t  way 
Well,  it's  yot  to  be.    Good-!,y  !" 

I  ''ave  said,  "Good-by  ,-Good-by  l-Cood-by -» 
\.th  my  very  best  good  will,  '' 

All  through  life  from  the  .ir.st,_and  I 
Amaclieerfululdmanstill: 
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But  it's  got  to  end,  and  it's  goiii'  to  end  I 

And  this  is  the  thing  I'll  do,— 
With  my  last  breath  I  will  laii«l>.  O  Peath, 

And  say  "Good-by"  to  )iim/  .  .  . 

It's  170/  to  be  I  And  again  I  say,— 
When  his  old  scythe  circles  his;li, 

I'll  laugh— of  course,  in  the  kin<lest  way,- 
As  I  say  "Good-hy !— Good-liy  I" 


ipi  Hoosicr  Staring-Poetry 

WHEX  cvcr'thing's  a-goin' like  she's  got-a-goii.' now,— 
The   maple-sap   a-drippin',   and   the  buds   on    ever' 
bough 
\-sort  o'  rcachin'  up'ards  all  a-triniblin',  ever'  one, 
I  ,ke  -bout  a  million  brownie-fists  a-shakin'  at  the  sun! 
The  diiUkm   wants  their  shoes  off  'fore  their  breakfast, 

and  the  Spring 
Is  here  so  good-and-plenty  that  the  old  lun  Ikis  to  s.iu; .-  - 
When  things  is  goin'  Ihisa-u-ai;  w'y,  that's  the  sign,  yon 

know, 
Tuat  ever'things  a-goin'  like  we  like  to  see  her  go! 

Oh,  ever'thing's  a-goin'  like  we  like  to  see  her  go! 

Old  Winter's  up  and  dusted,  with  his  dratted   frost  and 

snow — 
The  i-e  is  out  the  crick  ag'in,  the  freeze  is  out  the  ground. 
Ash!  you'll  see  faces  thawin' too  ef  you'll  jes' look  around  !- 
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••-■-"^e  lu.r.-s  «,,„,  ,,^,  , 

stance!  '  "'■"  '  »  "''•""I  <l'u„„. 

o-^Cn-^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

^-.ln-nK,V.  ever-waM,  ,•;'•:;;       r"''"""  "'^  "'"'•  '"-• 
\\"-  a.,  the  ,a„U  wu7o;clJdbT    ''"'''•''' ""' 

yo..  know.  "'■''•"d-l-loon.s  and  cl.ncr,  ,lon', 


/p.' 


'pm;n,n„n;n,I,c.k,i,,,  .^, 

1»  the  powdercd-sugar  for  it. 

K'"*'7.'"-"^''™"<'c.ti,oyi„\ownl 
Is  w/;?'^"''-'"''''''-^"' "'ere 
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One  time,  when  her  Ma  was  gone. 
Little  r.lsic  she  put  on 
All  her  Ma's  fine  clothes— an'  black 
Grow-grain-silk,  an'  sealskin-sack; 
Nen  while  she  wuz  flouncin'  out 
In  the  hall  an'  round  about, 
Some  one  knocked,  an'  Elsie  she 
Clean  forgot  an'  run  to  see 
Who's  there  at  the  door— an'  saw 
Mighty  quick  it  wuz  her  Ma. 
But  ef  she  ain't  saw  at  all. 
She'd  a-knowcd  her  parasol! 


Gran'pas  »r."  Gian'mas  is  funniest  folks!- 
Don't  be  jolly,  ner  tell  no  jokes, 
Tell  o'  the  weather  an'  frost  an'  snow 
O'  that  cold  New  Year's  o'  loi'R-ago; 
An'  then  they  sigh  at  each  other  an'  cough 
An'  talk  about  suddcntly  droppin'  off. 
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Perversity 

YOU  have  more'n  likely  noticed. 
When  you  didn't  when  you  could. 
That  jes"  the  thing  you  didn't  do 
Was  jes'  the  thing  you  should. 
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ipf       Name  Us  no  A'amrs  no  More 

OIKG,  oh,  rarest  of  roumldays  I— 
^     Sing  the  hilarity  aiul  dehght 
Of  our  childhood's  gurgling,  giggling  days! 
Wlien  our  eyes  were  as  twinkling-kcen  and  bright 
And  our  laughs  as  thick  as  the  stars  at  night. 
And  our  breasts  volcanoes  of  pent  hoc-rays  I 
Wlicn  we  grouped  together  in  secret  mirtli 
And  sniggered  at  cvcrylliing  on  earth- 
But  specially  when  strange  visitors  came 
And  we  learned,  for  instance,  that  their  name 
was  Fishback— or  Motliershcad— or  Philpott— 
or  Dalryniplc-or  FuIIenwider-or  Applewhite- 
or  Ilunnicutt— or  Tuhhs— or  Oldshoc ! 
"JOldshoa'—jcminy-jcc!"  thinks  we— 
"Hain't  that  a  funny  namc.'—tcc-hcc-hcc!" 

Barefoot  racers  from  everywhere, 

We'd  pelt  in  over  the  back  porch  floor 
For  "the  settin'-room,"  and  cluster  there 
Like  a  clot  of  bees  round  an  apple-core. 
And  sleeve  our  noses,  and  pinafore  • 
Our  smearcase-mouths,  and  slick  our  hair. 
And  stare  and  listen,  and  try  to  look 
Like  "Agnes"  does  in  the  old  school-book,— 
Till  at  last  we'd  catch  the  visitor's  name,— ' 
Redinhouse,  Lippscomh,  or  Eurlingame.— 
or  Winklcr-or  Smock-or  Tutewiler-or 
Daubenspeck-or  Throckmorton-or  Rubottom 
—or  Bixler— 
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"'Bi.rtcr!'  jeiiiiny-jcc!"  thinks  uv— 
"Ham't  that  a  ftiimy  mmc'.—tcc-hce-hcf!" 


Peace  1-Lct  bel-Fall  away '.-Fetch  loose!  - 

We  can't  have  fun  as  we  had  fun  then!— 
Shut  up,  Memory !— what's  the  use?— 
When  the  girls  and  hoys  of  8  and  10 
Are  now— well,  matronly',  or  old  men. 
And  Time  has  (so  to  say)  "cooked  our  goose i' 
But  ah !  if  wc  only  could  have  back 
The  long-lost  laughs  that  we  now  so  lack 
And  so  vainly  long  for,— ho\^— wc— iom/J 
Naturely  wake  up  the  neigh-ber-/ioorf, 
over  the   still  hcterogenious  names   ever   un- 
rolling from  tlie  endless  roster  of  ortho- 
graphic actualities,— such  names— for  fur- 
ther instance  of  good  faith-simply  such 
names  as  Vanderlip-or  Funkhouser— or 
Smoot— or  Galbreath— or  Frybargcr— or 
Dinwiddle— or  Bouslog- or  Putcrbaugh-- 
or  Longnecker— or  Hartpence— or  Wig- 
gins—or  Pangborn— or  Bowersox— 
"Bowcrsox"!    Gcd-But  alas!  now  we 
Taste  salt  tears  in  our  "tce-hee-hee"! 
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POEMS  HERE  AT  HOME 


m         The  Poems  Hen-  at  Home 

T  kI;  Itt  '  •"  '•'  """'■ '-'"'°'"  "-"^  •-"  down. 

■••  Jc.  as  tl.ey  a.r-;„  Country  and  in  Town  > 

SowedtlnckasctodsisWttl,e^e.,lsan.Ma„.s 
K    tl,ese.'c.re  Imle  hop-toads  wlv.n  it  rains !_ 

\\hon    voice" -em?  as  I  heard  a  feller  say 
At  speeclnfied  on  Freedom,  t'other  day 

And  soared  the  KagleteUfpeared  to  me, 
i>lie  wasn't  b.gger'n  a  bmnble-Lee ! 

Wl.o'll  sort  'em  out  and  set  'em  down,  say,  I 
At  s  got  a  stiddy  Iiand  enough  to  try 
To  do  'em  jestice  'thout  a-foohn'  some 
A.jd  headin'  faets  off  when  they  want  to  come'- 

Who  s  got  the  lovin' eye,  and  heart,  andhrain 
To  recon.^e  'at  nothin's  made  in  vai„^- 

At  the  Good  Bein- made  J,e  hees  and  birds 
And  brutes  first  choice,  and  ns-folks  afterwards? 

What  We  want,  as  I  sense  it,  in  the  hne 
<•>  poetry  is  somepin'  Yours  and  iline- 
Soniepin'  with  hve  stock  in  it,  and  out-doors 
And  old  cr.ck-bottoms.  snags,  and  sycamore,: 
mt  weeds  m-pizen-vines,  and  m.derbresh 
As  well  as  johnny-jump-ups,  all  so  fresh 
And  sassy-like l-a„d  groun--squir'ls,-yes,  and  "We" 
As  saym'is,-"We,  Us  and  Company  !■• 
j6i 
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Putt  in  old  Nature's  scrmonts-tbem's  the  best,- 

And  'casion'Iy  hang  up  a  hornets'  nest 

'At  boys  'afs  r.ui  away  from  school  can  git 

At  haii<ly-liWe-and  let  'en  tackle  it ! 

Let  us  be  wrought  on,  of  a  truth,  to  feci 

Our  proneness  fer  to  hurt  more  than  we  heal. 

In  ministratin'  to  our  vain  delights— 

Fergittin'  even  insec's  has  their  rights! 

No  "Ladies'  Amaranth,"  ner  "Treasury"  book- 

Ner  "Night  Thoughts,"  nuther-ncr  no  "Lally  Rook  \ 

We  want  some  poetry  'at's  to  Our  taste. 

Made  out  o'  truck  'at's  jes'  a-goin'  to  waste 

'Cause  smart  folks  thinks  it's  altogether  too 

Outrageous  common-'cept  fer  me  and  you!— 

Which  goes  to  argy,  all  sich  poetry 

Is  'bligod  to  rest  its  hopes  on  You  and  Me. 


ip6 


Nuthin'  to  Say 


NOTHIN'  to  say,  my  daughter!   Nothin'  at  all  to  say! 
Cyrls  that's  in  love,  I've  noticed,  giner'ly  has  thcr 
way! 
Yer  mother  did,  afure  you,  when  her  folks  objected  to  n>e  - 
Vit  here  I  am  and  here  you  air!  and  yer  mother-where  h 
she? 

You  look  lots  like  yer  mother:  purty  much  same  in  size; 
And  about  the  same  complected;  and  favor  about  the  eye.: 
Like  her  too,  about  livin'  here,  because  she  couldn  t  stay ; 
IfU  'most  see,n  like  you  was  dead  like  herl-but  I  hun.t 
got  notliin'  to  say ! 
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S1.C   left^,...  her   lit.le  PMe-.Ht  y.r  na.e  acro,t  ,„e 
Xothin'  to  .ay.  my  ,la„«l„erl   Nothi,,'  at  all  to  say! 

'''''t;;;\;:r^^'''^^'^-^^-^^---n'-year 

I  wjslit  yor  niotlier  was  livinM    i,„f  t  i    ■  . 

say  I  """  B"'  "°"''"'  «" 

T»e.ny  year  I  and  as  goo.l  a  gyrl  as  parent  ever  found  1 
There  s  a  straw  fetched  o„  to  yer  dre.s  there_rnt.  „  , 

olT~tnrn  round. 
nr.r  n,otl,er  was  jcV  twenty  when  us  two  run  awav  ) 
•W.mtosay.n,ydaugl,terl    Notl.i„.  at  all  toTayl 


^P/       TIic  Absence  of  Lit  tic  J  J  'es!ey 

S^NCE    little    Wesley   went,    the    place    seems    all    so 
strange  and  still— 

"'^^ ;::;;' ^"'"''■'^^"'■'-''•-^•'""'—--. 

\.ulto^tl,inkl„st.o..„«hi„,ferhisev.r.a.t,n'noi.e, 
•l-n  I  on  ynckollect  him  as  the  best  o- little  boys  1 
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I  wisht  a  hunderd  times  a  <lay  "at  lieM  come  trompin'  in. 
And  all  the  noise  he  cvir  made  was  twic't  as  loud  ag'in!- 
It  'u'd  seem  like  some  soft  music  played  on  some  fine  ui- 

strument, 
Longside  o'  this   loud   lonesomencss,   sence  little  VVisI.y 

went  I 

Of  course  the  clock  don't  tick  no  louder  than  it  ust  to  do  - 
Vit  now  they's  times  it  'pears  like  it  'u'd  Im'st  itse'f  in  tw.^! 
And  let  a  rooster,  suddent-like,  crow  som'trs  clos't  around, 
A,ul   sccms's   ef,   mighty  nigli   it,   it   'u'd   lift  me  off   th. 

ground ! 
And  same  with  all  the  cattle  when  they  bawl  around  ll.e 

bars. 
In  the  red  o'  airly  morning,  er  the  dusk  and  dew  and  starv 
When  the  ncighbers'  boys  'at  passes  never  slop,  hut  ]>-' 

go  on, 
A-whisthn'   kind    o'    to    theirse'v's-sence    little    Wesley  ^ 

gone  I 

And  then,  o'  nights,  when  Mother's  settin'  up  oncomrnun 

l.i;e, 
A-hilin'  pears  er  somepin',  and  I  sot  and  smoke  and  v.;i.i, 
Tel  the  moon  out  through  t!ie  winder  <lo:i't  look  bigger'n  a 

dime, 
And    things    keeps    gittin'    stiller-stiller-stiller    all    tl., 

time, — 
I've  ketched  myse'f  a-wishin'  like-as  T  dumb  on  t',e  checi 
To  wind  the  clock,  as  I  hev  done  fer  more'n  fifty  year- 
A-wishin'  'at  the  time  hed  come  fer  us  to  go  to  bed, 
With  our  last  prayers,  and  our  last  tears,  sence  little  Wes 

ley's  dead  I 
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'P''^  .It  "The  Literary- 

JT'OLKS  in  town,  I  reckon,  think. 
■*■       They  git  all  the  fun  tluy  air 
Rnnnin'  loose  'ronnd  !— l,„t,  'y  ji„ksl 
We'  Rot  fun,  and  fnn  to  spare, 
KiRht  out  here  amongst  the  ash- 
And  oak-timlier  ever'wlicre ! 
Some  folks  else  kin  cut  a  dasli 
'Sides  town-people,  don't  ferglt  !— 
'Specially  in  ii7H/,-r-time, 
When  they's  snow,  and  roads  is  fit. 
In  them  circumstances  I'm 
Kcsig-nated  to  my  lot— 
Winch  putts  me  in  mind  o'  what 
'S  called  "The  Literary." 

Us  folks  in  the  country  see-i 
/.<./,?  o' fun  !-Takcspellin'-school; 
■•■r  ole  hoe-down  jamhorees ; 
Kr  revivals;  cr  cf  you'll 
Tackle  taffy-pullin's  you 
Kin  git  fun,  and  quite  a  few  !— 
Same  with  buskin's.    But  all  these 
Kind  o'  frolics  thev  hain't  new 
By  a  hunderd  year  er  two. 
Cipher  on  it  as  you  please ! 
But  I'll  tell  you  wl,.,t  I  jest 
Think  walks  over  all  the  re:.t— 
Anyway  it  suits  mc  liest,— 
That's  "The  Literary." 
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First  they  stu  icil  it—"  'y  K>  >;  '•" 
Tliinks-says-I,  "tlii«  siltlc-mi'iit  ^^ 
•S  Bittiii'  too  liigh-toncd  for  nic !" 
ISut  wlicnallbcKiii  to  jine, 
And  I  lictrd  hory  went. 
1  jest  kind  o'  drappcd  in  line, 
Like  you've  seen  some  sandy,  thin. 
Scrawny  shoat  putt  fcr  the  crick 
Down  some  pig  trail  through  the  thick 
Spice-brcsh,  where  the  whole  drove's  hcon 
'Bout  six  weeks  'fore  he  gits  in  '■— 
"Can't  tell  uothin',"  I-says-  ec, 
"  'Bout  it  tcl  you  go  and  s<  c 
Their  blame  'Literary'  1" 

Very  fi'st  night  I  was  there 
I  was  'p'iiited  to  be  what 
They  call  "Critic"— so's  a  fair 
And  square  jcdgment  could  be  got 
On  tlic  pieces  'at  was  read, 
And  on  the  dehate,— "Which  air 
Most  destructive  clement. 
Fire  er  worter?"    Then  they  lied 
Comriisitions  on  "Content," 
"Death.,"  an<l  "Botany" ;  and  Tomps 
He  read  one  on  "Dreenin'  Swamps" 
I  p'nounced  the  boss,  and  said, 
"So  fur,  'at's  the  best  thing  read 
In  yer  'Literary'  1" 
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Then  tliey  s„„n  scme-tol  I  call„| 
Order,  and  got  liack  aR'iii 
I"  the.  cri.ic'.,  cl,c.r,  r,„d  U:nM 
All  o'  the  p'formers  in  :— 
Mandy  Brizendhic  read  one 

If^T8it;andD„c-swa,-Thon«l,t"; 
And  Sarcpty's,  hern  was  "Xone 

A.r  Denied -at  Knocks";  and  Uaut- 
J'-'yi'tte  Strawnse's  little  niecc- 
Sliegotnpand  spoke  a  piece: 
Then  Izory  she  read  hern— 
"Best  tlnng  in  tlie  whole  concern  " 
I-says-ee;"nowI  •-.adjourn 
This-hc.-e  'Liu.ury'l" 

Tliey  was  some  contcndin'— yit 
We  hroke  np  i„  harnjony. 
Road  onlsidc  as  white  as  Rrit, 
And  as  slick  as  slick  could  h,.!- 
r<I  fetche.1  'Zory  in  my  sleigh,- 
And  I  had  a  heap  to  say, 
Drivin'  hack-i„  fact,  I  driv 
'V\'ay  aroinul  the  old  north  way 
Wncre  the  Dauhenspeckses  live  ' 
•Zory  allus-'fore  that  night- 
Never  'peared  to  feel  jest  right 
In  my  company.— You  see, 

On'y  thing  on  earth  saved' me 
Was  that  "Literary" ! 
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Kjo  Down  to  lilt'  Cubital 

I'  r.r.'N  down  tn  llio  rapilal  ;il  WasliiiiKton.  D.  C 
WIkto  iMiiKirss  iiif.ls  ;iii.l  pasMS  on  tlic  pensions  ort 
til  lio 
Allowi.l  t..  ..Ill  <.iH-ln;j,'.'.l  cliaps,  liku  mr.  'at  miut  tin-  war 
Don't  w.ar  their  pant*  in  pairs  at  all— and  jit  liow  proii.l 
wo  art! 

Old  FlnkiiK,  from  our  .leostrick.  Jos'  turni-.l  in  an.l  tnd; 

and  made 
Me  slay  with  him  wliilse  I   was  then-,  ami  l..nK.r  'at   I 

stayc.l 
The  more  I  k.p'  a-wantin'  jos'  to  kin.l  .>'  (;it  away, 
And  yit  a-f.elin'  sociahlcr  with  Flukiiis  ever'  day. 

You  see  I'd  Ko't  the  idy— and  I  Kuess  most  folks  aRri-es— 
•At  men  as  rich  as  him,  you  know,  kin  do  jes'  what  tli.y 

please ; 
A  man  worth  stacks  o'  money,  and  a  Congerssman  and  all, 
Anu  livin'  hi  a  huildin'  biggcr'n  Masonic  llalll 

Now  mind,  I'm  not  a-fanltin'  Fhike-he  made  his  mon.y 
square : 

We  lioth  was  Forty-niners,  and  hoth  hu'st.d  gittin'  there; 

I  weakened  and  onwindlassed,  and  he  stuck  and  stayed  ami 
mc  le 

His  millions ;  don't  know  what  I'm  worth  untel  my  pen- 
sion's paid. 

But  I  was  goin'  to  t.ll  yon— cr  a-ruther  goin'  to  try 
To  tell  you  how  he's  livin  now :  gas  h.irnin'  mighty  nigh 
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tZ'u  '°°"'  '''°"'  "'•  '""'"=  '"''  '""''  "'«'•'  'bout. 
Some  blame  reception  goin'  on,  and  money  goin'  out. 

Tluy',  people  ti.ere  from  all  the  worl.l-jcV  ever'  kind  'a, 
lives, 

'"j""s  and  all!  and  Senator.,  and  Kiprescn.r.tive.  ■ 

.\nd  even^old  men  sliamMin'  round  and  a   .al.zin'  „i,h  V™ 

And  ,,ai.l,  a-.n„,i„-  circus-tnne.    -.ay  in  .„„„  „,„„  ,„„„ 
.'-^    cl„k„,    full  „■  ,,„„,„„,  „,„„^   ^,,^, 

fume ; 
And   tai,,,,  ,„„i„in'  .,id,Iy  „„  „,e  ,i„,e;  „„,  ,„„„^,^ 

Out  o>.ore  marMe,  Vared-.ike,  .neaki.-  round  tl.ere  in 

And  Flnke  Ik-  coaxed  and  I.eggcd  and  plod  ,,itl,  ,„.•  ,o  take 

And  sa.l,ay  in  among.t  Vni-cru.ch  and  all,  y„„   .,„der. 

R"t  «hcn  I  .aid  how  tirod  1  wa..  and  made  for  open  air 
He  follcrcl,  and  tol  five  o'clock  we  .set  a-,alki„'  there 

l^ry  Cod!"  says  he-Fluke  says  to  me,  'Tm  tireder'n  yon; 

'  r   ;■"  fV"'"-"-'^"  ""  >""  «ive  a  man  a  chew. 
;l  hack  a   eetle  fur.ler  in  the  shadder-thafll  do; 
1  ">  '"-^Jcr  n  you,  old  man  ;  r„,  .ircder'n  you 
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"You  see  tliat-air  old  <lomc,"  says  he,  "liump«l  up  ag'iust 

the  sky? 
It's  grand,  first  thne  you  sec  it;  l.ut  it  changes,  hy  and  l.y. 
And  then  it  stays  jes'  thataway-j es'  anchorc.l  high  and  dry 
Betwixt  the  sky  up  yendcr  and  the  achin'  of  ycr  eye. 

"Nighfs  purty ;  not  so  purty,  though,  as  what  it  ust  to  be 
When  my  hrst  wife  was  hvin'.    Yon  rc.nen.hcr  her?"  says 

he.  ^    , 

I  nodded-hkc,  and  Fh.ke  went  on,  "l  wonder  now  ef  she 
Knows  where  I  am-and  what  I  an,-an<l  what  I  ust  to  he 

"That  band  in  there  !-I  ust  to  think  'at  nnisic  eould.i't 

wear 
A  feller  out  the  way  it  does;  but  that  ain't  music  thcre- 
That's  jes'  a'  imitation,  and  like  cvcr'thing,  1  swear, 
I  hear,  cr  see,  cr  tetch,  cr  taste,  cr  tackle  anywhere! 

"It's  all  jes'  artificial,  this-'ere  high-priced  life  of  ours; 
The  tlieory,  ifs  sweet  enough,  tcl  it  saps  down  and  sours. 
They's  no  home  left,  ner  tics  o'  home  about  it.     By  the 

powers, 
The  whole  thing's  artificialer'n  artificial  flowers! 

"And  all  I  want,  and  could  lay  down  and  sob  fer,  is  to 

know 
The  homely  things  of  homely  life;  fer  instance,  jes'  to  v." 
And  set  down  by  the  kitchen  stove-Lord!  that  'u'd  rest  im 

so, — 
Jes-  set  tliere,  like  I  ust  to  do,  and  laugh  and  joke,  yi'U 

know. 
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;■;«•  set  .here,  like  I  ust  tu  do."  says  Fl„ke,  a-startin'  i„ 
i  -re,  -M<e  to  say  the  whole  thi„«  over  to  hisse'f  agi 

Sonu,,,-,,-  o-  -nuther  i„  .he  ,.ass-I  «.„.s  his  handke.cher. 

\Vc.n.  sencc  I'm  back  fron,  V\'ash,n«to„.  where  I  left  Fh.ke 

A-Ie««,V  fcr  me,  heart  a,ul  so„l,  o„  that-air  pc„sio„  hill 
iveha.f-.aystr„ek  the  „o.ion,  when  1  think  o-we:i.l;L 
Tl.ey-s  nothi,.-  .„ueh  patheticker',.  jes'  a-bei„'  rich! 


JOO 


The  Old  Man  ami  Jii. 


CV'^  man  never  had  much  to  say— 

V-'       'Ceptin'  to  Jim  — 

And  Jim  was  the  wildest  hoy  he  had- 

And  the  old  man  jes' wrapped  up  i„  him  I 
^cvcr  hecrd  him  speak  hut  once 

I'.r  twice  in  my  life,-and  first  time  was 

^\l.cn  the  army  broke  out,  and  Jim  ho  went, 

Jl.e  old  man  haekin' him,  for  three  months; 
And  all  'at  I  heerd  the  old  man  say 
Was,  jes'  as  we  turned  to  start  away,- 
'Well,  Rood-hy,  Jim : 
Take  kcer  of  yourse'f !" 


371 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

•Peared-like,  he  was  more  satisfied 

Jes'  lookiii'  at  Jim 
And  likin'  him  all  to  hisse'f-like,  see?— 

'Cause  he  was  jes"  wrapped  up  in  himl 
And  over  and  over  1  mind  the  day 
The  old  man  come  and  stood  round  in  the  way 
While  we  was  drillin',  a-watchin'  Jim— 
And  down  at  the  deepo  a-heerin'  him  say, 

"Well,  good-by,  Jim : 
Take  keer  of  yourse'f  I" 

Never  was  nothin'  about  the  farm 

Disting'ished  Jim; 
Neighbors  all  ust  to  wonder  why 

The  old  man  'pvMtil  wrapped  up  in  him : 
But  when  Cap.  Biggler  he  writ  back 
•At  Jim  was  the  bravest  boy  we  had 
In  the  whole  dern  rigiment,  white  er  black, 
And  his  fightin'  good  as  his  farmin'  bad— 
'At  he  had  led,  with  a  bullet  clean 
Bored  through  his  thigh,  and  carried  the  flag 
Through  the  bloodiest  battle  you  ever  seen,— 
The  old  man  wound  up  a  letter  to  hmi 
'At  Cap.  read  to  us,  'at  said :   "Tell  Jim 

Good-by, 

And  take  kecr  of  hisse'f." 

Jim  come  home  jes'  long  enough 

To  take  the  whim 
•At  he'd  like  to  go  back  in  the  calvcry— 

And  the  old  man  jes'  wrapp'^l  up  in  him! 
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Jim  'lowed  'at  lie'd  l,ad  sicli  luck  afore 
Uiesscd  l.o'd  tackle  her  three  years  more 
And  the  oid  „,an  give  him  a  c„U  heM  raised 
And  follered  him  over  to  tamp  Be,,  \\a,le      ' 
And  laid  around  fer  a  week  er  so, 
Watchin'  Jim  o„  dress-parade— 
'i"el  finally  he  rid  away. 

And  last  he  heerd  was  the  old  man  say.- 
W  ell,  Kood-hy,  Ji,„  . 

Take  keer  of  yourse'l!" 

Tuk  the  papers,  the  old  man  did, 

A-watchin'  fer  Jim— 
Fully  helievin'  heVl  make  his  mark 

Som,  way-jes-  wrapped  up  in  him  !- 
And  many  a  thne  the  word  'uM  come 
At  stirred  hi„,  up  like  the  tap  of  a  drum- 
At  1  eterslmrg.  fer  instunce,  where 
J'm  rid  right  into  tlieir  cannons  there 
And  Ud-  'em,  and  p'inted  'em  t'other  way 
And  socked  it  home  to  the  hoys  in  gr-,y    ' 
As  they  scooted  fer  timher,  and  on  and  o„- 
Jim  a  lieutenant,  and  one  arm  gone 
And  the  old  man's  words  in  his  mind  all  day- 
Well,  good-hy,  Jim :  ' 

Take  keer  of  yourse'f !" 

Think  of  a  private,  now,  perhaps 

We'll  say  like  Jim, 
•At's  clumh  clean  up  to  the  shoulder-straps- 

And  the  o  d  m-,..  i..  •  i 

m.1,1  J,,    wrapiieil  up  in  him  I 
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Think  of  him— with  the  war  plum'  through, 
And  the  glorious  old  Red-White-and-Blue 
A-laughin'  the  news  down  over  Jim, 
And  the  old  man,  hendin'  over  him— 
The  surgeon  turnin'  away  with  tears 
•At  hadn't  leaked  fer  years  and  years, 
As  the  hand  of  the  dyin'  boy  elung  to 
His  lather's,  the  old  voice  in  his  ears,— 
"Well,  good-hy,  Jim: 
Take  keer  of  yourse'f  1" 


SOT 


Thoughts  on  the  Laic  War 


I   WAS  for  Union— you,  ag'in'  it. 
'Pears  like,  to  me,  each  side  was  winner, 
Lookin'  at  now  and  all  'at's  in  it. 
Le'  's  go  to  dinner. 

Le'  's  kind  o'  jes'  set  down  together 
And  do  some  pardnerslili)  forglttin'— 
Talk,  say,  for  instunce,  'hout  the  weather. 
Or  somepin'  fittin'. 

The  war,  you  know,  's  all  done  and  ended. 
And  ain't  changed  no  p'ints  o'  the  compass; 
Both  North  and  South  the  health',  jes'  splendid 
As  'fore  the  rumpus. 
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The  old  farms  and  the  old  plantations 
St.ll  ockipics  tlicV  old  positions. 
Le*  's  git  back  to  old  situations 
And  old  ambitions. 

I-e"  's  let  lip  on  this  blame',  infernal 
Tongue-lashin-  and  lap-jacket  vauntin'. 
And  g-t  back  home  to  the  eternal 
Ca'm  we're  a-wantin'. 

Peace  kind  o'  sort  o'  suits  my  diet- 
When  women  does  my  cookin'  for  me; 
Ther'  wasn't  overly  much  pie  et 
Durin'  the  army. 
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The  Old  Rand 


Su  ce  I  moved  then  to  Kansas,  of  course  I  see  a  change, 
A-com„,    back,  and  notice  things  that's  new      ,  me  am 

strange ; 
Specially  at  evening  when  yer  new  band-fellers  meet 
f"  fancy  uniforms  and  all.  and  play  out  on  the  street- 
■   •    .    \Vhats  come  of  old  Bill  I.i„,lsey  and  the  Saxhorn 

fellers— say  ? 
I  want  to  hear  the  old  band  play. 
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Wliafs  come  of  Eastman,  and  Nat  Snow?     And  wl.erc'. 

War  Barnclt  at? 
And  Nate  an.l  I'.ony  Meek;  Bill  Hart;  Tom  Riclia'son  and 

Air  l.rotlier  of  liim  played  the  drum  as  twict  as  l.ig  u. 

Jim ;  , 

And  old  Hi  Kerns,  the  carpenter-say,  whafs  liecome  o 

him? 
I   make   no   doubt  yer   new  band   now's   a   comM''»l''' 

band, 
And  plays  their  music  more  by  note  than  wliat  they  p.ay 

by  hand, 
And    stylisher    and    grander    tunes;    but    somchow-a/iy- 

way, 

I  want  to  hear  the  old  band  play. 

Sich  tunes  as  "John  Brown's  Body"  and  "Sweet  Alice," 

don't  you  know; 
And   "The   Camels   Is   A-Comin',"   and   "John   Andersui,, 

My  Jo" ; 
And    a    dozcnt    oth.ers    of    'em-"Number     Nine'      and 

"Number  'Leven' 
Was    favo-n-(c'i    that    fairly    made    a    fcUer    dream    o 

Heaven. 
And  when   the  boys   'u'd   saranade,   I've   laid   so   still   ■" 

bed 
I've  even  hcerd  the  locns'-blossoms  droppin'  on  the  slu., 
When  "Lily  Dale,"  er  "Hazel  Dell,"  had  sobbed  a,.d  die.l 

away — 

,    I  want  to  hear  the  old  band  play. 
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Vcr  „.-^^band  ma'by  beats  it,  but  the  old  tand'n  what  I 

"  '"L'r"' '" "'"'  °'  ''""^  """  """"'''"' '"  "'y 

And,    wl,i1se    .'m   no    musicianer,    when    my   blame'   eyes 

'''"  stz'ir*' '"' '''"'-'  ^--" "-  --  -^ 

-.he  -a.«»7  ner  „a.,-r  will  fcrgit,  I  want  to  jcs'  turn  in 
A..d  ta  e  and  ,i,ht  H,ht  out  o'  here  and  ^it  backv^est 
ay  111 

And  ./«y  there,  when  I  git  there,  where  I  never  haf  to 
I  "ant  to  hear  the  old  ba.id  play. 
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'Lasl  Christmas  Was  a  Year 
Ago" 


THE  OLD  LADV  SPEAKS 

T  AST  Christmas  was  a  year  ago, 
-*-'   Says  I  to  David.  I-say,s-I, 
'"V^'e're  goin'  to  morning  service,  so 
You  hitch  up  right  away:  I'll  try 
To  tell  the  girls  jes'  what  to  do 
Fer  dinner.-We'll  be  back  by  two." 
I  didn't  wait  fo  hear  what  he 
^\■ould  niore'n  lilce  say  back  to  nv 
lint  banged  the  stable  door  and  flew 
Back  to  the  house,  jes'  plumb  chilled  through. 
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CnM  I    U'onh !  Iiow  col.l  it  wai^ !    \fy-"l> ' 
Frost  nyiii',  aii<l  tlir  air.  ymi  l<""w, 
"Jes-  sharp  choukIi,"  hccrd  Davi.l  swear, 
"To  shave  a  man  and  cut  Ins  hair!" 
And  blow  and  blow !  i-nd  snow  ami  snow  I— 
Where  it  had  drifted  'long  the  fence 
And  'crost  tlie  road.-sonie  places,  thotie''. 
Jes'  swell'  clean  to  the  Kravel,  so 
The  goin'  was  as  bad  fer  slciKhs 
As  '♦..as  fer  wagons.— and  both  way', 
'Twixt  snow-drifts  an<l  ll'e  bare  ;,round,  I've 
Jes'  wundercd  we  got  through  alive ; 
I  hain't  saw  nothin',  'fore  er  scncc, 
'At  beat  it  anywheres,  I  know- 
Last  Christmas  was  a  year  ago. 

And  David  said,  as-we  set  out, 

'At  Christmas  services  was  'bout 

As  cold  and  wutliless  kind  o'  love 

To  offer  up  as  he  knowed  of ; 

And  as  for  him,  he  raiUy  thought 

•At  the  Ciooil  r.ciu'  up  above 

Would  think  more  of  us— as  He  ought— 

A-stayin'  home  on  sich  a  d:iy. 

And  thankin'  of  Him  thataway! 

And  jawed  on,  in  an  undertone, 

'Bout  leavin'  Lidc  and  Jane  alone 

There  on  the  place,  and  me  not  there 

To  oversee  'cm,  and  p'pare 

The  stulTni'  fer  the  turkey,  and 

The  sass  and  all,  you  uu<lerstand. 
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I've  alius  managed  David  by 
Jcs'  sayin-  ,/«//„„'.    Ti^j  ^^^  ^,,,y 
Ilc'd  cl,a.cd  Lidc.'s  Lcau  away-'causc  Lide 
•!>/'<•</ alius  take  up  PtTry's  side 

WI.cii  David  tackled  liim;  and  so, 
Last  Cliristmas  was  a  year  ago,— 

Er  iiitlicr,  1,o„t  o  «■<•(•*  fl/„rf-l 
David  and  Perry'd  qnarrTd  al»„t 
So,„c  tom-fool  argyment,  yo„  know 
And  ]>  told  him  to  "Jes"  git  out 
O  tlieic,  and  not  to  come  no  more, 
And,  when  he  went,  to  slut  the  douri" 
And  as  lie  passed  tlie  winder,  we 
Saw  Per  y,  white  as  white  could  be 
March  past,  onhitch  his  boss,  and  light 
A  see-gyar,  and  lope  out  o'  siglit. 

Thci    Lide  :he  come  to  me  and  cried  I 

And  I  said  nothin'-was  no  need. 

And  yit,  you  know,  that  man  Jos'  got 

Kigbt  out  o-  there's  ef  he'.l  he'n  shot, 

P'tendin'  he  must  go  and  feed 

Tlie  stuck  er  somopin'.    Then  I  tried 

To  git  the  pore  girl  pacified. 

E"t,  gittin'  back  to-wherc  was  wc?- 
Oli,  yes!-wbere  David  Icclercd  n,e 
All  way  to  meetin',  high  and  low, 
I.ast  Christmas  was  a  year  ago  : 
Per  all  the  awful  cold,  tliey  was 
A  fair  attcnduncc ;  mostly,  though 
The  crowd  was  'round  the  .toves,  you  see, 
Thawni   their  heels  and  scrougin'  us. 
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Ef  -t  "adn't  be'n  {cr  the  oM  Squire 

C.ivin'  his  scat  to  us,  as  in 

\Ve  stomped,  a-fair1y  pcrisl.in'. 

Aiul  David  could  -a'  got  no  fire, 

HcM  jcs-  -a'  drapped  tl.cre  in  h.s  tracks: 

And  Squire,  as  I  ^vas  tryin'  to  y.t 

Make  room  fer  him.  says.  "No;  the  fac. 

Is  /  got  to  git  up  and  git 
'Ithout  no  preachin'.    Jes'  got  word- 
Trial  fer  life-can't  be  deferred  1 

And  out  he  puttl 

And  all  way  through 
The  scrmont-and  a  long  one,  too- 
I  couldn't  hc'p  but  think  o'  Squire 
And  us  changed  round  so,  and  adm.re 
His  gintl-ways,-to  give  his  warm 
Bench  up,  and  have  to  face  the  storm. 
And  V  iien  I  noticed  David  he 
Was  needin'iabhin'-I  thought  her,t 

To  kind  o- sort  o' let  him  rest: 

•Peared-like  he  slop'  so  peacefully  1 

And  then  I  thought  o'  home,  and  how 

And  what  the  gyrls  was  donV  now. 

And  kind  o'  prayed,  'way  in  my  brea^.t. 

And  breshed  away  a  tear  er  two 

As  David  waked,  and  church  was  throng... 

By  time  we'd  "howdycd"  round  and  shuck 
Hands  with  neighbers,  must  'a  tuck 
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A  half  liour  longer:  ivcr"  one 
A-s,iyin'"airi,tnia5  gift  I"  afore 
I):ivi(l  IT  nil'— so  we  got  none  I 
Rut  I):,vi.i  «arinc<l  up,  „,ore  an.l  more 
And  got  so  jolioy-likc,  an.l  l.a,I 
His  spirits  lip,  an.l  'p,  arcl  so  gla.l 
I  wliisp<rc,l  to  liini     Sposo  juii  a'st 
A  passil  of  'em  cui  ic  an.l  cat 
Tin.-  .linncrs  with  „s.    Cyrls's  g„t 
A  fnll-an.l-plcnty  fcr  the  lut 
Amialltluirklnr    So  David  passed 
Till'  mvitc  round :  and  ever'  seat 
In  ever'  wason-bcd  and  sleigl. 
Was  jcs'  pacliid,  as   ve  rode  away,— 
The  y.inng  folks,  mil  1  er  so  alon- 
A-strikin'  lip  a  s!eighin'-song, 
Tel  Oavi.l  lauglied  and  yell.,!,  y„„  k,   „,. 
And  jes'  wliirpcd  up  and  sent  the  sn.nv  ' 
And  gravel  fiyin'  thick  and  fast- 
Last  Christmas  was  a  year  ago. 
W'y,  that-air  seven-niilM  ja'nt  we  cnme- 
Jes   seven  mil'd  scant  from  church  to  home- 
It  didn't  '|>ear,  that  day,  to  be 
Much  furder  railly  'n  'bout  Hire,-! 

Cut  I  was  purty  squeamish  by 
Tlie  time  home  hove  in  sight  and  I 
See  two  vcliickles  standin'  there 
Alren.ly.     So  says  T,  "Pn-farc!" 
All  to  myse'f.    And  presently 
Haviil  he  sohere.l ;  and  says  he, 
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"Hain't  tliat-air  Squire  Hanc:.'.  oM 
BuK«v."l,cjuys"a."lcla>l.ankma«. 

Sivs  I   '■!■'■•'  '»  K'»  •"  »"'  ''"  '^'''''"" 
Y..ur;ompa"/«.m;l.wrro.or    Hc.ay,. 

••\Vl>..sf  slciBl.-s  tl.at-air,  a-stand...  there? 
Says  I,  "It's  no  oil.ls  tffcoJ.'  ->""  i''» 
Drive  to  the  house  and  lot  us  out. 
•Cause  we're  ics'/r..--'i»',  nigh  tthoutl 

.Veil  David  ..wung  up  to  the  door, 
And  out  we  piled.    And  first  I  heerd 

U.c-s  voice,  then  IMc^-^  »'-"«'"  »'""= 
I  reaehed  that  gyrl  I'd  jes' die,  shore; 

And -.Ju»  I  reached  her,  wouUlnt  kcered 

Much  cf  I  had,  I  was  so  glad, 
A-Uissin'  her  through  my  green  veil, 
\nd  jes' excithi'  her  so  bad, 
•  \t  s<,w  l.rokc  down  Ac ri.-'/-and  Jane. 
S,,.  cried-and  we  . -.11  hugged  aga.n. 
And  /AK/JZ-R^vid  jes'  turned  paU-l- 
1  „„ked  at  the  gyrls,  and  then  at  me, 
•1  ;ien  at  the  open  .loor-and  then- 
"I,  old  Squire  Hand,  in  there?"  says  he. 

The  old  Squire  suddcntly  stood  m 

The  doorway,  with  a  sneakin'  gnn. 

"Is  Perry  Anders  in  there,  too?" 

Says  Davi.l,  limberin'  all  through. 

As  I.i<le  and  me  hot'n  grabbed  him,  and 

Perry  stepped  out  and  waved  his  ba  ul 

And  says,  ■•Yes,  Pap."    And  David  ,es 

Stoop,  d  and  kissed  Lide,  and  says,     .  guess 

Ver  ,„.>(/..t's  much  to  blame  as  you. 

F.f  i/k-kinrcskhim,  Ikintoo!" 
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TI.C  dinner  wc  lia.I  il,cn  hain't  no 
lilt  Ixtler'n  tlic  one  t(.-.|.iy 
•Atwc'llhavcfcrVm.    Hear  .son.c  .lu^I, 
A-jniglin'now.    David,  firm.-, 
I  wish  y,ni'd  jos'  go  out  and  see 
If  lliiy'rc  in  sight  yit.    It  je,'  ,loo. 
Me  K„«d  to  think,  i„  times  hkc  these 
'-■■It's  done  so  well.    And  David,  he', 
Alore  tractahlcr'n  what  he  was- 
Last  Christmas  was  a  year  ago. 


-""/ 


(/"//«*  /,)  the  Fair 


Ol.U    ST\LK 


Vy      I. -J  Me  ,•.„    n,y  \ra  an'  Pa  went  to  the  Fair 
y      ...a  horr.ed  Mu^  R.llins-n^  ri«g  ,„  g.,  „,,,, 

A.,   she  took  Marindy,  an'  Jane's  twin,,  an'  Jo 

A"   A.„,ty  Van  Meters-nz  girls-an'  old  Slo'  ' 

Ma.ice,   al's  so  f.^t,  come  a-scrongin'  in  there, 

^\l.enn,ean'n,yMaan'PawenttotheKairl 

The  road's  fnll  „■  ,oads-fnll  'i.t  ready  to  hn'st. 

An   ^"„,t,an'smokh,'an'chokin'withdu,st: 

The  Wolffs  .,n'  their  wagon,  an'  Brizentines,  too- 

An  horses  ist  r'ared  when  the  tootcars  cun-.-  throngh  I 
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A„.  '.ay  from  fur  off  we  could  hear  the  hand  play. 
.    .  I  .  .11  there  'ud  -ist  whoop  an-  hooray! 

A'boysupmtrcesan-thegrea--h,ghaUoon 

•\t  didn't  goncd  up  a-tall,  all  afternoon  1 
Wa  man  in  the  erowd  there  giyed  money  a.ay- 
\n-  Pa  says  "/a-'d  ruiUer  earn  lus  by  the  day    - 
A  ,  I;;  n-me  some,  an'  says  "ain't  nothin'  there 
tI  good  fer  his  hoy,"  when  we  went  to  the  Fa.rl 

....  The  KaggedyMa^wn.  there  t.1^-^ 
••Don't  talk  fairs  to  mc-.eluldl        '"' 

An'a  thing-um-a-,n,g  'at  ye  hlo«ed    an 
An'  they  vvu.  a  game  'at  ye  p  ayed--  n      pla>cd 
X,,'  a  hitch  in  the  san,e  wher'  ye  paul-  n       pa  U 
V.'they  wuz  /«•<>  bad  to  one  good  people,  tlure 
uL;J,.an'yot>rraan'MawenttotheFa>r! 


?o5 


fcsslcr's  Bees 

TAT.KIN'  'iK.ut  yer  bees,"  says  Ike, 
Speakin'  slow  and  ser'ous-hke, 
••!)■  ever  tell  you  'bout  old  'Bee'- 
OkrBee'Fessler?"lk«-says-he! 
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"Might  call  him  a  bci'-c.rp.-rt. 
When  it  come  to  handlin'  bees.— 
Kcll  the  sleeves  up  of  his  shirt ' 
And  wade  in  amongst  the  trees 
Where  a  swarm  'u'd  settle,  and— 
Blam'est  man  on  top  of  dirt ! 
Rake  'em  with  his  naked  hand 
Righf  back  in  the  hive  ag'in, 
Jcs'  as  easy  as  you  please ! 

Nary  bee 'at  split  the  breeze 
Ever  jabbed  a  stinger  in 
Old  'Bee'  Fessler-jes'  in  fun, 
Er  ill  amicst— nary  one  !— 
Couldn't  agg  one  on  to,  nuther. 
Ary  one  way  er  the  other  I 

"Old  'Bee'  Fessler,"  Ike  says-he, 
"Made  a  speshyality 
Ji.s'  o'  bees ;  and  built  a  shed— 
I-cn'th  about  a  half  a  mild  t 
Had  about  a  thousan'  head 
O'  hives,  I  reckon-tame  and  wild  I 
Durndest  buzzin'  ever  wiu— 
Wuss'n  telegraph-poles  docs 
When  they're  sockin'  home  the  news 
Tight  as  they  kin  let  'er  loose  I 
Visitors  rag  out  and  come 
Clean  from  town  to  hear  'em  hum, 
And  stop  at  the  kivered  bridge- 
But  wuz  some  'u'd  cross  the  ridge 
Alius,  and  go  clos'ter— so's 
Theycould  jcc'emhum,  Is'posel 
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Teared-like  strangers  down  tl.at  track 
Alius  met  folks  comin'  back 
Lookin'  extry  fat  and  hearty 
Fer  a  city  picnic  party  1 

"•Fore  he  went  tc  Floridy, 
Old  'Bee'  Fessler,"  Ike  says-he— 
■Old 'Bee- Fesslcrco-Mn't  bide 

Childern  on  his  place,"  says  Ike. 
"Yit  fer  all,  they'd  climb  inside 
And' tromp  round  there,  keerless-like, 

In  their  bare  feet.    'Bee'  could  tell 
Fv'ry  town-boy  by  bis  y«ll— 
So's  'at  when  they  bounced  the  fetice. 
Didn't  make  no  difference! 

Ilc'd  jes'  git  down  on  one  knee 
In  the  grass  and  pat  the  bee  1- 
And,  cf  't  'adn't  stayed  stuck  m, 
Fess'  'u'd  set  the  sting  ag'in, 
•N'  potter  off,  and  wait  around 
Fer  the  old  famillyer  sound. 
Alius  boys  there,  more  or  less, 
Scootin' round  the  premises  1 
When  the  buckwheat  vmz  in  bloom, 
Lawzy!  bow  them  bees 'u'd  boom 
Round  the  boys  'at  crossed  that  way 
Fer  the  crick  on  Saturday! 
Never  seemed  to  me  su'prisin' 
•At  the  stingo' bees 'uzp'izinl 

"  'Fore  he  went  to  Floridy," 
Ike  says,  "notliiu'  'bout  a  bee 
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'At  old  Fessler  didn't  know,— 

VV'y,  it  jes'  'peared-Iike  'at  he 

Knowcd  their  language,  high  and  low: 

Claimed  he  told  jes'  by  their  buzz 

What  their  wants  and  wishes  wuj:  I 

Peck  in  thcm-air  little  holes 

Round  the  porches  o'  the  hive— 

Drat  their    .esky  little  souls  I— 

Could  'a'  skinned  the  man  alive ! 

Bore  right  in  there  with  his  thumb, 

And  squat  down  and  scrape  the  gum 

Outen  ev'ry  hole,  and  Mow 

'N-  bresh  tlic  crumbs  off,  don't  you  know  I 

Take  the  roof  off,  and  slide  back 

Thcm-air  glass  concerns  they  pack 

Full  o'  honey,  and  jes'  lean 

'N'  grabble  'mongst  'em  fcr  the  queen  I 

Fetch  her  out  and  shozu  you  to  her— 

Jes',  you  might  say,  ititcrvicw  her! 

''Vear  er  two,"  says  Ike,  says-he, 
"  'Fore  he  went  to  Floridy, 
Fessier  struck  the  theory, 
Ilniicy  was  the  same  as  /o;r— 
Vou  could  make  it  day  and  night: 
Said  them  bees  o'  his  could  be 
Got  jes'  twic't  the  work  out  of 
Ff  a  feller  managed  right. 
He  contended  cf  bees  found 
!1!ossoms  all  the  year  around, 
He  could  git  'em  down  at  once 
To  work  all  the  Mnh-r  months 
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Sameas;r..m«w<-.    So,  one  fall, 
When  their  summer's  work  ^s^^7.  done. 
'Bee'  turns  in  and  rdis  'cm  all; 
Loads  the  hives  then,  one  by  one, 
On  the  cyars,  and  'lowed  he'd  see 
Ef  bees  loafed  in  Ploridy! 
Said  he  bet  he'd  know  the  reason 
EfAii  didn't  work  that  season! 

"And,"  says  Ike,  "it's  jes',"  says-V.e, 
"Like  old  Fesslcr  says  to  me : 
'Any  man  kin  fool  a  hcc. 
Git  him  down  in  Floridyl' 
'Feared  at  fust,  as  old  'Bee'  said, 
Fer  to  kiad  o'  turn  their  head 
Fer  a  spell;  but,  bless  you '.they 

Didn't  lose  a  half  a  day 
Altogether!— Jes' lit  in 
Them-air  tropics,  and  them-air 
Cacktusscs  a-ripen-nin', 
•N'magnolyers,  and  sweet-peas, 
•N'  'simnion  and  pineapple  trees, 
•N'  ripe  banancrs,  here  and  Uiere, 
•N' dates  a-daufjlin' in  the  bree.e, 

'N'  figs  and  reezins  ev'rywhere, 
All  waitin-  jes'  fer  Fcssler's  bees! 
•N'  Fesslcr's  bees,  with  gaum>  wmgs, 
A-gittin'  down  and  ichoopin-  things  !- 
Fessler  kind  o*  overseein' 
'Em,  and  sort  o'  'hcc-o-hc.ln'l' 

"  'Fore  lie  went  to  Flor'Jy, 
Old  'Bee'  Fessler,"  Ike  says-he, 
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"Wuzn't  counted,  jes'  to  say, 
Mean  er  or'n'ry  anyway; 
On'y  cv'ry  'tarnci  dime 
'At  'u'd  pass  him  on  the  road 
He'd  ketch  up  with,  ev'ry  time; 
And  no  mortal  ever  knowed 
Ilim  to  spend  a  copper  cent— 
'I-css  on  some  iooWspcrimcnt 
^\■ith  them  hccs~Uke  tliat-im  he 
flayed  on  'em  in  Floridy. 
Fess',  of  course,  lie  tuck  his  case. 
But  'twuz  bilious  on  tlie  bees  1 
Sweat,  you  know,  'u'd  jes'  stand  out 
On  tlieir  forn-ds~pant  and  groan. 
And  grunt  round  and  limp  about!- 
And  old  'Bee,'  o'  course,  a-knowin' 
'TvvHzn't  no  fair  shake  to  play 
On  them  pore  dumb  insccks,  iicr 
To  abuse  'cm  thataway. 
"''"  ''-i^  '-''S'lts,  I'm  here  to  say. 
And  that's  all  they  ast  him  fcrl 
ilan  as  mean  as  that,  jes'  'pears, 
Could  'a'  worked  bees  on  the  sliccrs  I 
Cleared  big  money— well,  I  guess, 
'Bee'  shipped  honey,  more  er  less,' 
Into  ev'ry  state,  perhaps, 
I^ver  putt  down  in  the  maps  I 

"But  by  time  he  fetched  'cm  back 
In  the  spring  ag'in,"  says  Ike, 
"  1  bey  wuz  aclin'  s'picious-likc : 
Thoush  they  -pearcd  to  lost  tlie  track 
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O-  cv'rything  they  saw  er  heard, 
TlieyM  lay  round  the  porch,  and  gap 
At  their  shaddcrs  in  the  sun, 
Do-less  like,  ontel  some  bird 
Suddently  'u'd  maybe  drap 
In  a  bloomin'  churry  tree, 
Twitterin'  a  tune  'at  run 
In  their  minds  familiouslyl 
They'd  revive  up,  kind  o",  then, 
Like  they  argied: -Well,  it's  bc'n 

The  most  longest  summer  wc 
Ever  saw  cr  want  to  see  1 
JTust  be  riuht.  though,  er  old  "Bcc 
•U'dnotify  usl'thcy  says-ee; 
And  they'd  sort  o'  sduarc  their  chm 
And  git  down  to  ■  ork  ag'in-       _ 
Jloanin'  round  their  hon.y-makn._. 
Kind  o' like  their  head  was  achm . 

Tctchin'  fer  to  see  how  they 
Trusted  Fessler  thataway— 
Ilim  a-lazin'  round,  and  smirkin* 
Tohisse'f  tosee'emworkin'l 

"But  old 'Bee,'"  says  Ike,  says-hc- 
•VVotuwhereishc?    UVif r.-'i  he  gone . 
\Vlicre's  the  head  he  hclt  so  free? 
Where's  his  pride  and  vanity? 
What's  his  hopes  a-restin'  on?— 
Never  knowed  a  man,"  says  Ike, 

"Take  advantage  of  a  bee, 

•At  affliction  didn't  strike 

Round  in  that  vicinity! 
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Sinners  alius  suffers  some, 
And  old  fesslcr's  rcck'nin'  come! 
That-air  man  to-day  is  jcs' 
Like  tlie  grass  'at  Scriptm'  says 
Cometli  up,  and  tlicn  turns  in 
And  jcs'  gits  cut  down  ag'in! 
Old  'Kee'  Fcssler,"  Ike  says-he, 
"Says,  last  fall,  says  lie  to  me— 
'Ike,'  says  he,  'them  hees  lias  jcs' 
Ciphtrcd  out  my  or'n'riness  1 
Nary  bee  In  ary  swarm 
On  the  whole  cndurin'  farm 
Won't  have  nothin'  more  to  do 
With  a  man  as  mean  as  I've 
Be'n  to  them,  last  year  cr  two  I 
Nary  bee  in  ary  hive 
But'U  turn  his  face  away, 
Like  tliey  ort,  whenever  they 
Hear  my  footprints  drawin'  nigh  I' 
And  old  'Bee,'  he'd  sort  o'  shy 
Kound  oncasy  in  his  cheer, 
Wipe  his  eyes,  and  yit  the  sap. 
Spite  o'  all,  'u'd  haf  to  drap. 
As  he  wound  up:  'Wouldn't  kcer 
Quite  so  much  ef  they'd  jes'  liglit 
hi  and  settle  things  up  right, 
Like  they  ort;  but-blame  the  tiling !- 
Tears-like  they  won't  even  sllni/! 
Pe!>pcr  me,  the  way  I  felt. 
And  I'd  thank  'em,  ev'ry  welt !' 
And  as  miz'able  and  mean 
As  'Bee'  looked,  ef  you'd  'a'  seen 
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Tl.cm-air  Inmgry  eyes,"  ^ay^  '^c, 
"Vou'd  fcrgivc  him,  more  n  like 

nVisl.t  you  iKHl  -a-  knowe.l  oM  'Kce' 
•ForchcNNcnttol'loridyl 
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T'M  one  o'H.escairVmskimlo- chaps 
Ivortllw  you  U,.ow  when  you  au„-t,r.r.,a,.I 

Ihamtnofool-nerldon'tiAcnd 
TohcsosmartlcouMnckommeml 

Myself  fcr  a  com-rssman,  my  fnond .  _ 

But  rm  kind  oM,e,wixt-and-betweeu   you  U,o., 

One  o- these  fellers 'at  folks  calls    sW. 

And  ril  say  jest  here  I'm  kmdocuccr 

Regardiuthings'atl.^candft.<.»-,- 

For  I'm  //.ufc  o'  hearin'  somcUmcs.  and 
It's  hard  to  git  me  to  understand; 
But  other  times  it  haiu'l.  you  l>'=tl 
Per  I  don't  sleep  with  both  eyes  shct! 

I've  swapped  a  power  m  stock,  and  so 

The  neighhers  calls  n>e  "Trad.n   Joe  - 
Mdrmgoin'totaiyouWatrade.- 

And  one  o' the  best  I  ever  made: 

Folks  has  gone  so  fur's  to  say 
-At  l-m  well  fixed,  in  a  ti'orldly  way, 
And  bcin'  so,  and  a  Kid<J'.i'cr. 
It's  not  su'prisin',  as  you'll  infer, 
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I'm  piirty  Iiaiidy  among  the  sect— 

WliUlirs  cspocially,  rickollcct  I 

An.l  I  won't  deny  iliat  along  o'  late 

I've  liankfred  a  heap  fc-  the  marri.,1  state- 

Rnt  .some  way  o'  •|,other  the  longer  we  wait 

1  he  liardcr  it  is  to  discover  a  mate. 

Marshall  Thomas,-a  friend  o'  mine, 

Doin'  some  in  the  tradin'  line, 

r.iit  a'most  too  yoiiiiu  to  know  it  all— 

On'y  at  fiaiics  er  some  ball!— 

Says  to  me,  in  a  hnntcrin'  way. 

As  wc  was  a-loadiii'  stock  one  day,— 

'•Von'rc  a-huntin-  a  wife,  and  I  want  yoi,  to  see 

Wy  girl's  m&tlier,  at  Kankakee  !— 

She  hain't  over  forty-good-lookin  and  sprv, 

And  jest  the  woman  to  fill  your  eye ! 

And  I'm  a-goin-  tliere  Sund'y,-and  now,"  snvs  l,e, 

I  want  to  take  you  along  witli  «„■,• 
And  you  marry  lu-r,  and,"  he  says,  ''l.y  'sliaw! 
^  ou'll  hev  me  fer  ycr  son-in-law!" 
I  studied  a  while,  and  says  I,  "Well,  I'll 
First  have  to  sec  ef  slie  suits  my  style; 
And  ef  slie  does,  you  kin  Let  y.ur  life 
Vour  mother-in-law  will  be  my  wife  1" 

Well,  Sund'y  come;  and  I  fixed  up  some- 
Putt  on  a  collar— I  did,  by  gum  I— 
Cot  down  my  "plug,"  and  my  satin  vest- 
ed ou  woul.ln^t  know  me  to  see  me  dressed  '- 
But  any  one  knows  cf  you  got  tlie  clothes 
^  ou  kin  go  in  the  crowd  wher'  the  best  of  'era  goes  I) 
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Ana  Urcoced  my  boot,  and  combed  my  hair 
Kerfully  over  tbe  bald  place  thero 

And  Marshall  Tboma.  and  mc  th.U  day 
Vatour  dinners  .ithWiddcr  Cray 

And  her  girl  Han' 1    .    •    • 

Well,  jest  a  glance 
O- the  %vidder'ssmilin' countenance, 
A.c«.tinM,p  chicken  and  hi.  P0t-P.e.. 
Would  make  a  man  hungry  .nraad.,e> 

And  pa..iu'  P'scrvcs  and  JcUy  and  cake 

C^    would  make  an  «...W'.appet,te  0,.;... r- 

Lrin-outcoffceasyallerasgoW-- 

Tvvict  as  much  as  the  cup  could  hod 

La  1  it  «as  rich !-And  then  shed  say. 

!:^;wesomeo',..r'inher.a.m^^^^^^^^ 

i:;;!e;rc:^:::--— '-' 

WelUhc  way  I  talked  would  V  done  you  good, 
Ff  Wd -a' been  there  to  V  understood. 
SlMticedHanner  and  Marshall,  they 

Was  a-noticin-  me  in  a  cur'ous  way ; 
So     snystomyse'f,saysI,"Now,Joo, 
?^,e,etthin.feryouistojestgosIow! 
An  II  simmered  down,  and  let  them  do 
The  hulk  o- the  talkin- the  evening  through. 

AndMarshaUwasstillinatallcativej't 
When  we  left,  that  evemng-tolable  late. 
"How  do  you  like  her?"  he  say,  to  me. 

Says  I;  "She  suits,  to  a  't-y-T<'«  ' 
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And  then  I  ast  Iiow  matters  stood 

With  him  in  the  offoiiu-  ncighbcrhood  ? 

"Bully!"  lie  says;  "I  rmlicr  guess 

I'll  finally  git  licr  to  say  the  'yes.' 

I  named  it  to  her  to-niffht,  and  she 

Kind  o*  smiled,  and  said  'slu-'d  j.v'— 
And  tliat's  a  purty  go.xl  sign  I"  says  he : 
"Vis,"  says  I,  "youVe  ahead  u'  m,r 
And  then  he  laughed,  and  said,  "Co  in  I" 
And  patted  nie  on  the  shoulder  ag'in. 

Well,  ever  sense  then  I've  been  ridin'  a  good 
Deal  through  the  Kankakee  neighherhood ; 
And  I  make  it  conveniont  somclimis  to  stop 
And  hitch  a  few  minute-,  and  kind  o'  drop 
In  at  tlic  bidder's,  .-in<l  talk  n'  the  crtip 
And  one  thing  o'  'nother.    And  week  afore  last 
The  notion  struck  me,  as  I  drove  past, 
I'd  stop  at  the  place  and  state  my  case- 
Might  as  well  do  it  at  first  as  last  I 

I  felt  first-rate;  so  I  hitched  at  the  pnf.- 

And  went  up  to  tlie  house;  and,  strange  to  relate. 

Miirslwlt  Thomas  had  dropped  in,  loo.— 

"Olad  to  sec  you,  sir,  ho  v  Iq  you  do  ?" 

He  says,  says  he!    WiW-h  sounded  queer; 

And  when  Han"  told  me  to  take  a  cheer, 

Marshall  got  up  and  putt  out  o'  the  room— 

And  motioned  his  hand  fcr  the  uiddcr  to  come. 

I  didn't  say  nothin'  fer  quite  a  spell. 

But  thinks  I  to  myse'f.  "The    's  a  dog  in  the  well  I" 
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An.l  Han-  s!u-  MniU  d  ...  cur'.ms  at  n.e- 
Cl"Wto-sm.r    Ana  sl,c  says, ->-l.e. 
^•Mur.l.uirsl.ecn  atn.etomarryag.n.     _ 
A„.l  I  t.,U  l,im  W  jest  as  you  come  .... 
Cvcn,so,no,,m-o-Wl..rmtl>atK,rlsvo.ce 
Say,tonK."Josci.l.,l.crc-syourc.o.c. 
A,ulano,l,cr  minute  lurguiUlcss  breast 
WaslovmMytlirol.l.in'aB'in'myvcst. 
And  .l.cn  I  kissed  her,  and  lamia  smack 
Come  like,  a- echo,  a-fluttcrin;  Lack 
And  we  l".>Ued  around,  and  m  full  vuw 
Marsliallwaskissin'tl.e  widdcr,  tool 
^:::,;:ea,.ofnsW.d,mour.ul^.P-, 

Tel  the  tears  come  «-.<-■.- ' -"'^^  ;•";,;;;;.;,,, 

And  when  Marsh  said  •••Twas  the  .n.ur.^t.ra.U 

That  ever  me  and  him  had  made, 
We  both  shuck  hands,  'y  jucksl  and  swore 
We'd  stick  together  ferevermore. 
A„d  ol.l  'Sciuire  Chipman  tuck  us  the  trip: 
And  Marshall  and  -ne's  in  pardnersh.pl 


UN-CLE  WILLIAM,  last  July, 
Had  his  picture  took. 
"Have  it  done,  of  course,"  says  I, 

■•Jes' the  way  you  look!" 
(All  dressed  up,  he  was,  fer  the 
Barbecue  and  jubilee 
The  old  settlers  hell.)    So  he- 
Last  he  had  it  took. 
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I.iilc  sIk'J  coaxfil  and  lii(jtjiil  ami  jilcd, 

Semi'  licr  inotlur  \vi  nt ; 
Put  Iii'd  cough  and  >li,iki'  M*  luad 

At  all  argyincnt ; 
JfiMiy  clear  liis  th'oat  and  .'.ly, 
"Wliat's  my  likeness  'im.nnl  lo,  Iny, 
Now  ttitli  Motlu-r  gDMc  away 

From  us,  like  slic  went  ?" 

15iit  we  projicked  round,  tel  wc 

Cot  it  fig);ered  down 
How  we'd  git  liini,  Lide  and  nio, 

Drivin'  into  town; 
TraKKcd  how  well  he  looked  and  fleshed 
Up  around  the  face,  and  freslied 
With  the  morning  air;  and  brcshcd 

His  cout-collar  <lown. 

All  so  providential  I    W'y, 

Now  he's  dead  and  gone, 
riiture  'pears  so  lifelike  I 

Want  to  start  him  on 
Theju  old  tales  he  ust  to  tell. 
And  old  talks  so  socialile, 
And  old  songs  he  sung  so  well 

'Fore  his  voice  was  gone! 

Face  is  sad  to  Lidc,  and  tliey's 

Sorrow  in  the  eyes — 
Kisses  it  sometimes,  and  lays 

It  away  and  cries. 
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I  smooth  dc    ,>U.rW>r,an,riov. 
lie  is  liaH'V.  anyliow, 
Bcin-  there  with  Motlicr  now,- 
Sinile,  anil  wipe  "ly  eyes. 


20S 


Squire  Ilazvkins's  Slory 


'    II  MN'T  no  hand  at  tcUin'  taRS, 
i   Er  spinniu-  yarns,  as  the  sailors  say; 
Someway  o'  'nother,  lungnab'c  fads 
To  slide  for  mc  in  the  ody  way 
Thattoy.r.has;andlvv>sht.   wonll. 
FcrrvcEOtsomci.in'thatIeallgood, 

But  bcin'  only  a  country  scinire, 
I've  learned  to  listen  and  admire 
Rutherpreferrin- to  be  addressed 
Than  talk  myse-f-but  I'll  do  my  best. - 

Old  JefE  Thompson-well,  I'll  say. 
Wasthcclos'testmanleversawl- 
A.,Vh  as  cream,  but  the  poorest  pay, 

And  the  meanest  man  to  work  fer-La. 

Vveknowedthatmantoworkone    h.u.d 

For  little  er  nothin',  you  understand- 
From  four  o'clock  in  the  mornmghght 

T..1  eight  and  nine  o'clock  at  mgh. 
And  then  find  fault  with  htsappefto! 
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Ile'cl  drive  all  over  the  neighberlu  ...i 
To  miss  tlie  place  where  a  toll-gate  r.:?.A. 
And  slip  ill  town,  by  soine  old  road 
Tliat  no  two  men  in  the  county  knowed, 
With  a  jag  o'  wood,  and  a  sack  o'  whea'' 
That  wouldn't  Iinrn  and  you  couldn't  eat  1 
And  the  trades  he'd  make,  '11  I  jest  do-elare, 
\\'as  cnougli  to  make  a  preacher  swear ! 
And  then  he'd  hitch,  and  hang  about 
Tel  the  lights  in  the  toll-gate  was  Mowed  out, 
And  then  the  turnpike  he'd  turn  in 
And  sneak  his  way  back  home  ag'in  f 

Some  folks  hint,  and  I  make  no  doubt. 
That  that's  what  wore  his  old  wife  out— 
Toilin'  away  from  day  to  day 
And  year  to  year,  through  heat  and  coUl, 
Uncomplainin'— the  same  old  way 
The  martyrs  died  in  the  days  Df  old ; 
And  a-clingin',  too,  as  the  martyrs  done, 
To  one  fixed  faith,  and  her  only  one,— 
I.ittle  Patience,  the  sweetest  child 
■That  ever  wept  unrickonciled, 
I^r  felt  tile  pain  and  the  ache  and  sting 
That  only  a  mother's  death  can  bring. 

Patience  Thompson !— I  think  that  name 
Must  'a'  come  from  a  power  above, 
Fer  it  seemed  to  fit  her  jest  the  same 
As  a  yailer  would,  er  a  fine  kid  glove  I 
And  to  see  that  girl,  with  all  the  care 
Of  the  household  on  her— I  de-clare 
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It  was  ouJocious,  tUe  work  she'd  do 

And  the  thousand  plans  that  she'd  putt  ,hrougl,. 

And  sing  like  a  medder-lark  all  day  long, 

And  drownd  her  cares  m  the  joys  o   song;      _ 

And /..»,y;.  sometimes  tel  the  farmers    hand, 

Away  fur  oflE  in  tl->e  fields,  would  stand 
A-Usteniu'.  with  the  plow  half  <lrawn, 
Tel  the  coaxin' echoes  called  Inm  on ; 

And  the  furries  seemed,  in  his  drea.ny  eyes. 

I  ike  foot-paths  a-leadin-  to  Parad.se. 

As  off  through  the  ha?.y  atmosphere 

The  call  fer  dinner  reached  his  ear. 

Xow  love's  as  cunnin'  a  little  thing 

A,  a  hummin'-bird  upon  the  wmg, 

And  as  liable  to  poke  his  nose 

Jest  where  folks  wotdd  least  suppose,- 

And  more'n  likely  build  his  tiest 

Psight  in  the  heart  you'd  leave  unguesse.l. 

And  live  and  thrive  at  your  expense- 

At  least,  that's  my  experience. 

And  old  Jeff  Thompson  often  thought, 

In  his  se'fish  way,  that  the  quiet  John 

Was  a  stiddy  chap,  as  a  farm-hand  ouuht 

To  always  be,-ter  the  airliest  dawn 

Found  John  busy-and  "'-"/>;"  t^' 

Whenever  his  wages  would  fall  due . 

To  sum  him  up  with  a  f^nal  touch, 

He  cat  so  little  and  ■worked  so  much,    ^ 

That  old  Jeff  laughed  to  hisse'f  and  sa.d, 

"He  makes  «a- money  and  aims  h,s  bread! 


400 


THE   HOOSIER   I'.OOK 

T'.ut  John,  ftr  all  of  liis  quietude. 
Would  sometimes  drap  a  word  er  so 
Tliat  none  but  Patience  understood, 
Ar.d  none  but  her  was  meant  to  know  i-  ■ 
Maybe  at  meal -times  John  would  say, 
As  the  sugar-luul  come  down  his  way, 
"Thanky,  no ;  my  coffee's  sweet 
F.noufedi  fer  me!"  with  sicli  conceit. 
She'd  know  at  once,  without  no  doubt, 
He  meant  because  she  poured  it  out ; 
And  smile  and  blush,  and  all  sich  stuff, 
And  ast  cf  it  was  "strong  enough?" 
And  git  the  answer,  neat  and  trim, 
"It  couldn't  be  too  'strong'  fer  him!" 


And  so  things  went  fer  'bout  a  year, 
Tel  John,  at  last,  found  pluck  to  go 
And  pour  his  tale  in  the  old  man's  ear— 
And  cf  it  had  been  hot  lead,  I  know 
It  couldn't  'a'  raised  a  louder  fuss, 
Xer  'a'  riled  the  old  man's  temper  wuss ! 
He  jest  ///  in,  and  cussed  and  swore. 
And  lunged  and  fared,  and  ripped  and  tore. 
And  told  John  jest  to  leave  his  door. 
And  not  to  darken  it  no  more  1 
But  Patience  cried,  with  eyes  all  wet, 
"Remember,  John,  and  don't  ferget, 
Whatever  comes,  I  love  you  yet !" 
Btit  the  old  man  thought,  in  his  se'fish  way, 
"I'll  see  her  married  rich  some  day; 
And  that,"  thinks  he.  "is  money  fer  me— 
And  my  will's  law,  as  it  ought  to  be !" 
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So  .hen.  iu  the  course  of  a  month  er.o. 

Louies  to  jcus,  V.  y, 

Itv.asthetalkoftheneighbcrhood-- 
k„V,uv  and  ;.;...,  and*/.- affa-rs - 
And  this  old  chap  V>lh  a  few  gray  ha.rs 
nad"cutjohnout,"it«.asmukr,tood. 

Afds:.efolUs  reckoned  "PaUencc^oo. 

Kno^ved^vhat.;a.^vasa-gomtodo 

It  was  W'.^her-la!  indeed!- 
^^^slw^o.c<^^■^^s  dollars  ^niccuts- 

Fer/./m  to  pine  at  (..:-' negh.^enee! 

Butotllcrssaid,inai■u.d^•'■^va>^ 
Tl,ey  missed  the  songs  she  used  to  sm 

They  missed  the  smiles  that  used  to  play 

Over  her  face,  and  the  laug  an  rmg 

Of  her  glad  voice-that  m-O'lhmg 
Of  „cr'Mse'f  seemed  dead  and  gone. 
?W  this  was  the  ghost  that  they  ga.edonl 

Tel  finally  it  was  noised  about 
There  was  a  u'cddht'  soon  to  he 
Down  at  JeflV.  and  the  •■cat  was  out 

Shore  enough l-Ll  the  ;aM««»-««/ 
ItW;.dmewl    n  John  told  me  so,- 

^VhistrimL  voice  iesthroUemtwo- 

As  a  feller's  voice'U  sometimes  do.- 

T  "Pf  T  know  mv  biz — 
And  I  says,  says  I,    Ef  1  know 
And  I  think  I  know  what  ;«(u^  IS, 
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I've  rcil  soiiw  Uw— and  IM  advise 
A  man  like  you  to  wipe  Iiis  eyes, 
And  square  his  jaws  and  start  <7yV,i, 
i^ti-  ji-slicc  is  a-yoin'  to  iviit!" 
And  it  wasn't  long  tel  his  eyes  had  cleared 
As  blue  as  the  skies,  and  the  sun  appeare.l 
III  the  shape  of  a  good  oW-fasI.ioncd  sn,il<- 
That  I  hadn't  seen  fer  a  long,  long  while. 

So  we  talked  on  fer  a'  hour  er  more, 
And  sunned  ourselves  in  the  open  dn'or,- 
i  cl  a  hoss-and-buggy  down  the  road 
Come  a-drivi„'  up,  that  I  guess  John  ,[-„„«vrf- 
I'er  he  wn.kcd  and  says,  'Til  dessappear- 
'■llicy-d  smell  a  mice  cf  they  saw  iiw  hen-  r- 
And  he  thumbed  his  nose  at  the  old  gray  n.arc, 
And  h,d  Insse'f  in  the  house  somewhere. 

\VeIl.-The  rig  drove  up:  and  I  raised  n,y  bead 

As  old  Jeff  bcllercd  to  n.o  and  said 

That  "him  and  his  oM  friend  there  had  come 

To  see  ef  the  sr|uire  was  at  home." 

■  .  .  I  told  'em  "I  was;  and  J  aimrj  to  be 

At  every  chance  of  a  weddin'-fee!" 

And  then  I  laughed-and  they  laughed,  ton,- 

i-er  that  was  l.'ie  object  they  had  in  view 

■Would  I  be  on  hands  at  eight  that  night  ^■■ 

They  a.,t;  and 's-I,  ■■You're  mighty  right, 
II!  he  on  ImmUr    And  then  I  Im'.st 
Out  a-laughin'  my  very  wu'sf,— 
And  so  did  they,  as  tbov  wheoL-r!  awav 
And  drove  to'rds  town  in  a  cloud  o'  dust. 
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Then  I  sUet  the  door,  and  me  and  John 

ra:hcdand/a».;u-</,andicstiu«,Won. 

Tel  Mother  drai-pcd  her  specs  and  bj 

;,,tc;..7;iK-r..'    I  thougl't  she  d  da-.- 
Ll  she  couldn't  V  told,  rU  bet  my  hat. 

What  f^i  earth  she  was  laughm   at  I 

But  alio- the  fun  o- the  tale  ham't  donel- 
Fcradrizzlm'ramhadje.thegun, 

A,Kl  a-havhV  'bout  four  mile'  to  nde. 
I  jest  concluded  I'd  better  light 
Out  fcr  Jeff's  and  save  my  hide,- 

So  ^ve^vent  down  to  the  barn,  and  John 

Saddled  my  beast,  and  I  L;ot  on; 
Andhetoldmesomeinn'tonotfergct, 

AndwhenIleft,hevvas;«.o/.i»  y^t- 

And,  'proachin'  on  to  my  journey's  end 
The  great  big  drapso' the  rain  come    own, 

And  the  thunder  growled  in  a  way  to  lend 

An  awful  look  to  the  lowerin'    rown 

The  dull  sky  wore;  and  the  ligbtnmglan.ed 

Tel  my  old  marc  jest  mmv-,.  pranced, 

Ld  tossed  her  head,  and  bussed  her  eye. 

To  about  four  times  their  natchurls,ze 

I:  U,e  big  black  lips  of  the  clouds -uddrap 

Out  some  oath  of  a  thunder-clap, 
\„d  threaten  on  in  an  undertone 
That  chilled  a  feller  clean  to  the  bone  1 
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But  I  struck  slicltcr  soon  enough 

To  save  mjse'f.    And  the  house  was  jammed 

Witli  t!ic  v.-onuii-folks,  and  tlic-  wcddin  -stiilT: 

A  great,  hm;;  t-l.!c,  fairly  crair„u;l 

With  Mg  pound-cakes— and  cliops  and  steaks  - 

And  roasts  and  stews— and  stuniick-aclies 

Of  every  fasliion,  form,  and  size, 

From  twisters  up  to  punkin-piesi 

And  candies,  oranges,  and  figs, 

And  reezins,— all  the  "whilligigs" 

And  "jim-cracks"  that  the  law  allows 

On  sich  occasions !— Bobs  and  hows 

Of  gigglin'  girls,  with  corkscrew  curls, 

And  fancy  ribbons,  reds  and  blues, 

And  "l)cau-kctclicrs"  and  "curliques" 

To  beat  tlie  world !    And  seven  o'clock 

P.ronglit  old  J.ff;-and  1)rought-//u-  oroom,-^ 

With  a  sideboard-collar  on,  and  stock 

That  choked  bim  so,  be  hadn't  room 

To  siailli-r  in,  er  even  sneeze, 

Kr  clear  his  th'oat  with  any  ease 

Er  comfort— and  a  good  square  cough 

Would  saw  his  Adam's  apple  off! 


But  as  fer  Pat'.cncc—My!  Oomh-onmh!~, 
I  never  saw  her  look  so  sweet  !— 
Her  face  was  cream  and  roses,  too ; 
And  then  them  eyes  o'  heavenly  blue 
Jest  made  an  luigel  all  complete  1 
And  -.vben  she  split  'em  up  in  smiles 
And  splintered  'em  around  the  room, 
And  danced  acrost  and  met  the  groom, 

40s 


THE  HOOSTF.R  BOOK 


My  lanE«a,;e  ul.cn  X  co.ne   o  that 
Fcr  »■!  she  laid  away  '"^  •'=>«-  . 

Tb•mk,l,"T;.<•^'^■"'"•'|•"■"'''■.. 

Of  that  said  ha,  must  mal^c  «  ''""''• 
.1  haft<^' one  icr  all  her  hfc 

Li.  someway,  tlKn,lt—t  of/,. ^^^ 

Then  lonUd  towards  rafL-Lf*-.  .  • 
The  door  stood  open,  and  the  ram 
W.sdashm'm -.and  .harp  and  pla.a 
Above  the  storm  we  hcerd  a  cry- 
Ar;„8lnMaugWn'.'o"1"Good-hyl 
That  died  away,  as  fleet  and    ast 
Ihoss-shoofs^ventsplasWpa 
And  that  was  all.    'T was  done  that  M-cK 

1        t  ^'  tfllcrs  "lookm*  sick   i 
Vnii  ve  hcerd  o  leiiira    ■" 
:;:,tyonMsee„<J..-.Kst     ;- 

,^,htyonMse..tW   w^oldm 

With  starni'  eyes  that  lai    .  ./ 
At  one  another,  and  the  scared 
And  empty  faces  of  the  crowd,- 
Vwisht  you  could  Vhcon  a  lowed 

To  iest  look  -n  and  see  it  all, 
As  though  old  Nick  had  holt  of  .t 
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And  a  J  we  all  stood  stariii'  out 

Into  the  niglit,  I  felt  the  brush 

Of  some  one's  hand,  and  turned  al.oiit, 

And  licerd  a  voice  that  whispered,  '■Ilusli! 

They're  uvilin'  in  the  kitchen,  vid 

you're  'aanted.    Don't  yon  luide isUiid:'" 

Well,  cf  my  memory  serves  me  now, 

I  think  I  winked.— Well,  anyhow, 

I  loft  the  crowd  a-gawkin'  there. 

And  jest  slipped  off  around  to  where 

The  hack  door  opened,  and  went  in. 

And  turned  and  shet  the  door  ag'in. 

And  mayhe  locked  it— couldn't  swear, — 

A  woman's  arms  around  me  makes 

Mc  liable  to  make  mistakes. — 

I  read  a  marriage  license  nc.x'. 

But  as  I  didn't  have  my  specs 

I  jest  inferred  it  was  all  right. 

And  tied  the  knot  .so  mortal-tight 

That  Patience  and  my  old  friend  '  .hn 

Was  safe  enough  from  that  time  oji  I 


Well  now  I  might  go  on  and  tell 
How  all  the  joke  at  last  leaked  out, 
And  how  the  youngsters  raiseil  the  yell 
And  rode  the  happy  groom  about 
Upon  their  shoulders ;  how  the  bride 
Was  kissed  a  hunderd  times  beside 
The  one  /  give  her, — tcl  she  cried 
And  laughed  untel  she  like  to  died ! 
I  might  go  on  and  tell  you  all 
About  the  supper— anil  llie  hall. — 

407 


THE  HOOSU-R  BOOK 

^•„„Mou«l.t.osccmc»^v^tno•l-•> 
Through  jest  one  oM  Fur«mny  rM 

Atoreyou.UcUrtron,pthestnn«. 

OtsomcoUM.UetcUhes„,gs 

^.,,,0  old  cowtilUon,dontyoi.  know. 

That  putts  the  devil  in  yer  toe  1 

We  kcp'  the  dancin'  up  tel  four 
O'clock,  I  reckon-mayhe  more.- 
VVe  hardly  heerd  the  thunders  roar, 
r;,;:„.;'<  ahout  the.. .....that  bluwed- 

And  tlu;n  tu'o  fclkrs  on  the  road' 
Tel  all  at  onc't  we  heerd  the  door 
T^„\t  open,  ;'h'   »  .oice  that  s^orcr- 
MoMj:.^  Thompson  tuck  the  floor. 

lie  shuck  hi.se-f  and  looked  around 
lL  some  old  dog  ahout  half-drowned- 
l,ishat.lrcc\.o.,n.iuUedU:  pound 
To  say  the  least,  and  ril  say,  .W., 

His  overcoat  '.veiylu'd  fifty  m'^"- 
Thc  wllest  man  yo«  ever  sa'u\ 
To  have  so  dry  a  son-in-laiv! 

He  sized  it  all;  and  Patience  laid 

Her  hand  in  John's,  and  looked  afra>d. 

And  waited.    And  a  stiller  set 

o' folks,  1 1«»-^'.  y»"  "^^"  •""'       , 

Lny  court  room,  where  w.th  dread 
They  wait  to  hear  a  verdick  read. 

The  old  man  turned  his  eyes  on  me : 
"And  have  you  married -en..'    say.  ne. 
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I  nodded  "Yes."   "Well,  that'll  -o." 

He  says,  "and  now  we're  tli'ough  with  ynii,- 

I'oB  jest  clear  out,  and  T  decide 

And  prumlsc  to  he  satisfied  !" 

He  hadn't  nothin'  more  to  say. 

I  saw,  of  course,  how  matters  lay, 

And  left.    Rut  as  I  rode  away 

I  hcerd  the  roosters  crow  fcr  day. 


^op  The  Truly  Marvelous 

/^lUNTS  is  the  'uiggest  mens  they  air 
VJ    In  all  this  world  er  aiiywiiere!— 
An'  Tom  Thumh  he's  the  most  little-est  man, 
'Cause  wunst  he  lived  in  a  oysliture-can ! 


210  The  Spoiled  Child 

CAUSE  Herbert  Graham's  a'  only  child- 
"Wnz  I  there,  Ma?" 
His  parunts  uz  got  him  purt'  nigh  spiled— 

"Wuz  I  there.  Ma?" 
AIl'js  cver'where  his  Ma  tells 
Where  she's  hin  a(,  little  Herhcrt  yells, 
"Wuz  I  there.  Ma?" 
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\n'  when  .1.0  Idled  v»  w">'^<  «''"'  »''* 
\Vu7.  ist  'bout  Lit;  a*  !''•"  •'"''  ""'• 

\Vy.  little  ll>^^''''"''"'*''^'',r^''"'''' 
"Wiiz  I  tiarc,  M:i?" 
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The  no<nUc-Bu,is-s  Charm 
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TIIF.N  rncle  Si.lmy  lie  conu-s  lurc- 

i        An-  Fred  ii"'  ""^  •'»'  ^'"' ~ 
MyMaslicsayssl.elKty.niyct 

The  roorUlunihlc  inl 
l.-,.rUiidcl'eistro."/'iwithus: 

An'  wuiist,  out  in  our  shed, 
He  telled  us  M.out  the  Doodlc-BuK., 

An-  what  they'll  dc,  he  su.d. 
Ef  you'll  ist  ludkr  "Doodle-lings!  - 

Out  hy  our  s;:irdeu-hed- 
••Doodle-Bngs!   Poodk-BuKs!    _ 
Come  up  an-  git  some  bread  . 

Ain't  Uncle  Sidney  funny  man?- 

"He's  childish  'most  as  me"— 
My  Ma  sometimes  she  tells  hin,  that- 

"He  ac's  so  foolishly!" 
W'y.  wunst,  out  in  our  garden-path, 

Witehy  the  pie-plant  hed, 
He  all  sprawled  out  thcr,-  in  the  d,rt 
An-  ist  scrooched  down  his  head, 
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A.r"Doo<llel  Docile!  Doodlc-Bugjl" 

^f>■  I'ncic  Sidney  said.— 
"Doodlc-Biigs  I    I)(,o<llc-niiK5 1 

Come  up  an'  git  some  lircad  I" 

Am'  iKii  lie  sliowcd  us  liitlc  Iiolcs 
All  liorcl  tliiTc  in  the  ground. 
An'  litlle  wtcrily  ln-.ips  o'  dust 
'At's  piled  tlicrc  ;ill  aronnd  : 
An'  Uncle  said,  wlicn  lie's  like  us. 

!■>  I'urt'  nigh  l,ig  as  Frc.l, 
That  wuz  tlie  Doodle-Bugs',  Charn,-. 

To  call  'em  up,  lie  sairl  :_ 
"Doodle I   Doodle!   DocKlle-Dussl" 
An'  they'd  poke  out  their  liea°d— 
"Doodle-FJuKs!   Doodle-RuRs! 
Come  up  an'  git  some  bread !" 
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•<-""..  CiUisin  Jasper 

TITTLE  Cousin  Jasper,  he 

^  Don't  live  in  this  town,  like  me,- 

He  lives  'way  to  Rensselaer, 

An'  ist  comes  to  visit  licre. 

He  says  'at  our  court-liouse  square 
Ain't  niRh  hig  as  thoirn  is  there!— 
He  says  their  town's  big  as  four 
Er  five  towns  like  this,  an'  more! 
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He  says  ef  his  folks  moved  here 
He'd  cry  to  leave  RensseUer- 
•Cause  they's  prairies  there  aa  lakes. 

An- Nvile-ducks  an- rattlesnakes! 

Yes  'p'  little  Jasper's  Pa  ^^ 

Shoots  most  things  you  ever  saw.    ■ 

Wunst  he  shot  a  deer,  one  day, 
-At  swummed  off  an'  got  away. 
Little  Cousin  Jasper  went 

^n'  camped  out  wunst  m  a  tent 
WivhisPa,an'helthisgun 

While  he  kilt  a  turrapun. 

An'  when  his  Ma  heerd  o' that 
An' more  things  his  Pa's  bm  at 
She  says.  "Yes, 'n' he'll  g.t  sho 
•Fore  he's  man-grown,  l.Kc  as  not. 

An'  they's  mussrats  there,  an'  minks, 
An'  di-dippers,  an'  chee-w>nks,- 
Yes  'n'  cal'mus-root  you  chew 
AUupan'-t'on'tpizcnyou! 

An',  in  town, 's  a  flag-pole  there- 
Highest  one  'at's  anywhere 
:„  this  world  !-wite  in  the  street 

Where  the  big  mass-meetms  meet. 

Yes,  'n'  Jasper  he  says  they 
Got  a  brass  band  there,  an  play 
0„  it,  an'  march  up  an'  down 
An' all  over  round  the  town  1 
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Wislit  town  ain't  like  it  is  !— 

Wislit  its  ist  as  big  as  his! 
Wisht  'at  his  folks  they'd  move  lu-i 
An'  zfc'd  move  to  Rensselaer  I 
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The  Bcc-Bag 


WHEN     I     was     ist     a     Erown!o-a     weeiity-teeiity 
Brownie — 
Long  afore  I  got  to  he  like  ChiWenis  is  to-day,— 
My  good  old   Brownie  granny  gimme   sweeter  thing  'an 
can'y — 
An'  'at's  my  little  hce-bag  the  Fairies  stold  away! 
O  my  little  bee-bag — 
My  little  funny  bee-bag— 
My  little  honey  bee-bag 
The  Fairies  stold  away  1 

One   time   when   I   bin    swung   in    wiv   annuver   Brownie 
young-un 
An'  Icf  slcepin'  in  a  pea-pod  while  our  parunts  went  to 
play, 
I  waked  up  ist  a-cryin'  an'  a-sobbin'  an'  a-sighin' 
Fer  my  little  funny  bee-bag  the  Fairies  stold  away ! 
0  my  little  bee-bag — 
My  little  funny  bee-bag — 
My  little  honey  bee-bag 
The  Fairies  stold  away! 
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IVs  awful  much  bew.der  n  ,  but  at^      X  .^  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^  , 
Kergom-togittobenomo     a  ^^^_^^   ^,^^^ 

My   parunts,    so   imprudent,   lef     m 

^.f:^lll>tt>ebee.ba«t,.Fa..,.oUa.aV> 

^  O  my  little  bee-bag- 

My  little  funny  bee-bag- 
My  little  honey  bee-bag 
The  Fairies  stold  away  I 
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'Mongst  the  mils  o''Somcrset 

.TV/rOXGSTthelliUso-Somer-t 
iVl   Wisht  I  was  a-roamm  yet. 

Wst  I  could  go  back  there,  and 
SS!e  the  long  .rass  with  my  b.>d. 

KindoMiUemysweetheat     - 

Smoothed  out  ".Hlerneath   t  th 
Wisht  I  could  set  eyes  once  more 

On  our  shadders,  on  before, 

Climbin',  in  the  airly  dawn 

Up  the  slopes -at  love  growed  on 

Natchurl  as  the  violet 
•Mongst  the  Hills  o- Somerset! 

How -tVd  rest  a  man  like  me 
Jes-  fer  -bout  an  hour  to  be 
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Up  tliere  where  the  morning  air 
Could  reach  out  and  ketch  me  there  I- 
Snatch  my  breath  away,  and  then 
Rensh  and  give  it  back  again 
Fresh  as  dew,  and  smcllin'  of 
Tlie  old  pinks  I  ust  to  love, 
And  a-flavor'n'  ever'  breeze 
With  mixt  hints  o'  mulberries 
And  May-apples,  from  the  thick 
Bottom-lands  along  the  crick 
Wliere  the  fish  bit,  dry  er  wet, 
'Moiigst  the  Hills  o'  Somerset! 

Like  a  livin'  pictur'  things 

Alt  comes  back :  the  bluebird  swings 

In  tlie  maple,  tongue  and  bill 

Trillin'  glory  fit  to  kill ! 

In  the  orchard,  jay  and  bee 

Kipcns  the  first  pears  fcr  me, 

And  the  "Prince's  Harvest"  they 

Tumble  to  me  where  I  lay 

In  the  clover,  provin'  still 

"A  boy's  will  is  the  wind's  will." 

Clean  fergot  is  time,  and  care, 

And  thick  hearin',  and  gray  hair — 

But  they's  nothin'  I  ferget 

'Mongst  the  Hills  o'  Somerset  1 


Middle-aged— to  be  edzact, 
Very  middle-aged,  in  fact,— 
Yet  a-tbinkin'  back  to  then, 
I'm  the  same  wild  boy  again ! 
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There's  the  dear  old  home  once  more, 
And  there's  Mother  at  the  door- 
Dead,  I  know,  fer  thirty  year', 
Yet  shi's  singin',  and  1  hear; 
And  there's  Jo,  and  Mary  Jane, 
And  Pap,  comin'  up  the  lane  I 
Dusk's  a-f allin' ;  an<l  the  dew, 
Tears  like,  it's  a-falh'  '  too— 
Drcamin'  we're  all  livin'  yet 
'Mongst  the  Hills  o"  Somerset! 


^15 


Old  John  Henry 


OLD  John's  ics'  made  o'  the  commonest  stuff- 
Old  John  Henry- 
He's  tough,  I  reckon,— but  none  too  tough - 
Too  tough  though's  better  than  not  enough! 

Says  old  John  Henry. 
He  does  his  best,  and  when  his  best's  bad. 
He  don't  fret  none,  ner  he  don't  git  sad- 
He  simply  'lows  it's  the  best  he  had : 
Old  John  Henry! 

His  doctern's  jes'  o'  tlie  plainest  brand- 
Old  John  Henry— 

A  smilin'  face  and  a  hearty  hand 

•S  religen  'at    11  folks  understand, 
iays  old  John  Henry. 
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He's  stove  up  some  with  the  rhumatiz, 
And  they  hain't  no  shine  on  them  shoes  o'  his, 
And  his  hair  hain't  cut— hnt  his  eye-teeth  is :  ' 
Old  John  Henry  1 

Ht  iceds  hissc'f  when  the  stock's  .11  fed- 
Old  Jolin  Henry— 

And  sleeps  like  a  habe  when  he  goes  to  bed— 

And  dreams  o'  Heaven  and  home-made  bread, 
Says  o'd  John  Henry. 

He  hain't  refined  as  he'd  ort  to  be 

To  fit  the  statutes  o'  poetry, 

Ner  his  clothes  don't  fit  him-but  lu-  fits  me: 
Old  John  Henry  I 


2Td 


Scntfy 

O  COTTY'S  dead.— Of  course  he  is  I 
^  Jcs'  that  same  old  luck  of  his  !— 
Kver  scnce  we  went  calioots 
He's  be'n  first,  yon  bet  yer  boots  I 
When  our  schoolia'  first  begun, 
Got  two  whipi-Mi's  to  my  one : 
Stold  and  smoked  the  first  cigar : 
Stood  up  first  before  the  bar, 
Takin'  whisky-straight— and  me 
Wastin'  time  on  "blackberry"  1 
Beat  me  in  the  Army,  too, 
'^.-.d  clean  on  the  whole  way  through  I— 
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In  more  scrapes  around  the  camp. 
And  more  troubles,  on  tlic  tramp : 
Fought  and  fell  there  ly  my  side 
With  more  bullets  in  his  liide, 
And  more  glory  in  the  cause,— 
That's  the  kind  o'  man  he  was  1 
Luck  liked  Scotty  more'n  me.— 
/  got  married:  Scotty,  l.e 
Never  even  would  a/'/'/y 
Fer  the  pension-money  I 
Had  to  beg  of  "Uncle  Sam"— 
That's  the  kind  o'  cuss  /  am  !— 
Scotty  alius  first  and  best— 
Me  the  last  and  ornriest  I 
Yit  fer  all  that's  said  and  done- 
All  the  battles  fought  and  won— 
We  hain't  prospered,  him  ner  me- 
Both  as  pore  as  pore  could  be,— 
Though  we've  alius,  up  lei  now, 
Stuck  together  anyhow— 
Scotty  alius,  as  I've  said, 
Luckiest— And  now  he's  dead! 
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Back  frjni  Town 

OLD  friends  alius  is  the  best, 
Halest-like  and  heartiest : 
Knowed  us  first,  and  don't  allow 
We're  so  blanie  much  better  now  I 
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They  was  stantiin'  at  the  bars 
When  we  grahbed  "the  kivvered  kyars" 
And  ht  out  fcr  town,  to  make 
Money— and  tliat  old  mistake  I 

We  thought  tlicn  the  world  we  went 
Into  beat  "Tlic  Settlement," 
And  the  friends  'at  we'd  make  there 
Would  beat  any  anywhere!— 
And  they  do~fer  that's  their  biz: 
They  beat  all  the  friends  they  is— 
'Cept  the  raal  old  friends  like  you 
'At  staid  home,  like  I'd  ort  to  1 

W'y,  of  all  the  good  things  yit 
I  ain't  shet  of,  is  to  quit 
Business,  and  git  back  to  sheer 
These  old  comforts  waitin'  h<Te— 
These  old  friends;  and  these  old  hands 
'At  a  fellcr  understands ; 
These  old  whiter  nights,  and  old 
"i'oung-folks  chased  in  out  the  cold  1 

Sing  "Hard  Times'll  come  ag'in 
No  More !"  and  neighbers  all  jine  in  I 
Here's  a  feller  come  from  town 
Wants  that-air  old  fiddle  down 
From  the  chimbly!_Git  the  floor 
Cleared  fer  one  cowtillion  morel- 
It's  poke  the  kitchen  rirc,  says  he 
And  shake  a  ffiendly  leg  with  me'l 
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^lS      A  Alan  by  the  Name  of  Bolus 

A  MAN  by  the  name  of  Bolus— (all  'at  we'll  ever  know 
Of  the  stranger's  name,   I  reckon— anil   I'm  kirn'   o' 
glad  it's  sob  - 
Got  off  here,  Christmas  marning.  looked  'roiuul  the  town. 

•\nd  then 
Kind  o'  sized  up  the  folks,  I  guess,  and-went  away  again ! 

The  fac's  is,  this  man  Bolus  got  "run  in,"  Christmas-day; 
The  town  turned  out  to  see  it,  and  cheered,  and  blocked  the 

■way ; 
And  they  dragged  him  'fore  the  Mayor-fur  he  cftuldn't  er 

■zvciuldit't  walk — 
And   socked  him   down   fer   trial— though   he   couldn't   er 

'iVouldn't  talk  1 


Drunk?    They  was  no  doubt  of  iti— W'y,  the  marshal  of 

the  town 
Laughed  and  testified  'at  he  fell  M/i-stairs  'stid  o'  do-j.'n! 
This  man  by  the  name  of  Bolus  ?— W'y,  he  even  drappe.l 

his  jaw 
And  snored  on  through  his  "heariii'  "—drunk  as  you  c  v-t 

saw ! 

One  feller  spit  in  his  boot-leg,  and  another  'n*  drapped  a 

small 
Little  chunk  o'  ice  down  his  collar,— but  he  didn't  wake  at 

all! 
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TLatWhero  .l,is  .an  na.ed  nCus  slid.  M,,,,  „•  „,.  ,•„  , 

''^' °^:^''°°^-"''--''-->'-n,... .,,..,,,, 

Somcl,ody  fctclied  Doc  Sifcr<i  tr.  m  ;    • 
That's  Wvt,,e3,  found  nisna.e  out-piece  of  a  ........ 

---i.„da.itt,;;ur'j^-;:;--,.^, 

'-';e^<n>o^a,.Va.d,n.,.o.„,n,..,avoi,.e.at 
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Cuored  o'  Skcerin' 

'TISH,  you  rickollcct  that-air 
l_i  Dad-burn  skittish  old  bay  mare 
Was  no  livin'  with !— 'at  skccrd 
'T  ever'thing  she  seed  er  heerd  !— 
Th'owed  'Vcs'  Anders,  and  th'owcd  Pap, 
First  he  straddled  ha—kshp!— 
And  Izory— well!— th'owed  her 
Hain't  no  tellin'  jest  how  furl- 
Broke  her  collar-bone— and  might 
Jest  'a'  kilt  the  gyrl  outright  I 

Course  I'd  heerd  'em  make  their  boast 

She  th'ow  any  feller,  'most. 

Ever  topped  her  I    S'  I,  "I  know 

One  man  'at  she'll  never  th'ow  I" 

So  I  rid  her  in  to  mill. 

And,  jest  comin'  round  the  hill, 

Met  a  traction-engine! — Ort 

Jest  'a'  heerd  that  old  mare  snort, 

And  lay  back  her  yeers,  and  see 

Her  a-tryin'  to  th'ow  me! 

Course  I  never  said  a  word. 

But  think    T,  "My  ladybird. 

You'll  git  vuored,  right  here  and  now, 

Of  yer  dy-does  anyhow !" 

So  I  stuck  her— tel  she'd  jest 
Done  her  very  level  best ; 
Then  I  slides  off— strips  the  lines 
Over  her  fool-head,  and  finds 
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Me  a  little  saplin'-gaj 

•Side  the  road  :-A„d  there  we  I,ad 
Ourownfunl-jestworeheroutl 
Mounted  her.  and  faced  about 
And  jest  made  her  nose  that-air 
1-ittIe  traction-engine  there  I 


Uomc  Again 


T'Mbina-visit.m'houfawcck 

A.,      n,  got  the  I,ivosa„- anew  straw  hat 

An  I  „  come  back  home  where  n,y  beau  Hves  at 
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:!j[         An  Unfnixit'"'  /  "'''V-Vd/i.' 

Whc'i  I T.'",;  !.(/  'a  nilh-  I'll  "'  -.■.-•■nly-l.-nily  l~«I 
I  imd'i-s  up  <i  liiiry-mlc,  all  hy  mys.-'f.  I  did:— 


WUNST  upon  a  time  wtnist 
They  wiiz  a  Fairy  King, 
An'  cvir'tliiiig  lie  liavc  wnz  ylil- 

His  cto'cs,  an'  i-Tvr'thiiig! 
An'  all  tlic  other  F:.irics 

Tn  his  goldi'.n  l'a!aci--hall 
Had  to  bn-np  an'  hnstlc— 
'Cause  he  wuz  bo's-:  of  all! 


He  have  a  goldun  trumput, 

An'  when  be  blow'  on  that, 
It's  a  sign  be  want'  bis  boots, 

r'.r  his  coat  er  hat : 
Thcy'3  a  sign  fer  cver'thing,— 

An'  all  the  Fairies  knowed 
F.vvr'  ^ign,  an'  come  a-hopp   -' 

When  the  King  blowed  1 
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III 


VV..nstl,ob.owoa=,„-,ollcJV,nan: 
>Mh]k  ti,,  yiT  hees— 

Firtflies  is  gittin'  fat 
An' sasry  as  jou  please t— 

Cues,  we'll  go  a-huntin'!" 
So  tlicy  hum'  a  little  ),it. 

^'""";,'^''"«'''°--'J"Sup,.or.,i„e,- 
iNiii  tliey  all  (luit. 


>>>"  they  Iiave  a  Banqut 
'"  tlic  Palace-liall, 

An'istetlan'etfan'etl 

Nentlicyhaveaflo//. 
An-  when  the  Queen  o-'pairylanj 

-ome  p'omenadin-  through. 

i  he  King  says  an- halts  her - 
'  Guess  I'll  marry  you  1" 


Dream-March 

'■L,  .1,     .  '"'^  3™y.  as  With  .w^rH  —  J  fl, 

'-■■lie  the  buzz  o'  hiir.,1,1       •  -n-.ii  „,iu  name; 
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mere  go  the  children?  Traveling'  Traveling, 
Where  go  the  children,  traveling  aheadf 

Some  go  to  kindergarten;  some  go  to  <fa,..cWj; 
Some  go  to  night-school;  and  some  go  to  bed! 

Smooth  roads  or  rough  roads,  warm  or  winter  weather. 

On  go  the  children,  towhcad  and  brown, 
Brave  hoys  and  brave  girls,  rank  and  fde  together. 

Marching  out  of  Morning-Land,  over  dale  and  down. 
«:„n,n  ™  i-ciosying  out  in  country  places— 
'o:t "r^Sh  th/orchards,  with  blossoms  on  t.,e  boug,., 
Wild,  sweet,  and  pink  and  white  as  the.r  own  glad  faces. 

And  some  go,  at  evening,  calling  home  tue  cows. 

Where  go  the  children?    Traveling!    Traveling! 

Where  go  the  children,  traveling  ahead: 
sL  go  to  foreign  .ars.  and  camps  t,  the    rel.jht- 

Some  go  to  glory  so;  and  some  go  to  bed! 

Some  go  through  grassy  lanes  leading  to  the  city- 

ruLr  grow  the  green  '.rees  and  thicker  grows  the  dust , 
Ever,  though,  to  little  people  any  path  .s  pretty 

So  it  leads  to  newer  lands,  as  they  know  it  must. 
Some  go  to  singing  less;  some  go  to  hsfmng; 

Some  go  to  thinking  over  ever-nohler  themes, 
Some  go  anhungered,  but  ever  bravely  wh.sthng. 

Turning  never  home  again  only  m  the.r  dreams. 

Where  go  the  children?    Traveling!    Traveling! 

Where  go  the  children,  traveling  ahead.' 
Some  go  to  conquer  things;  some  go  to  <r,  them; 

Some  go  to  dream  them;  and  some  go  to  bedl 
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"'■■'■?  Elmer  Brou-n 

AWF-LEST  boy  in  tl,;s-l,ere  town 
^  ■».  Er  anywheres  is  Elmer  Brown  I    • 
"V'  "'°'=''  y<"'-yes,  an'  strangers,  tuo 
An  make  a  face  an'  yell  at  yon,- 
" Here's  the  way  you  look!" 

Ves.  an'  wunst  in  School  one  day 
An'  Teacher's  lookin'  wife  that  wLy 
He  helt  his  slate,  an'  hide  his  head  ' 
An' maked  a  face  at  her,  an'  said.l 
"Here's  the  way  yoM  look  I" 

An'-sirl  when  Rosie  Wheeler  smile 
One  morning  at  him  'crosst  the  aisle 
He  twst  his  face  all  up,  an'  black 
His  nose  wiv  ink,  an'  whisper  back,- 
"llere's  the  way  you  look !" 

W.|.,st  whe.  his  Aunt's  all  dressed  to  call 
An  kiss  him  good-by  iti  the  hall, 
An'  latch  the  gate  an'  start  away.' 
He  holler  out  to  her  an'  say,— 
"Here's  the  way  you  look !" 

An- when  his  Pa  he  read  out  loud 
The  speech  he  maked,  an'  feel  so  proud 
Jt  s  m  Wis  paper— Elmer's  Ma 
She  ketched  him-wite  behind  his  Pa,_ 
"Here's  the  way  you  look  I" 
427 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

Nen  when  his  Ma  she  slip  an'  take 
Him  in  tlie  other  room  an'  shake 
Him  good!  w'y,  he  don't  care-no-^.r.'- 
He  ist  look  up  an'  laugh  at  her,- 
/'Hcrc's  the  way  you  look!' 


2-4 


When  We  First  Played  "Slwzv' 

WASN'T  it  a  good  time, 
Long  Time  Ago— 
\Vhen  we  all  were  little  tads  ^^ 

And  first  played  "Show"!— 
When  every  newer  day 

Wore  as  bright  a  glow 
As  the  ones  we  laughed  away- 
Long  Time  Agol 

Calf  was  in  the  back-lot; 
Clover  in  the  red ; 
Bluebird  in  the  pear-tree; 

Pigeons  on  the  shed ; 
Tum  a-chargin'  twenty  pins 
At  the  ham ;  and  Dan 
Spraddled  out  just  like  ''The 
'Injarubber'-Man!" 

Me  and  Bub  and  Rusty, 

Eck  and  Dunk  and  Sid, 

•Tumblin"  on  the  sawdust 
Like  the  A-rabs  did; 
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Janiesy  on  the  slack-rope 

In  a  'Aild  retreat, 
Grappling  back,  to  start  again— 

When  he  chalked  his  fcetl 

Wasn't  Eck  a  wonder, 

In  his  stocking-tights? 

Wasn't  Dunk— his  icaping  lion- 
Chief  of  all  delights? 

Yes,  and  wasn't  "Little  Mack" 
Boss  of  all  the  Show,— 

Both  Old  Clown  and  Candy-Butchcr- 
Long  Time  Ago  1 

Sid  the  Bareback-Rider; 

And-  -oh-me-oh-Hiy/ 

Bub,  the  spruce  RingMastcr, 

Stepping  round  so  spry  !— 
In  his  little  waist-and-trousers 

All  made  in  one, 
Was  there  a  prouder  youngster 

Under  tlie  sunl 

And  NOW— who  will  tell  i,    ,— 

Where  are  they  all  ? 
Dunk's  a  sanatorium  doctor, 

Up  at  Waterfall; 
Sid's  a  city  slrcct-contractor; 

Tom  has  fifty  clerks; 
And  Jamesy  he's  the  "Iron  Magnate" 

Of  "The  Hecla  Works." 
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And  Bub's  old  and  bald  now, 
Yet  still  be  bangs  on,— 
Dan  and  Eck  and  "Little  Mack." 

Long,  long  gone ! 
But  wasn't  it  a  good  time. 

Long  Time  Ago— 
When  we  all  were  little  tads 

And  first  played  "Show"! 


2^5 


The  Ramho-Trcc 


WHEN  Autumn  shakes  tbe  rambo-tree- 
It's  a  long,  sweet  way  across  tbc  orchard. 

The  bird  sings  low  as  tbe  bumble  bee- 

It's  a  long,  sweet  way  across  the  orchard  !- 
The  poor  shote-pig  he  says,  says  he: 
"When  Aututnn  shakes  tbe  rambo-tree 
There's  enough  for  you  and  enough  for  me   - 
It's  a  long,  sweet  way  across  the  orchard. 

Fnr  just  tKO  truant  lads  like  VJC, 
When  Autumn  shakes  the  rambo-tree 
Tu-rc-s  enough  for  you  and  enough  for  ,m-- 
It's  a  long,  sweet  way  aeross  the  orehard. 

When  Autumn  shakes  the  rambo-tree- 

It's  a  long,  sweet  way  across  the  orchard  !- 

The  mole  digs  out  to  peep  and  see- 

It's  a  long,  sweet  way  across  the  orchard  I- 
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The  dusk  sags  down,  and  the  moon  swings  free 
Theresa  far.  lorn  call,  "Pig-,.../    PiJ.,"    ' 
And  two  boys-glad  enough  for  three - 
Its  a  long,  sweet  way  across  the  orchard. 

For  just  hvo  truant  lads  like  w 
»'/,..„  .iuiu,i,n  shakes  the  rambitrce 
There;  ,„„„^;,  f^^  ^,^^  ^^^^  ^  _^^^^^_  ^^^  ^^^^_ 

•^  "  '""''•  '^"'  ^'"y  across  the  orchard 


2^.6 


Extremes 


A 


I-ITTLE  boy  once  played  so  loud 

_That  the  Thunder,  „p  i„  ^  thunder-cloud. 

SaKi,    Smce /can't  be  heanl,  why,  then 

i  II  never,  never  tliun,l,.r  again  !" 


And  a  little  girl  once  kept  so  still 
That  she  heard  a  fly  on  the  window-sill 
Whisper  and  say  to  a  lady-hird, 
"She's  the  stilliest  child  I  ever  hear.l  i" 
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IntcUcctu'll  IJmiUilions 

I3AP.UNTS  knows  lots  more  tlian  us, 
But  they  Joii't  know  ""  tlii»8S — 
•Cause  wc  ketch  'cm.  lots  o'  times, 
r.ven  on  little  small  things. 

One  time  Winnie  ask'  her  Ma, 

At  the  winder,  sewin', 
Wliafs  the  wind  a->loin'  when 

It's  a-not  a-hUmw'? 

Yes,  an'  'Del',  that  very  day. 

When  we're  nearly  froze  out, 
He  ask'  Uncle  z^hcn-  it  goes 

When  the  fire  goes  out? 

Nen  /  run  to  ask  my  Pa, 

That  way,  somepin'  funny; 

But  I  can't  say  ist  hut  "Say," 

When  he  turn  to  me  an'  say, 

"Well,  what  is  it,  Honey?" 


22S 


Thomas  the  Pretender 

TOMMY'S  alluz  playin'  jokes, 
An'actin'up.  an'foolin'folks; 

An'  wunst  one  time  he  creep 
In  Pa's  big  chair,  he  did.  one  night, 
An'  squint  an'  shut  his  eyes  hole  tight, 

An'  say,  "Now  I'm  asleep." 
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An'«enweknowed,an'Maknow'ioo, 
■He  am  t  asleep  no  morc'n  you ! 

An- wunst  he  dumbed  on  our  back-fence 
An  flop  h.s  arms  an'  nen  commence 
To  crow,  like  he's  a  hen  ■ 

But  when  he  failed  off,  like  he  done 
He  didn't  fool  us  childern  none, 
Ncr  didn't  cro7v  again 

An- our  Hired  Man,  as  he  come  by 
Says,  "Tom  can't  crow,  but  he  kin  cry." 

An-  one  time  wunst  Tom  'tend'-like  he's 
nis  Pa  an'  goin'  to  rob  the  bees  • 
An',  first  he  know-oh,  dear!   ' 
They  ist  come  swarmin'  out  o'  there 
An'  sting  him,  an'  stick  in  his  hair- 

An'  one  got  in  his  yeer  !— 
An'  Uncle  sigh  an'  say  to  Ma, 
An'  grease  the  welts,  "Pore  Pal  pore  Pal" 


^''P  Liltle  Dick  and  the  Clock 

Vy  HEN  Dicky  was  sick 

»  »        In  the  night,  and  the  clock. 
As  he  listened,  said  "Tick- 

Atty—tick-atty— tock  I" 
He  said  tliat  //  said, 

Hvcry  time  it  said  "Tick," 
It  said  "Sick,"  instead, 
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Andlie/u'ar(iitsay"Sickr 

And  wlicii  it  said  "Tick- 
Atty— tick-atty— took," 

He  said  it  said  "Sick- 
Atty— sick-atty— sock !" 

And  he  tried  to  sec  then, 
But  the  light  was  too  dim, 

Yet  he  heard  it  again— 
And 'twas  /uRiiiy  to  himl 

And  then  it  said  "Sick- 
Atty— sick-atty— sick  1 

You  poor  little  Dick- 

Atty— Dick-atty— Dick  !— 

Have  you  got  the  liick- 
Atties?    Hi!  send  for  Doc 

To  hurry  up  quick- 

Atty— quick-atty— quock. 

And  heat  a  hot  brick- 
Atty—brick-atty— brock, 

And  ricklc-ty  wrap  it 
And  clicklc-ty  clap  it 
Against  his  cold  feet- 
Al-ty— wcep-aty— ccpaty- 

There  he  goes,  slapit- 

Ty— slippaty— slccpaty  1" 
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^30  l^ool-Younijcns 

■jV/rRan-Bcrtan'Minnic-ncllc 
t,         Knoivs  a  joke,  an'  wc  won't  tell  I 
No,  we  don't-'cause  we  don't  know 
'^Aj.  wcgottolaugliin'so; 
But  we  got  to  laughin'  so, 
We  ist  kep'  a-laughhi'. 

Wind  WU2  blowin'  in  the  tree— 
An'  wuz  only  ist  us  three 
Playin' there;  an' ever- one 
Ketchcd  each  other,  like  we  done 
Squmtni'  up  there  at  the  sun 
Like  we  wuz  a-laughin'. 

Nothin'  funny  anyway; 
But  I  laughed,  an'  so  did  thcy- 
An'  we  all  three  laughed,  an'  nen 
Squint-  our  eyes  an'  laugh'  again  • 
Ner  we  didn't  ist  p'tcn'— 

We  wuz  shore.'nouyh  laughin'. 

We  ist  laugh'  an'  laugh',  tel  Bert 
Say  he  can't  quit  an'  it  hurt. 
Nen  I  hozvl.  an'  Minnie-Belle 
She  tear  up  the  grass  a  spell 
An'  ist  stop  her  yeers  an"  ydl 
Like  she'd  die  a-laughin'. 
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Ncveriichfool-yonngensyitl 
Nothm'funny,-notabitl--      _ 

But  w  laugh-  so,  tcl  wc  whoop 
rurf  nigh  like  we  have  the  croup- 
All  so  hoarse  we'd  wheeze  an"  whoop 
An'  ist  choke  a-laughm . 


23^ 


Billy  ami  His  ^"tm 

HOI  it's  come,  kids,  come! 
Withahimlbamlhuml 
Here's  little  BiUy  bangin'  on  his 

big  bass  druml 
lie's  a-marchin'  round  the  room. 
With  his  feather-duster  plume 
A-noddin'an'a-bobbin'withh.s 

bim!  bom!  booml 

Looky.little  Janean' Jim! 
Will  you  only  look  at  him, 
A-bumpin'  an'  a-thumpin'  with  his 

bam !  bom !  bim ! 
Has  the  Day  o'  Judgment  come 
Er  the  New  Mi-lcn-nee-um? 
Er  is  it  only  Billy  with  his 
bim!  bam!  bum! 

I'm  a-comin' ;  yes,  I  am— 
Jim  an' Sis,  an' Jauc  an' Sam! 
We'll  aU  march  off  with  Billy  an' h.s 

bom!  bim!  bam! 
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Come  hurr,i;.in'  as  joii  conn-, 
Er  lliiy'll  tl.iiik  vou'ru  (l.-.f.an-.,|„„,l, 
Ff  y.iii  ,l.,i,'l  |„.ar  little  Ijilly  an'  his 
liis  Ijuss  (Iruml 


Tlw  Noble  Old  Elm 

Q  nrc  Ol.n  TRKK,  so  tail  a,.'  fi„e. 

y'      Where  all  u.s  cl.ikkn,  swing,  an'  „hys. 

'  lioufe'li  neighbers  says  youVe  on  the  line 

IJetween  Pa's  house  an'  Mr.  Gray's,- 
Vs  childern  used  to  almost  fuss, 

Old  Tree,  about  you  when  we'd  play. 
We'd  argy  you  belonged  to  us. 
An'  them  Gray-kids  the  other  way  I 

Till  nislf,  one  time  slic  wuz  here 

An'  playin'  wiv  us-Don't  you  nn-nd, 
Old  Mister  Tree?-a„'purty  near 

She  scolded  us  the  hardest  kind 
Fer  quar'llin'  'hout  you  tliataway. 

An'  say  she'll  find-ef  we'll  keep  still- 
Whose  tree  you  air  f,r  shore,  she  say, 

An'  settle  it  fer  yood,  she  will  1 

So  all  keep  still :  An'  nen  she  gone 
An'  pat  the  Old  Tree,  a.i'  says  she- 

"Whose  air  you,  Tree?"  an' nen  let  on 
Like  she's  a-list'nin'  to  the  Tree,— 
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An-  iHi.  she  say,  "US  settlc<l,-cau,e 
Tlic  OM  Trci-  says  lii-'s  n"  "i"'  '">'- 

lIis/ri..i*lK-lonKst..  iK.fey.iiir  Pas, 
But  sluidc  liiloiiBS  to  you  an'  inc." 


^33 


The  Penalty  of  Genius 

WIIF.N  little  Totlus  Morton  lie's 
A-go'  to  spi'aW  a  pifce,  w'y,  ncn 
The  Teacher  smiles  an'  says  'at  she's 

Most  l.rou.1,  of  all  her  little  men 
An'  women  in  her  school-'canse  'I'oU 
He  alius  speaks  the  best  of  all. 

An'  nen  she'll  pat  him  on  the  cheek, 
An'  huhl  her  linKer  up  at  you 

n,-f„rc  he  speak' ;  au'  -du-n  he  speak' 
It's  ist  some  piece  slu-  learn'  him  to! 

•Cause  he's  her  favor-itc.    .   .    •    A"'  *''<: 

Ain't  pc.p'lar  as  she  -  if  to  be  I 

When  'Pollus  Morton  speaks,  w'y.  nen 
1st  all  the  other  chiUlern  knows 

They're  smart  as  him  an'  smart-again!— 
F.f  they  aw't  speak  an'  got  fine  do'es. 

Their  Parunts  loves  'cm  moren  'Poll- 

Us  Morton,  Teacher,  speech,  an'  alll 
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<>/    The  Good.  OU.I-asl,io,u',l  Pcotle 

"IITHKN  wc  hear  Uncle  Si.lnoy  Kll 

'  ^       Alxiiit  the  loti({.a>;„ 
An-  old.  old  friend,  he  loved  so  well 

Wlieii  he  was  youHK-My-oli  !.- 
Us  chilHcrn  all  wish  uv'rf  'a'  bin 

A-livin'  tlien  with  L'ncle.-to 
We  couM  a-kin<l  o'  happened  i„ 
On  then,  old  friend,  he  „.sed  to  kno«  -^ 
The  good,  ohl-fashioned  peop!.-- 
The  hale,  hard-working  people- 
The  kindly  country  people 
'At  Uncle  used  to  know  I 

They  was  God's  people,  Uncle  s.y, 

An'  gloried  in  His  name, 
An'  worked,  without  no  se'lflshnesi 

An'  loved  their  neighhors  same 

As  they  was  kin:  An' when  they  WIed 

' "-"•  tree-molasses,  in  the  Spring, 
I^r  hutchered  in  the  Fall,  they  smiled 
An  sheered  with  all  jist  ever'thingl- 
The  8oo<l,  old-fashioned  peoplc- 
The  hale,  har.l-working  people- 
Thi'  kindly  country  people 
'At  Uncle  used  to  know  I 

He  tells  nbout 'em,  lots  o' times, 

Till  we'd  all  ruther  hear 
Ah,.ut  'en,  than  the  Nurs'ry  Rhymes 

i'-r  I'airics— mighty  near  I— 
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Only  sometimes  he  stops  so  long 

An'  tl.en  tilks  on  so  low  an  slow. 
It's  purf  niKl>  sail  as  any  song 
To  listen  to  him  talkin'  so 

Of  the  good,  oUl-fashioned  people- 
The  hale,  hard-working  people— 
The  kindly  country  people 
•At  Uncle  used  to  know  I 


^33 


A  Christmas  Memory 

PA  he  hringed  me  here  to  stay 
■Til  my  Ma  she's  well.-*' •■«« 

lie's  go'  hitch  up,  Chrls'mus-day, 

An'  como  take  nic  hack  again 
Wher'myMa'sat!  Won't  1  he 
Tickled  when  he  comes  fcr  me  I 

My  Ma  an'  my  A'nty  they 

'Uz  each-uvver's  sisters.    Pa— 
A'nty  telled  mc,  ih'  other  day,- 

ITe  comed  here  an'  married  Ma.   .    •   • 
A'nty  said  nen,  "Co  nn.  play, 

I  must  work  now!"    .   .    •   A"    '  »>^' 
When  she  turn'  her  face  away, 
She  -nz  cryin'.-An'  nen  I 
'Tend-like  I  "run  ptay"-an'  cry. 
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This-here  house  o'  A'nty's  wher' 
They  'ui  borned-my  Ma  an'  her  I- 
An'  her  Ma  'uz  my  Ma's  Ma, 
An'  her  Pa  'ur  my  Ma's  Pa- 

Ain't  that  f„nny?_An' they're  dead: 
An  this-here's  "th'  ole  Homestead."-. 
An  my  A'nty  said,  an'  cried, 
It's  mine,  too,  ef  my  Ma  died— 
Don't  k„o«.  what  she  mean-'cause  my 
Mashesnuvvcrgo'todiel 

When  Pa  bringed  me  here 'fuz  nigh,- 

Way  dark  night!    An' A'nty  spread 
Me  a  piece-an'  liglu  the  bglit 
An'  say  I  must  go  to  bed.— 
_^  I  cry  not  to-but  Pa  said, 
"Be  good  boy  now,  hke  you  telled 

Mommy 'at  you're  go' to  be!" 
An',  when  lie  'uz  kijsin'  me 
_  My  good  niglit,  lus  check's  ail  wet 
An   taste  salty.-An'  !ie  Iield 
Wite  close  to  me  an'  rocked  some 
An  laug!ied-Iike-'til  A'nty  come 
Git  me  whi!e  he's  rockin'  yet. 

A'nty  he'p  me,  'til  I  be 

Purt'nighstrip-pud-„c„l,„gme 
In  bofe  arms  an'  !if'  me  'way 
Up  '"  her  higl,  bc<l-an'  pray 

Wiv  n.e,->I,o„t  my  Ma-an'  Pa- 
An   olc  Santy  Claus-an'  Slcigh- 
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A„.  Reindeer,  anMUtlcDr;^-.. 

Y«  an'  Picture-books,     1°™  ^     „ 
^.^hree  Bears."  an- ole"Fee-Faw- 

An- most  things  you  ever  saw. 
An- >vhenA-nty  kissed  me,  she 

'Uz  alt  cryin' over  mcl 

non-t  want  Sant>-aaus--ner  things 

Any  kind  he  ever  hrinB^.-  __ 

,         „t  A'ntv  •— Don  t  want  1  .v  • 
Don't  want  A  niy  ■ 
ristonly  wantmy  Ma. 


■'Old  Bob  n'/ii(c" 


^V^D  Bob  White's  a  funny  bird  !- 

Hear  h  m  wtustlc,—  uui 
v"ean  hear  him,  dean  from  whe 
He's 'wav'crosst  the  wheat-field  there, 

Whistlin-  like  he  didn't  care- 
"OM-Bob-lKfti't-.' 

%Vhistles  allu^  ist  the  same- 

«.,'t  f  preit  his  name  '. — 
So'swewontferfe.t^  ,,,;,^.,. 

rl  baek  where  his  folks  .sstaym - 
Hear  him?-There  he  goes  aR..- 
.^OUl-Bob— ('''"■'i- 
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When  boys  ever  tries  to  git 
C:ios-t  to  liim-liow  quick  he'll  q,,it 

Wliistlin-  his  "0I,i-Bol,_//7„/../" 
"niwo-rlwo-rhoo!"  he's  up  an'  flew, 
1st  a-purt'  nigh  skecriir  y,„, 
Into  fitsl-'Afs  what  he'll  ,lo.- 

"OU—hoh—iyhite!" 
Wimst  our  Hired  Man  an'  me, 
When  we  drove  to  Harmony. ' 

Saw  one.  wliistlin'  "Old-Bob-;;-/,,/,- 
An'  we  drove  vile  tlos't.  an'  I 
Saw  him  an'  he  didn't  fly,— 
Birds  likes  Iiorses,  an'  that's  why. 
"Old— Bob— J(7i;V.-.'" 
One  time,  Uncle  .Sidney  .says, 
Wiinst  he  rob'  a  Bob  White's  ncs' 

Of  the  eggs  of  "Old  Bob  White"- 
Ncn  be  hatched  -em  wiv  a  hen 
An'  her  little  chicks,  an'  non 
They  ist  all  flcwcd  off  a^ain  I 

"Old— Bob— fi/A,Vc/" 

-'J/       A  Session  with  Uncle  Sidney 
I 

ONE  OF   HIS   ANIMAL   STORIK.S 

jUOVV,  Tndens,  you  sit  on  tins  knee-and  'scuse 
*_        It  having  no  side-sad<lle  on  ;-and,  Jeems 
on  s,t  on  //„-._,^„,|  ,,„n't  you  wobble  so  ' 

\nd  chug  my  old  shins  with  your  coppertoes  ;- 
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And,  an  the  ret  of  you,  range  round  som  way, 
Rd    on  the  rockers  and  hang  to  the  arm, 

Of  our  old-time  spUnt-bottom  carryall  1- 

no  anything  hut  .,««.M.|^^-P;-^^^,,^  .„,  ,.„,. 

rir  nnsh  or  shove  or  scrougi:, 

0:chet:et,orUncadt.ffyh,myheard..- 

Do  «..vthing  almost-act  a..yway,-- 
0„lyK-r/.st.'.UoIcanhearmy»eH 
?.,Ing  to  tell  you  "iust  one  story  morel 

One  wmtcr  afternoon  my  father,  with 

A. hUlo  to  our  do.,  a  shout  to  u^^^^^^^,.^ 
His  two  hoys-s,x  and  e,Kht  years 

Started  oft  to  the  woods,  a  hal    a  m  k  ^^.^   ^^^^^ 

From  home,   .here  he  ^vas  d-m  ^  -'_       „ 

We  shpped  and  slid;  ^^^^^^^  t„,,  ..,.t  sec.ed 

Side  of  Tliarp's  corn-field.-  l  i>cn 

To  he  a  coo„-tracW-so  we  all  a«ree    •, 

\u,l  father.  *ho  was  not  a  hunter,  to 
or  "M  surprise,  proposed  we  follow  .t. 
?;:::,ow  was  .pute  five  in^s  deep;  an^e^^ 

Keen  on  the  trail,  were  soon  far  m  t 

r^,::;r£:=f-rd^ 

rUseen...i,o  strive  «..o<'..- trail;  and  then 
Onr  jnvful  attention  was  drawn  to 
nfahi.,l^ol,ow.oMoaU-troe,w.c,>     n. 
Been  blown  down  by  a  storm  ^om.  yea,. 
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There— all  at  once— out  leapt  a  lean  old  fox 
From  the  black  hollow  of  a  big  bent  limb,— 
Hey!  liow  he  scnddeil  !-but  with  our  old  "Ring" 
Sharp  after  him— and   father  after  '■Ring"— 
We  after  father,  near  as  we  could  hold. 
And  father  noticed  that  the  fox  kept  just 
About  four  feet  ahead  of  ■'King"— just  thai— 
Ki,  farther,  and  no  nearer  !    Tlien  he  said  :— 
"There  are  young  foxes  in  tl'.at  tree  back  there, 
And  the  mother-fox  is  drawing  'Ring'  and  us  ' 
Away  from  their  nest  there!"    "Oh,  le'  's  go  back  !— 
/'o  le'  's  go  back!"  we  little  vandals  cried.-- 
"Le'  's  go  hack,  quick,  and  fuid  the  little  things  - 
I'U-asr,  father  !-Ves,  and  take  'em  home  f(,r  pets— 
'Cause  'Ring'  he'll  kill  the  old  fox  anyway!" 

So  father  turned  at  last,  and  back  we  went, 
.\nd  tlien  he  chopped  a  hole  in  tlie  old  tree 
•About  ten  feet  along  the  limb  from  which 
The  old  fox  ran,  and— Bless  their  little  lives  !— 
There,  in  the  hollow  of  the  old  tree-trunk  — 
There,  on  a  bed  of  warm  dry  leaves  and  moss— 
1  liere,  snug  as  any  bug  in  any  rug— 

;   \Ve   found— onc—two—three— four,   and,   ye-sir 

I   Wee,  weenty-ti'enty  baby  foxes,  with 
Their  eyes  just  barely  opened— C«/,'.?'-my-oh  !_ 
The  cutest— the  most  cunning  little  things 
Two  boys  ever  saw,  in  all  their  lives!— 
"Iv'aw  weather  for  the  little  fellows  iimv!" 
Said  father,  as  though  talking  to  himself,— 
'Kaw  weather,  and  no  home  iHm'!"—.\n,\  off  came 

:  His  warm  old  "waunius";  and  in  that  be  wrapped 
■|  he  Ih  Iple-s  little  fellows,  and  held 
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Them  soft  and  warm  against  him  as  he  could,— 
And  home  we  liappy  children  followed  him.— 

Old  "Riiiy"  did  not  reach  home  till  nearly  dnsk ; 
The  motlicr-fox  had  led  him  a  long  chase— 
"Yes,  and  a  fool's  chase,  too  1"  he  seemed  to  say, 
And  looked  ashamed  to  hear  us  pnilsUi./  him. 
Kut,  »iio//i.r— well,  we  could  }wt  understand 
llrr  actiiis  ^s  she  did— and  we  so  pUascd! 
I  can  sec  yet  llie  look  of  pained  surprise 
And  deep  compassion  of  her  tronhled  face 
When  father  very  gently  laid  his  coat. 
With  tlie  young  foxes  in  it,  on  the  hearth 
Beside  her,  as  she  brightened  up  the  fire. 
She  urged— for  the  old  fox's  sake  and  theirs— 
Tliat  they  he  taken  hack  to  the  old  tree ; 
But  father— for  our  wistful  sakes,  no  douht— 
Said  we  would  keep  them,  and  woidd  try  o.ir  Ust 
To  raise  tliem.    And  at  once  lie  set  alK>ut 
Building  a  snug  home  for  the  little  things 
Out  of  an  old  hig  hushel-hasket,  with 
Its  fractured  handle  and  its  stoven  ribs : 
So,  lining  and  padding  this  all  cozily. 
He  snuggled  ii>  its  little  tenants,  and 
Called  in  John  Wesley  Thomas,  our  hired  man, 
And  gave  him  in  full  charge,  with  nuich  advice 
Regarding  the  just  care  and  sustcnanie  of 
Yomw  loxes.-"John,"  he  said,  "you  feed  'em  .mR- 
IVarm  milk.  John  Wesley  1    Yes,  and  if./-  '.•">  t.v 
The  i(rti'.-— and  keep  your  stove  a-n)arin\  too. 
Roth  night  and  day!— And  keep  'em  cour.-d  up— 
Not  smothend,  John,  hut  snug  and  ci«nfortahle.- 
And  now.  John  Wedey  Thomas,  first  an.l  laM,- 
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Vo..  ^c,, -en  ,m-fr.s:,  .ni,k-a„d  a.wa,s  a.n,.- 
».->>  flic  or  SIX  or  seven  times  a  day- 

But,  fo    a  I  sang„„,e  l.opc,  a,ul  care,  as  well, 
1  l.elmle  fellows  rf/rf,,,,,  thrive  at  all  _ 
I"'lee,I   «i.l,a//ourearea,ulvigilanee. 
Ry  tl.e  tli,r<l  day  of  ii,eir  captivity 
J  I'c'  last  survivor  of  the  fated  five 

t'.'.M  hear  the  „u-,:-  fox  iu  the  1,1  .A  I,',  ■,!.. 

till  c.„i,,g  fo,  ,er  ,i.,,e  ones  •,  vS  '  "'^"'^ 

Cm,    '  """I-:'  "*=  "'"""■•  '°  ""=  «-"  fireside. 
_    o>:.r  would  say... . How  wo.,Myo,,,iL.e  for,,, 

i-aiiji,jj  for  „,y  children?" 


UNCLE  liWGHTENs  UI- 

t-'nclc  he  says 'at -way  down  in  the  sea 
I-vcrthi„g'sistlikeit„WtoLe- 

He  say.  they-s  ,.er„,aid,  an- mern.cns,  ,00, 
A.,    httle  n,ereh,ldern,  like  me  an'  v„„_ 
L'ttle  merhoys,  with  tops  an'  balls " 
An   httic  mersfirls,  with  little  merdolls 
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^  PET  OF  tJNCLE  SIDNEV'S 

Uncle  Sidney's  vurry  proud 
Of  little  Leslie- J aiiey. 

Clean'wavinVennsylvanyi 

She,.ri.'.-'sentapostul-cara 

To  U  ..:le  Sidney,  tellmg 
How  glad  benibe  to  hear  that  sh. 

"Toock  the  onners  in  Spelmg. 


IV 


,H  T„.  K,N,«<-..«T»K  or  »0,.LE  SONO 

uncle  he  learns  ns  to  rhyme  an- write 
A„-aUhel..iitsanullrcate. 

H.mt'--'i-''^ '"^ ''""=?' :;:::• 

Au-  this  is  her  httle-cst  poetry-r.cce. 


SINCS   A  -WlNtCV-TOODEN"    SONC- 

OWs  a  little  rhyme  for  the  Spring- 
er Sunnncr-tnne- 
An-a-ho-whAy-tooden-an-a-hoJ- 

Just  a  little  hit  o-  tnne  you  can  tw.ttc  . 
or  June, 
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An'  ■■-I'o-winky-too.KM-ai.'-a-lio I 
It's  a  song  that  soars  ami  sinf-s 
As  tl,e  l.inls  that  twan^  th.ir  win«s 
Or  the  katydids  and  things 
TIius  and  so,  don't  yuu  know, 
An'  a-ho-winky-toodtn-an'-a-lio  I 
It's  a  .ong  just  hrokcn  loose,  with  no  reason 
or  excuse — 
An'  a-ho-winky-looden-an'-a-Iio ! 
\ou  can  sing  along  with  it-or  it  n.attcr.  not 
a  hit— 

An'  a-ho-wink>  loodcn-air-a-ho  I 

It's  a  lovely  little  thing 

That  'most  any  one  could  sing 

With  a  ringle-dingle-ding, 

Soft  and  low,  don't  yon  know. 
An'  a-ho-winky-tooden-an'-a-l'iu  I 


-'?.?        In  rcrvcut  Praisr  of  ricnhs 

prCNICS  is  fun  'at's  purty  hard  to  beat 

I  purt'  nigh  ruther  go  to  them  than  eat 
I  purf  nigh  ruther  go  to  them  than  go 
With  our  Char/orty  to  the  Trick-Dog  Showl 


ittci,  May 
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'39 

■m^r  Tir\  frost's  all  on  our  winder,  an'  the  snows 
W    Alfo  tvUoors.  our  -DM W-n.>Wn,.n  .oes 
A',rWin.ronn<,..t.nrt-^«H;ro.e;o...^^^^^^^ 
With  his  oUl  white  mustache  froK  luii 

,,,,,,,, en  it's  summer  an- .«  warm  ag'in. 
tie  comes  a-whisthn' an' a-d"vm    n 

Sr  his  mustache  ain't  white,  ner  he  a,n  tola. 


-'■/" 


A  Dubious  "Old  Kriss" 

J  T  S-FOLKS  i.  purty  porc-hut  Ma 
U    She's  waitin'-two  years  more-tel  Pa 
He  serve  his  term  out.    Our  Pa  he- 
Ile'sin  ihc  I'emtciichurric! 

Now  <Wt  you  tell '.-cause  Sis. 
The  J.ahv,.!».«  don't  know  he  is.- 
•Canse  she  wuz  only  four,  you  know. 
He  kissed  he  last  an' hat  to  go  I 

Pa  alluz  liked  Sis  best  of  all 

Us  childern-'Spect  it's 'cause  she  fall 

Whenshe'u.istar/M-M.oneday- 

An' make  her  back  look  thataway. 
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Pa— 'fore  he  be  a  burglar— he's 
A  lockstniff,  an'  makcU  locks,  an'  keyt. 
An'  knobs  you  pull  fcr  bells  to  ring, 
An'  lie  could  ist  make  anythingl— 

'Cause  our  Ma  tas  he  can  \—An'  this 
Hen'  little  pair  o'  crutches  Sis 
Skips  round  on— Pa  maked  //».-»h— yes-sir  1 
An'  silivur-plate-tKtnic  here  fcr  lior  1 

Pa's  out  o'  work  when  Chris'mus  come 
One  time,  an'  stay  away  from  home, 
All'  's  drunk  an'  'biisc  onr  Ma,  an'  swear 
They  ain't  no  "Old  Kriss"  anywhere  I 

An'  Sis  she  alluz  say  they  ums 
A'  Old  Kriss— an'  she  alluz  does. 
But  cf  they  is  a'  Old  Kriss,  why, 
When's  Oiris'mus,  Ma  she  alluz  cry? 

This  Chris'mus  now,  we  live  here  in 
Where  Ma's  rent's  alluz  due  ag'in — 
An'  she  "ist  slaves"— I  heerd  her  say 
She  did— ist  them  words  thataway  I 

An'  th'other  night,  when  all's  so  cold 
An'  stove's  'most  out— our  Ma  she  rolled 
Us  in  th'  old  feather-bed  an'  said, 
"To-morry's  Chris'mus— go  to  bed, 
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-An-  tliank  ycr  blessed  star,  fcr  this- 
^Ve.WtV^•c■/notl,m'fromOMK^ss! 

A„-  cri<M,  a..'  locke.l  tl,e  door,  an'  l.raye.l 
An-  titnied  the  lamp  ilown.    .    .    •    A"      '''"' 

Tliere,  thlnkiu'  in  the  dark  ag'in, 
-El  t.i(5  Old  Kriss,  he  can't  git  in, 
•C-iuse  ain't  no  cIiiniMy  hero  at  all— 
I^t  old  stovepipe  stuck  fruc  the  wall!" 

I  slccrcd  nen.-An'  vvuz  dreamin'  some 
When  I  VwLke.l  up  an'  ni..rninf,''s  conie,- 
Fer  tnir  Ma  she  wuz  settin'  square 
Straight  lip  in  bed,  a-readin'  there 

Some  letter  'at  she'd  read,  an'  quit, 
A,,'  ncu  hold  like  she's  huggin'  it  — 
An'  diamon'  ear-rings  she  don't  know 
Wuz  in  her  ears  tel  I  say  so— 

An*  wake  the  rest  up.   An'  the  sun 

In  frue  the  winder  dazzle-un 

Them  eyes  o'  Sis's,  wiv  a  sure-  ^ 

Enough  gold  chain  Old  Kriss  bringed  to  eri 

^n-  all  of  us  git  gold  things  1-Sis, 
Though,  she  say  she  know  it  "ain't  Old  Knss- 
He  kissed  her,  so  she  waked  an'  saw 
Him  skite  out-an'  it  wuz  her  Pa." 
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The  Jaybird 


laid 


T^IIE  Jaybird  he's  my  favon'/i? 
A        Of  all  tlic  birds  they  is! 
I  think  he's  quite  a  stylish  sight 

111  that  blue  suit  of  his : 
An'  when  he  Mights  an'  shuts  his  winss 

His  coat's  a  "cutaway"— 
I  Kuess  it's  only  when  he  sings 

■^  ou'd  know  he  wuz  a  jay. 

I  like  to  watch  him  when  he's  lit 

In  top  of  any  tree, 
'Cause  all  birds  git  witc  out  of  it 

When  he  'lights,  an'  they  see 
How  proud  he  act',  an'  swell  an'  spread 

His  chest  out  more  an'  more. 
An'  raise  the  feathers  on  his  head 

Like  it's  cut  pompadorc  I 


'er! 


•?•/-'  A  Bear  Family 

VyUNZT,  'way  West  in  Illinoise, 

»  V  Wuz  two  Bears  an'  their  two  boys : 
An'  the  two  boys'  names,  you  know, 
Wuz— like  ours  is,— Jim  an'  Jo ; 
An'  their  parunis'  names  wtiz  same's 
All  big  growii-up  people's  names,— 
1st  Mh  Bear,  the  ncighbcrs  call   • 
'Em,  an'  Mister  Bear- 'at's  all. 
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Yes— an'  Miz  Bc:ir  scold  liim,  too, 

1st  like  grown  folks  shouldit't  do! 

Wnz  a  grca'-lilg  river  tluTC, 

An',  'crosst  that,  's  n.  mountain  where 

OUl  Bear  said  some  day  Vie'd  go, 

V.(  slie  don't  quit  scoldin'  so! 

So,  one  day  wlicn  lie  l>ecn  down 

The  river,  fisliin',  'most  to  town, 

An'  conic  h".ck  'thout  no  nsli  a-tall, 

An'  Jim  an'  Jo  they  run  an'  hawl 

An'  tell  tlieir  ma  their  pa  hain't  fetch* 

No  fish,— she  scold  again  an'  ketch 

Her  old  broom  tip  an'  hiff  him,  too.— 

An'  he  ist  cry,  an'  say,  "H.'O-hoo!  ^^ 

I  told  you  what  I'd  do  some  dayl" 

An'  he  ist  turned  an'  runned  away 

To  Where's  the  grea'-big  river  there, 

An'  ist  spluxgcd  in  4n'  swum  to  wlurc 

The  motintain's  at,  'way  th'  other  side, 

An'  clumbed  up  there.    An'  M^'  Bear  cricd- 

An'  little  Jo  an'  Utile  Jim— 

Ist  like  their  ma— bofc  cried  fer  him!— 

But  he  clumbed  on,  ckan  out  o'  shjht. 

He  wuz  so  mad!-An'  served  'em  rightl 

Ncn-when  the  Bear  got  'way  on  top 

The  mountain,  he  heerd  somcpin'  flop 

Its  wings— an'  somcpin'  else  he  hcerd 

A-rattUtt'-likc.— All'  he  wuz  skccrcd. 

An'  looked  'way  up,  an'-Mercy  sake  I 

It  wuz  a'  Eagul  an'  a  Snake! 

An'-sir!  the  Snake,  he  hite  an'  kill' 

The  Eagul,  an'  they  bofc  fall  till 
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Tl.cy  strike  tlio  ground-J. ■,/.„„,.<. •,^,„, 

\\  ite  wIktc  the  Bear  wuz  standin'  at  I 

An'  when  I.cre  come  the  Snake  at  h!m. 

The  Bear  he  think  o'  httlc  Jim 

An'  Jo,  he  dill— an'  tlieir  ma,  too,— 

AU  safe  at  home ;  an'  he  ist  flew 

Back  down  the  moimtain-an'  colM  hear 

Tlic  old  Snake  rattlin',  sharp  an'  clear 

Wite  clos't  hcl.;.   !!-An'Bearhe'sso' 

All  tired  out.  I,y  time,  you  know. 

He  git  down  to  the  river  there, 

He  know'  he  can't  szchn  hack  to  where 

His  folks  is  at.    But  ist  wile  iien 

He  see  a  boat  an'  six  big  men 

'At's  been  a-shootin'  ducKs :  An'  so 

He  skeercd  them  out  the  biwt,  y„u  „„o,v. 

All'  ist  jumped  in-an'  Snake  lu-  tri.;d 

To  jnmi)  in,  too,  but  failed  outM.Ie 

^\■hcre  all  the  water  wuz ;  an'  so 

Tlie  Bear  grabs  one  the  things  you  row 

The  boat  iviv  an'  ist  whacks  the  head 

Of  the  old  Snake  an'  kills  him  dead!— 

Au'  when  he's  killed  him  dead,  w'y,  neii 

The  old  Suah-S  drouTdcd  dead  a:jah,! 

Xcn  Bear  set  in  the  boat  an'  bowed 

liis  back  an'  rowcd-an'  rowe<l_an'  rowed— 

Till  he's  safe  home— so  tired  he  can't 

rio  notliin'  but  lay  there  an'  pant 

An'  tell  his  childeni,  "Bresh  my  coat  I" 

An'  tell  his  wife,  "Go  chain  my  boat!" 

An'  they're  so  glad  he's  bacic,  they  say 

"They  knovjcd  Ijc's  coniin'  tlutaway 
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To  ist  siiVr'st-'  '•'«  d<^*''  "'"'*  ''^'^" ' " 
An'  Jim  an'  Jo  tlicy  dried  his  hair 
An'  milled  tlic  hurrs  out ;  an'  their  ma 
She  ist  set  there  an'  helt  his  paw 
Till  he  wuz  somid  asleep,  an'  ncn 
She  tell'  him  she  won't  scold  again— 

Never— never— never — 

Fcrevcr  an'  ferever I 


24J     Old  Man  JVhtskcry-Ji'hcc-Kum' 


Wlicc:;c 


OLD  Man  Whiskcry-Whec-Kum-Wheczc 
Lives  'way  up  in  the  leaves  o'  trees. 
An'  wunst  I  slipped  up-stairs  lo  play 
In  Aunty's  room,  while  she  'uz  away ; 
An'  I  clunihed  up  in  her  cushion-chair 
Alt'  ist  pecked  out  o'  the  winder  there ; 
An'  there  I  saw— witc  out  in  the  trees- 
Old  Man  Whiskery-\Vhee-Kum-\Vheezet 

An'  Old  Man  Whiskcry-Whce-Kum-Wheeze 
Would  bow  an'  how,  with  the  leaves  in  'he  breeze, 
An'  waggle  his  whiskers  an'  ragglcdy  hair, 
An'  bow  to  me  in  the  winder  there ! 
An'  I'd  pock  out,  an'  he'd  peck  in 
An'  wagale  his  v.biskcrs  an'  bow  ag'in, 
Ist  like  the  leaves  'u'd  wave  in  the  breeze- 
Old  Mitt  Whiskcry-Whec-Kum-Wheczcl 
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A     O      M.,,VN-|.ia-ery.W,.ee-K.,n.-VVhee.., 
A-.nng,,,    „ydi„„,,.    A,,'  sec-  n,y  c.,p 

A->      f  "'-.V"'«. /<""0.,r'  w„z  last  l,c  saul 

t  r;:?''""'''^"^"^ -■•'"--' ',1s  i,..,; 


^'//         I-!tllc-Giyl-Tz,c.IJtilc.Girls 

J'M.vvins,  I  guess,  'cause  ,ny  Ma, „ 
Imtwolinlegirk    An"  one  o' me 

sWl,„Iegi,l,an'.l,-otlRT'„-sl,e 
An    Ma  say  so,  'most  ever'  .lay. 

My  Doll  won't  ,„;„,!,  an-  I  i^,  „v 
\V  y,  nen  my  Ma  she  sol,  an- s,W 

/A7rf  httle  girl's  corned  here  again  I" 

Last  time  'at  Ma  act'  thataway 
I  cried  all  to  mysc'f  a  while 
Out  on  the  steps,  an'  nen  I  smile, 
_  An   git  my  Doll  all  fix'  in  style 
An  go  m  where  Ma's  at,  an'  say:   ' 
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"Morning  to  you,  Mommy  dear! 
WhtreS  that  H<td  lilth  yirl  wu:  herif 
Had  lillle  girl's  goncd  i/iii>i  away, 
Alt'  Good  little  girl'i  eomed  baek  to  tiay. 


^^5  A  Giistalury  Achievement 

LAST  ThanksKiviii'-dinncr  we 
J   i:t  at  Granny's  house,  an'  slie 
Had— ist  like  slie  allu/  dues- 
Most  an'  best  pies  ever  wm. 

Canned  fc/oiftl)urry-pie  an'  goose- 
Burry,  s(iusliin'-full  o'  juice; 
An'  f  odiurry-  yos,  an'  plum— 
Ves,  an'  churry-v\<^—um-ytim'. 

Peach  an'  pinikin,  too,  you  bet. 
Lawzy!  I  kin  taste  'em  yet  I 
Yes,  an'  custard-\iK,  an'  mince  t 


A„'_I_a,-,i'/—et— no— pie— since  I 
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A  Parent  Reprimanded 

rj  OMETIMES  I  tliink  'at  Parunts  does 
t3  Things  ist  about  as  bad  as  u^— 

Wite  'fore  our  vurry  eyes,  at  that! 
Per  one  time  Pa  he  acoW  my  Ma 

'Cause  he  can't  find  his  bat ; 
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All'  slic  ist  rr/.-rf,  she  did  !    An'  I 
Says,  "El  j„u  scul.l  niy  .\Ja 

Ever  asaiii  an'  make  her  cry, 
VV'y,  you  shan't  Ve  my  Pa  1" 

f "'  '"■■"  ^"^  '»"«!'•  an'  lind  his  hat 

Jst  witeuhcreMashesaidit'satl 


'='■//  "Company  Manners' 

^HKN  Bess  gave  her  denies  a  Tea,  said  she. 

''''       "f"npoI.te,  when  they's  Company 
To  say  youVe  .Irinke.I  ,^o  cnps,  you  see.- 
J'"t  say  you've  drinked  a  couple  of  tea  " 


nls  does 
s — 
latl 
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?^S      TIf  Boys  of  I  III-  OKI  Clcc  Club 

YOU-FOLKS  rickollect,  I  know— 
'Taiti't  so  rcr_f  Icm^  ajjo— 
Tir  OKI  fikc  Cluli— wr>?.  Rot  up  here 
'Hoiit  first  term  Grant  tnk  tlic  Cliucr 
Fcr  "resident  {i>nr  jcar — anJ  tlieii 
Riz-   and  tuk  tlie  tiling  again ! 
Politics  was  riinnin"  ^igli. 
And  the  Soldiers  mighty  nigh 
Swcp'  the  Country — 'bout  on  par 
With  their  ricorJ  tlirough  the  War. 
Glee  Chil),  mainly,  Soldiers,  too — 
Most  the  Boys  lad  wore  the  hUie, — 
So  their  singin'  h.>  1  the  swing — 
Kind  o'  sort  o'  Shiloh-ring, 
Don't  you  know,  'at  kind  o  got 
Clean  inside  a  man  and  shot 
Telegrams  o'  ioy  dee-vine 
Up  and  down  his  mortal  <pine ! 
Ibey  was  jest  boys  then,  all  young — 
And  'hout  livc'y  as  they  sung! 
Now  they  hiin't  young  any  more — 
('Less  the  ones  'at's  gore  be'rre 
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;S  Rot  their  .vo,„l,  |,a,k,  ,;,,,  „„|  f^_,^ 
^   '<"fl^'"as.l,..y.,.,.,|,„|,,!) 
f "'■'""•"  ""'^>"'^  >l'l  /ri..n,l,  all  'l.^v 
ilc  IS  most  as  livcl  •  „ow, 
And  as  full  ,y  music.  i„„' 

AswlHrOI.|f:ie,..a„hH^s    cwl 
And  /„/,„  /,/„i,.  y„„  „„.„,,    ^^  ,^^^^ 

1  lie  iiear.sif;hte.lpcs.,  .s,,  |,a,| 

When  he  snnK  hy  note,  the  rest 

Road  -em  fer  him,  er  he  yucssrj 

How  they  run_a,„I  s,n,,,  'en,,  too. 

^lair  anri  sweet  as  honev-dew  I 

ffarry  .IdamsS  herc-and  he's 

Jollyin'  ever-  m.m  lie  sees 

'At  complains  o'  gittin'  gray 

f't  3.-agc\n'  anyway. 

Ilarry  he  jest  Ihrh,,  on  f,m- 

«'  sajs,—  Aarv  oneI~ 
V'"  Sran'-childrn,  I  em  |,Uy 
/  nd  kee;  joung  wit!i.  ,,.   ht  „„ 

Then  there's  0.:..v,U-,-„vr-l 

Kickin'.  Hvclya,  youpie;,,,  _ 

'N-  />„nV  ^;«,-.v.-Calle(l  ',,„  ,- 

The  Cheruhs."    <;„ns  'Wc  n 
O  th' Olden  Time.'   Weill  tl 
Was  jest  sweet  as  violets! 
And  0„„  A'aH.rf,//^,,^.,  ,,,1,  ,,^^^. 
Not  jest  in  the  tmvn,  bnt  near 
K-ongh.  you  het,  to  alius  come 

Prompt' on  time  to  vote  at  home' 
IJan  he's  be'n  in  Washing -on 


I..y!-^ 
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Sciic.;  lie  went  Willi  Harrison.     .     .     . 

And  John  Slaiis.m  ~i  liny*  cnlliil  JhIiii 

"Sloppy  VVi;illur.")~lio  went  on 

Once  to  W'a sliinRtdii ;  ami  0»n 

Intcrtained  hini :— l-.vcr'  man, 

From  the  Prtsidciit,  to  all 

Other  1)iR-Kuns  Daa  runld  haul 

In  posisli  'ud  have  to  s\i.ik<: 

Hands  with  Jo!  "  fcr  olil  tinu^.'  s.ik.-. 

And  to  hear  /,.,.»,  when  lie  (jot 

Home  nsain,  w'y.  yoiiM  'a'  caiinht 

I  tis  own  spcril  and  dry  f  ini 

And    .us-f/ii(Ti'-y-iiu»noss  'at  iiin 

ThrnuHh  bis  talk  of  all  he  s-    :— 

"Kutlicr  pokey  tlierc,  fer  mi 

l.ilm  say.,— "thonRli.  of  course.  I  met 

Mostly  jest  the  Cahitu-t 

Meml'.cr.s ;  ami  tlie  I're sidciit 

11,'d  drop  round:  and  then  \vc  went 

Incoijg  fcr  a  (juict  walk — 

!•>  sonictinics  jest  set  and  talk 

'Boiit  old  times  hack  here— and  how 

All  yoH-hoys  was  doiii'  now, 

And  Old  nice  Chih  songs :  and  then 

He'd  say.  'f  he  couU,  once  again. 

Jest  hear  ns — 'once  mnrc,'  says  h*:, — 

"I'd  shed  Washington,  1).  C, 

And  jest  fall  in  ranks  with  you 

And  inarch  home,  a-shifrin'.  too !' " 

And  Bob  Cfiijcr—NoTxi  lives  down 

At  Atlanty,— but  this  town 
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'S  ^;.,t  nol>',  A.-rtW-a  I  .rniancnt 
Aiid  tinic-hoiK.ri,!  rcsid.nt. 
Then  tlirrc-'.,  .l/„/,/„„  l!„ii,.^^,;n 
'  ookiii'  liki'  Iif  alliij  will  I 
■H.„vvn„  f.rliM'?-s'|,  last  time 
'   sf«  M.ihl.m:    'K-  he  saj        I'm 
'  •./ill',-  says,  "so  pecrt  mid  gay 
»•  Vshihh.;luf  IM  run  away!" 
He  says.  "Curse  I'm  bald  a  bit. 
I'ut  not  'iHniKh  to  ir,„i  on  't 
Like  M„v  »•»//<,«  .loe,"  he  says, 
"With  his  /7tw  shaincficctcdnessl'' 
(Dave  jest  lauKhs  and  lifts  his  "dice" 
At  the  joke,  and  blushes— twice.) 
And  lid.  Thamfion.  IwS  Rone  on- 
They's  a  whole  quartette  'afs  Hone- 
■^  cs,  a  whole  t|,iartelte,  an.l  more. 
Has  cro^ised  on  the  Otiicr  .Shore 
.?../.««  .uid /)„,  ,f„<,dVd-.r  Kone J 
•N'  Ward:  a.ul-Iast,-;/-,7;  TarkhujUn,. 
Ward  'at  made  an  Irish  hut) 
Actchully  jest  hrautifuU— 
•'•nig-nosc  Ben.'"  says  Ward,  "I  s'posc 
•Makes  an  eyesore  of  his  nose  I" 
And  irUl  Tarki,iglon~V.t  he 
f^ver  had  an  (ii.-my. 
The  Hood  Bein's  plans  has  he'n 
Tampered  with  I-because  all  men, 
V  Jmcn  and  childcrn-ever'  one- 
/.of.-rf  to  love  Will  TarkinRtonl 
Tlic  last  time  /  hcprd  'em  all 
Was  at  Tomilsonian  Hall, 
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As  I  rickoUect— and  know,— 
Must  be'n  fifteen  year'  ago  !— 
Big  Mass  Heet'm'— thousands  here.    .    .    . 
Old  Dick  Thompson  in  tlie  Cheer 
On  the  stage— and  thr<-c  er  four 
Other  "Silver-Tongues"  er  more  1    .    .    . 
Mind  Ben  Harrison?— Clean,  rich, 
Ringin'  voice — "  'liout  concert-pitch," 
Tarkington  he  called  it,  and 
Said  its  music  'clipsed  the  hand 
And  Glee  Club  both  rolled  in  one  !— 
('Course  you  all  knowed  Harrison!) 
Yes,  and  Old  Flag,  strcamin'  clean 
From  the  high  arch  'bove  the  scene 
And  each  side  the  Speaker's  stand.— 
And  a  Brass,  and  Sheel<skin  Band, 
{'Twixt  the  speeches  'at  was  made) 
'At  cut  loose  and  banged  and  played— 
S'pose,  to  have  the  noise  all  through 
So's  the  crowd  could  listen  to 
Some  real  music !— Then  Th'  Old  Glee 
Club  marched  out  to  victory  !— 
And  sich  singin' !— Boys  was  jest 
At  their  very  level-best !     .    .    . 
My!  to  hear  'em! — From  old  "Red- 
Whitc-and-Bluc,"  to  "Uncle  Ned"  !— 
From  "The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill," 
To  "Billy  Magee-Magaw" !— And— still 
The  more  they  sung,  the  more,  you  know. 
The  crowd  jest  wouldn't  let  'em  go  !— 
Till  they  reached  the  final  notch 
O'  glory  with  old  "Larboard  Watch"  1 
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Weill  that  song's  a  song  my  soul 

Jest  swings  off  in,  past  control  I— 

Alius  did  and  alius  will 

Lift  me  clair  of  earthly  ill 

And  interrogance  and  doubt 

O-  what  the  good  Lord's  workin'  out 

Anyway  er  anyhow! 

Shet  my  eyes  and  hear  it  now!— 

Till,  at  night,  that  ship  and  sea 

And  wet  waves  jest  wallers  me 

Into  that  same  sad  yet  glad 

Certainty  the  Sailor  had 

\\'hcn  waked  to  his  watch  and  ward 

By  th'  lone  whisper  of  the  Lord— 

Hecrd  high  'bove  the  hoarsest  roar 

O'  any  storm  on  sea  er  shore ! 

Time's  be'n  clockin'  on,  you  know! 

Sabold,  who  was  first  to  go, 

Died  back  JCast,  in  ninety-three, 

At  his  old  home,  Albany: 

Ward  was  next  to  leave  us— Died 

New  York.    .    .    .    How  we  laughed  and 

cried 
Both  together  at  them  two 
Friends  and  comards  tried  and  true  !— 
Ner  they  wasn't,  when  they  died. 
Parted  long— 'most  sidc-by-sidc  ' 
They  went  singin',  you  might  say, 
Till  their  voices  died  away 
Kind  o'  into  a  duel 
O'  silence  they're  rehearsin'  yet. 
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Old  Glee  Club's  be'n  meetin'  less 
And  less  frequenter,  I  guess, 
Sence  so  many's  had  to  go— 
And  the  rest  all  miss  'em  sol 
Still  thcy's  calls  they'  got  to  make, 
Fer  old  reputation's  sake. 
So  to  speak;  but,  'course,  they  all 
Can't  jest  answer  ever'  call— 
'Ccptin'  Christmas-times,  er  when 
Charity  calls  on  'em  then ; 
And— not  chargin'  anything— 
Wy,  the  Boys's  jest  got  to  singl    . 
Campaign  work,  and  jubilees 
To  walie  up  the  primaries ; 
Loyal  Legions— G.  A.  R.'s— 
Big  Reunions— Stripes-and-Stars 
Fer  Schoolhouses  ever'where— 
And  Church-doin's,  here  and  there  - 
And  Me-morial  Mcctin's,  when 
Our  War-Gov'ner  lives  again ! 
Yes,  and  Decoration  Days- 
Martial  music— prayers  and  praise 
Fer  the  Boys  'at  marched  away 
So's  we'd  have  a  place  to  stay !    .    • 
Little  childcrn,  'mongst  the  flowers, 
Learnin'  'Iwut  this  Land  of  Ours, 
And  the  price  these  Soldiers  paid, 
Gethered  in  their  last  parade.    .    . 
O  that  sweetest,  saddest  sound!— 
"Tenting  on  the  old  Campground.' 
Tlie  Old  Glee  Club— singin'  so 
Quaverin'-Ukc  and  soft  and  low, 
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Tver'  listener  in  the  crowd 

Sings  it,  u/tisfcrs~-U,t,  out  'hud. 

Sings  as  ef  he  didn't  kecr— 

\ot  fer  nolhin'i  i:„.„i         i 

■»•...    Ketch  me  here 

Whilse  I  rn  honest,  and  I'll  say 
(Torf'j  wayis  theonly  way! 
So  I'  alius  felt,  i  jing! 
Ever'  time  the  Boys  'ud  sing 
■Bout  "A  Thousand  Years,  my  Own 
Columbia l"_er  "The  Joys  weve  Known"- 
Hcar  dem  Bclls"-er  "Ili-lo,  Hail  !"- 
I  have  felt  God  must  prevail— 
Jest  like  ever'  boy  'at's  gone 
Of  'cm  all,  whilse  he  was  on 
Deck  here  with  us,  seemed  to  be 
Livin",  laugliin'  proof,  to  inc. 
Of  I'ternal  Life-No  more   ' 
Jf.7/ than  ?*,-,«  a//,  gone  before  I 
Can't  I— many-a-time— jest  see 
Them  alt.  like  they  used  to  he!— 
Tarkington,  fer  instance,  clean 
Outside  o'  the  man  you  seen. 
Singin'— till  not  only  you 
Ileerd  his  voice  but  felt  it,  too, 
In  back  of  the  bench  you  set 
In— And  'most  can  feel  it  yet ! 
Yes,  and  Will's  the  last  o'  five 
Now  that's  dead-yet  still  alizv 
True  as  Holy  Writ's  own  word 
Has  be'n  spoke  and  man  has  heerd  ' 
Tliem  was  left  when  \\'ill  went  on 
Has  met  once  sence  he  was  gone— 
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Met  jest  once — but  not  to  sing 

Ner  to  practise  anything.— 

Facts  is,  they  jest  didn't  know 

Why  they  ajs  a-meetin'  so ;— 

Cut  John  Brush  he  had  it  done 

And  invited  ever'  one 

Of  'em  he  could  find,  to  call 

At  his  office,  "Music  Hall," 

Four  o'clock— one  Saturd'y 

Afternoon.— And  this  was  tlnee 

Er  four  weeks,  mind,  scnce  the  day 

\Ve  had  laid  poor  Will  away. 

Mahlon  Butler  he  come  past 

My  shop,  and  I  dropped  my  last 

And  went  vith  him,  wonder'n',  too, 

What  new  jckt-  Brush  had  in  view  ;— 

But,  when  all  got  there,  and  one- 

By-one  was  give'  a  scat,  and  none 

O'  Bru.sh's  twmk-lcs  seemed  in  siglil, 

'N'  he  looked  bh  all  riglit,  all  right.— 

We  saw— when  he'd  locked  the  door— 

What  some  of  us,  years  before. 

Had  seen,  and  long  sencc  fergot— 

(Seen  but  not  heerd,  like  as  not.)— 

How  Brush,  once  when  Admiral  Brown 

'S  back  here  in  his  old  home-town 

And  flags  cvci      .icrcs- and  Old 

Glee  Club  tel'im'  George  to  "Hold 

The  Fort !"  and  "We"  would  "make  'cm 

By  land  and  sea,"  et  cetery. — 

How  Brush  had  got  the  Boys  to  sing 

A  song  in  that-tliere  very  thing 
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U'as  OH  tlie  table  there  to-day- 
Some  kiiKl  o'  -tlumc,  you  know.-But  sas;! 
^\  lien  Jolm  toiiclied  it  off,  and  we 
Heerd  it  singiti'— Ko-sir-ee !— . 
Kill  the  111,1,-hiiU'  a-siiiKiii'— Ko,_ 
Tl.'  Old  Glee  Club  o'  long  ago !    . 
Tlicre  was  SuholdS  voice  again— 
'X'  Ward's :-am\,  sweet  as  summer-rain 
\V,tli  glad  boy-lauglnure's  trills  and  runs. 
rd.  Thompsons  voice  and  Tarkim/tcni's'  ' 
And  ah,  to  hear  them,  through  the  storm 
Of  joy  that  swayed  each  listener's  form- 
Seeming  to  call,  with  hail  and  cheer, 
From  Heaven's  high  seas  down  to  us  here  :- 

"fliit  who  can  speak  the  joy  he  feels 
iriiile  „\-r  the  foam  his  vessel  reels, 
■■■hid  his  tired  eyelids  slumheri„y  fall. 
He  rouses  at  the  -u'eleome  call 
Of  -Larboard  IVateh,  Aho-jf  " 

•         •         •         •         ■         .         AndO 
lohear  them— same  as  long  ago— 
The  listeners  whispered,  still  as  death, 
^Vlth  t.rndding  lips  and  broken  breath', 
■^        Ith  one  voice— and  eyes  all  wet  —  ' 
. \~God!-Tha,,k-  Cod.  they're  'si„ji,uf 
vet!" 
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JIQ  A  Defective  Santa  Claits 

Little  Boy  I    Halloo  I— halloo! 
Can't  you  hear  me  calling  you  .'— 
Little  Boy  that  vscd  to  W, 
Come  in  here  and  play  with  mc. 


ALLUS  wlien  our  Pa  he's  away 
.  Ncn  Uncle  S'Hiiey  comes  to  stay 
At  our  house  here— so  Ma  an'  me 
An'  F.fty  an'  Lee-Bob  won't  he 
Afeard  ef  anythhig  at  nif,'ht 
Mi^ht  happen— like  Ma  says  it  might. 
(Ef  Trip  wuz  bty,  I  het  you  he 
•Uz  hest  watch-dog  you  ever  see!) 
An"  so  last  winter- ist  l>efore 
It's  go"  be  Chris'mus-Day,— w'y,  shore 
Enouj.di,  Pa  had  to  haf  to  go 
To  'tend  a  lawsuit— "An'  the  snow 
1st  right  fer  Santy  Claus  I"  Pa  said, 
As  he  dumb  in  old  Ayersu?.  sled, 
An'  say  he's  sorry  he  can't  be 
With  us  t'.'.at  niglit— "  'Cause,"  he-says-ee, 
"Old  Santy  mi(jht  be  comin'  here— 
This  very  night  of  all  the  year 
/'  got  to  he  away !— so  all 
You  kids  must  tell  him-cf  he  call— 
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He's  mighty  welcome,  an'  ytr  Pa 
He  left  liis  luve  witli  you  an'  Ma 
A..'L-,,c:eSi.ir    An- clneked,  an' leant 
l.acL-,  la„«|„„'_an'  away  tliey  went! 
All   Uncle  wave-  liis  hands  an'  yells 

"Ver  old  l.orseort  to  have  on  bells  r 
But  Pa  yell  back  a.,'  laugh  an'  say 
I  'spect  when  S.,nly  come  this  way 
It's  t„nc  conjtl,  fer  sleighbells  neni'' 
An-  holler  back  "Good-by  |-  again, 
An'  reach  out  wit',  the  driver's  whip 
An'  cut  behi-.d  an'  drive  back  Trip. 

An' so  all  day  it  snowed  an' snowed  I 
An'  Kee-Bob  he  ist  watched  the  road. 
In  his  high-chair ;  an'  luty  she 
'L'd  play  with  Uncie  Sid  an'  mc- 
I-ike  she  wnz  he'ppiu'  fetch  i„  ,vood 
An   keepin'  old  Ore  goin'  Rood 
Where  Afa  she  wnz  a-cookin'  there 
In  !;-chen,  too,  an' ever'wherel 
An'     nclc  say,  "  'At's  ist  the  way 
yr  Afa's  b'en  workin',  mght  an'  day 
JsHice  she  hain't  big  as  I'tty  is 
r:r  Lee-Rob  in  that  chair  o'  his!" 
Nen  Ma  she'd  laugh  't  what  Uncle  said 
An^  smack  an'  smoove  his  old  bald  head 
An    say  "Clear  out  the  way  till  I 
Can  keep  that  pot  from  b'ilin'  dryl" 
Nen  Uncle,  when  she's  gone  back  to 
lliekitchcn,  says,  "We  tti/ to  do 
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c,„n,o  cuWiir  'ii  tin-  aslus.-Say. 

S>u,in'  «>^  to- -"'"^•.  ''••"■'" "^'" 

An-  iHii  lie  sciKl  us  to  tdl  Mr 
Scn.l  tvvo  bis  'tattrs  in  lie  saw 
I'a's  bVn  kccpiii'  'cause  tl.oy  got 
Tl>el.mni«mattl.eFairl    An' what 
Youtl,mk?-HcrakeaKrca-b,ghule 

1,1  tlic  hot  ashes,  an'  he  roll 
Them  oUn.ig 'taters  m  the  place 
\„'  rake  the  coals  l.aek-an'  his  fa:e 
1st  swettii.'  so's  he  lu.rt'  nigh  swear 
Tauseifssohotl    An' when  they  re  there 
•Bout  time  'at  we  fergit  'em,  he 
1st  rake  'em  out  again— an'  g^'d— 
He  Im'st  'em  with  his  fist  wite  on 
V  old  stove-led,  while  I' tty's  gone 
To  git  the  salt,  an'  butter,  too- 
l-t  like  h.-  said  she  haf  to  do, 
No  matter  what  .Un  say  1    An'  so 
J  To  salt  an'  butter  'em,  an'  blow 
•I'm  cool  en.mgh  fer  us  to  eat- 
An'  »„-o-mv.'  they're  hard  to  bcatl 
An'  Trip  'ud  ist  lay  there  an'  pant 
Like  he'd  laugh  OHf /.«<;,  but  he  cant. 

Ken  Uncle  fill  his  pipc-an'  we 
Td  he'p  him  light  it-Sis  an'  me,- 
Kut  mostly  little  Lee-Bob.  'cause^ 
'•lU's  the  best  I.Ujhli-r  ever  wuz !" 
Like  Uncle  telled  him  wunst  when  l.ee- 
Bob  cried  an'  jerked  the  light  fron.  .ne. 
He  wuz  so  mad!    So  Uncle  pat 
An'  pet  him  (Lee-Bob's  ust  to  that- 
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Cause  he's  the  lillU-tit.  you  know, 
An'  alius  has  b'en  humored  so !) 
Nen  Uncle  gits  the  flat-arn  out, 
An',  while  he's  tcllin*  us  all  'bout 
Old  Chris'mus-times  when  he's  n  kid. 
He  ist  cracked  hickcrnuts,  ht  did, 
Till  they's  a  crockful.  mighty  nigh  I 
An'  when  they're  all  done  by  an'  by, 
He  raked  the  rod  coals  out  again 
An'  telled  me,  'Fetch  that  popcorn  in, 
An'  old  thr.-..-Kggu,|  skilhit-an' 
The  /.  d  an'  all  now.  little  man,— 
An'  yer  old  Uncle  here  'nil  show 
^■ou  how  corn's  pn,.p,.,l,  long  years  ago 
When  me  an'  Santy  Clans  wn/.  boys 
On  Pap's  old  place  in  Illinoise!— 
An'  your  Pa,  too,  wuz  chnms,  all  through 
With  Santy !-\Visht  Pa'd  be  here,  tool"' 
Ken  Uncle  sigh  at  Ma,  an*  she 
Pat  him  again,  an'  say  to  me 
An'  Etty,— "You  take  warning  fair  !— 
Don't  talk  too  much,  like  Uncle  there, 
Ner  don't  fergit,  like  l,im.  my  dears,  ' 
That  'little  pitchers  has  big  cars  I' "' 
But  Uncle  say  to  her.  "Clear  out  !— 
Yer  brother  knows  what  he's  about.— 
i'ou  git  your  Chris'mus-cookin'  done 
Kr  these  pore  childern  won't  have  none!" 
Nen  Trip  wake'  up  ,in'  raise',  an'  nen 
Turn  roun'  an'  nen  lay  down  again. 
An'  one  time  Jncle  Siilney  say,— 
"When  dogs  is  sleepin'  thataway, 
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Like  Trip,  an'  whimt'erJ.  il"«  a  si«n 

Hi'll  tii'tch  ii:lhl  ra).liltH-niayl.y  run.-— 

Afnre  his  flcas'U  wake  liim— ncii 

llu'll  liitc  liissi-'f  to  »1"1'  aKaitI 

An'  (r.v  to  dream  lie's  go'  ki.tcli  <."." 

An'  wliiii  Ma's  gone  again  back  in 

The  kUclicn,  Uncle  scratch  his  chin 

An'    ly,  "When  Santy  Claus  an"  Pa 

An'  mc  wuz  little  hnys— an'  Ma, 

When  she's  'bout  hig  as  ICtty  there  ;— 

VVy,— 'When  we're  yroavd-no  matter  ulu-rc. 

Santy  he  cross'  his  heart  an'  say,— 

•I'll  come  to  se.  yo.',  all,  some  day 

When  vom'  gJt  childerr.s— all  hut  mc 

An' 1" .re  old  Sid!'"    Nen  Uncle  hc^ 

1st  ki:id  o'  shade  his  eyes  avi'  pour' 

'Bout  forty-'lcven  bushels  more 

O'  popcorn  out  the  -kiUut  there 

In  Ma's  new  basket  on  the  chair. 

An'  net!  he  telled  us— an'  talk  low, 

"So  Ma  can't  hear,"  he  say:-'You  know 

Yer  Pa  know',  when  he  drived  away, 

To-morry's  go'  be  Chris'mus-yay;— 

Well,  ncn  lo-in,jht,"  he  whisper,  "sec?  - 

It's  go'  he  Chris'nius-£i'c"  says-ee, 

"An",  like  yer  Pa  hint,  when  he  went. 

Old  Santy  Claus  (now  hush!)  he's  sent 

Yer  Pa  a  postul-card,  an'  write 

He's  shorely  go'  be  here  lo-night.    .    .    . 

That's  why  yer  Pa's  so  bored  to  be 

Away  to-night,  when  Santy  he 
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N  K<)'  1)0  Iktc.  sliigliliclls  an'  all, 

To  make  joii  ki<|j  a  C'liris'mii«-call !" 

An'  we're  s.>  rI.i.I  to  know  fer  shore 

He's  omiin'.  I  roll  on  the  floor— 

All"  here  come  Trip  a-waller'ii'  roiiii- 

All'  piirt'  iiiKh  knock  the  clo'c-horse  down!- 

An"  i:tty  Brah  Lec-Boh  an'  i>rancc 

All  ronn'  the  room  like  it's  a  dance— 

Till  Ma  she  come  an'  march  us  nen 

To  (liiMK  r.  where  we're  slill  again, 

Rut  tuklcd  r.o  we  ist  can't  cat 

But  pie,  an'  ist  the  hot  mincemeat 

With  raisins  in— Rnt  f 'm,/..  ct. 

An'  Ma.    An'  there  they  set  an'  set 

Till  piirt'  ninli  snpper-timo-  nen  we 

Tell  him  he's  jjot  to  fix  the  Tree 

'Fore  Sanly  >rits  here,  like  he  said. 

We  Ko  nen  to  the  old  woodr^hed— 

All  hundlod  up.  throHRh  the  deep  snow— 

"An'  snowin'  yet,  jce-rnnshy-C !" 

Uncle  he  sai.l,  an'  he'p  us  wade 

Back  Where's  the  Chris'mus-Tree  he's  made 

Out  of  a  little  jackoak-top 

He  Kit  down  at  the  sawmill-shop— 

An'  Trip  'ud  run  ahead,  you  know. 

An'  'tend-like  he  'uz  ealin'  snow— 

When  we  all  waddle  hack  with  it; 

An'  Uncle  set  it  up— on'  gjt 

It  wife  in  front  the  fireplace— 'cause 

He  says  ■'  'T.nin't  so  'at  Santy  Claus 

Comes  down  all  chimhlies,-least,  to-night 

He's  comin'  in  this  house  all  right— 
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By  the  front-door,  »i  ort  to  bel—  ^ 
We'll  »ll  be  hid  where  we  can  ttti" 
Nen  he  look  up,  in"  he  lec  Ma 
An'  say,  "It'i  ist  too  bad  their  Pa 
Can't  be  here,  so's  to  ice  the  fun  ^ 
The  childcrn  vHlt  have,  ever'  one  1" 

Well,  ttv.'— We  hardly  couldn't  wait 

Till  it  wui  dusk,  an'  dark  an'  late 

I'tnounh  to  light  the  lanu'l-A"'  Lw- 

Bob  liyht  a  candle  on  the  Tree— 

•■1st  ,,M.— 'cause  I'm  'The  Lighter' T'-Ncn 

He  dmnb  on  Uncle's  knee  again 

An'  hug  us  f  o/.-,— an'  I'.tty  gi 

Her  little  chist  an'  set  on  it 

Witt  cU.Vt.  vvliilc  Uncle  telled  some  more 

'Bout  Santy  Claus,  an'  cio'es  he  wore 

".//(  iiKihcd  o'  furs,  an'  trimmed  as  zulule 

As  iotloit  is,  cr  snow  at  my''"" 

An'  nen,  ail  sudden-like,  he  say,— 

"IIiisl>>    Listen  tlwrcl    Haint  that  a  shwh 

An-  skighbells  jinglin' /"    Trip  go  --^hoohr 

Like  he  heir  bells  and  smell  'em,  too. 

Nen  wc  all  listen.     .    .    .    An'-sir,  shore 

Enough,  wc  hear  bells— more  an'  more 

A-jinglir'  clos'ter— clos'ter  still 

Down  the  old  crook-road  roun'  the  hill. 

An'  Uncle  he  jumps  up,  an'  all 

The  cluurs  he  icr!:s  hack  by  the  wall 

An'  tli'ows  a'  overcoat  an'  p.nr 

O'  winder-curtains  over  tlierc 
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An'  s.iy.,  '•//,</.■  ,/«,-.  t.  .rj.-iiV.-  /„„  /„/,.._ 

I  linn  l„lls  is  sl..i>fiu'  ul  the  tjal.t— 

(lit  Inuk  ,/  Ihcm-iiir  i hairs  on'  hid,-, 

Xiiiisi-  I  hear  Sitiily's  voice  ouiti,!,!" 

All'  /hiiitj!  Imiuj!  hw,/!  wc  Ik>  r.l  ilif  ,U,„r— 

Xiii  it  fliwcd  o|>cn,  an'  the  flour 

niinvid  full  o'  snow-llmt's  first  wc  saw, 

Till  liiile  Lci-Uul)  shriek'  at  Ma 

"There's  Sanly  Clans!— J  knu-v  him  by 

His  hiy  lehilc  muff  lash!"— m\'  ist  cry 

An'  lauKh  an'  sqiual  an'  dance  an'  .iv//_ 

Till,  when  he  qin'et  down  a  spell, 

Olil  Santy  bow  an'  tli'ow  a  kiss 

To  him— an'  one  to  me  an'  Sis— 

An'  nen  go  dosl  to  Ma  an'  stoop 

An'  kiss  her-An'  nen  Rive  a  whoop 

That  fainh-d  her  1— 'Cause  when  he  l„„t 

An'  kiss  her,  he  ist  hacked  an'  went 

Wite  'g'iiist  the  Chris'niHs-Tree  i.st  where 

The  candle's  at  Lee-Boh  lit  there!— 

An'  set  his  white-fur  helt  afire- 

An'  l.laze  streaked  roun'  his  waist  an'  higher 

Wite  up  his  old  white  heard  an*  th'oat !  - 

Kni  Uncle  grahs  th'  old  overcoat 

An*  flops  it  over  Santy's  head. 

An'  swing  the  door  wide  back  an'  said, 

"Come  out,  old  man  l-an'  ,,,„•,/,■  about' 

It!— I've  ist  !i,     lu  put  you  out!" 

An'  out  he  sprawled  him  in  the  snow— 

"Xow  roll!"  he  says— "//,'-ro//-...-.0.'"— 

An'  Santy,  sputter'n'  "Ouch!  Cee-whicl- 

Ist  roll  an'  roll  fer  all  they  is  1 
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An'  Trip  he's  out  there,  too,-l  know. 
'Cause  I  could  hear  him  yappin'  so— 
An'  I  heerd  Santy,  wunst  er  twic't, 
Say,  as  he's  roUin',  '■Prat  ilw  ficc'tl" 
Neii  Uncle  come  hack  in,  an'  shake 
Ma  up,  an'  say,  "For  mercy-sake  1- 
He  hain't  hurt  none  1"    An'  nen  he  said,- 
"You  youngsters  h'ist  np-stairs  to  bedl- 
Here!  kiss  yer  Ma  'Good  night,'  an'  me,- 
VVe'U  he'p  old  Santy  fix  the  Tree— 
An'  all  ver  whistles,  horns  an'  drums 
I'll  he'p  you  toot  when  morning  comes  1" 


It's  a  long  while  'fore  we  go  to  sleep- 
'Cause  down-stairs,  all-time  somcnm'  keep 
A-kind  o'  scufflin'  ronn'  the  floors- 
An'  openin-  doors,  an'  shcltii>'  doors- 
An'  could  hear  Trip  a-whinin',  too, 
Like  he  don't  know  ist  u'hat  to  do— 
An'  tongs  a-clankin'  down  k'thumt!- 
Nen  some  one  squonkin'  the  old  pump- 
An'  IVonh!  how  cold  it  soun'  out  there  I— 
I  coidd  ist  Si-c  the  pump-spout  where 
It's  got  ice  chin-whiskers  all  wet 
An' drippy— An' I  see  it  yet! 
An'  nen,  seem-like,  I  hear  some  mens 
A-talkin*  out  there  hy  the  fence, 
A.,'  o.ie  says,  "Oh,  'bout  twelve  o'clock ! 
"Nen,"  'nother'n'  says.  "Here's  to  you,  Poc!- 
Codbh-ssuscvcr-cc!"    An' nen 
I  heerd  the  old  pump  squonlc  agam. 
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An'  ncn  I  say  my  prayer  all  tliroiigli 

Like  Uncle  Sidney  learn'  me  to,— 

"O  Fatlier  mine,  e'en  as  Thine  own, 

Tliis  cliild  looks  up  to  Tlice  alone: 

Asleep  or  waking,  give  Iiim  still 

His  IClder  Brother's  wish  and  will." 

An'  that's  the  last  I  know    .    .    .    Till  Ma 

She's  callin'  us— an'  so  is  Pa,— 

He  holler  "Chris'mus-yifr  an'  say,- 

"I'm  got  back  home  f er  Chris'mns-Day  I— 

An'  Ujicle  Sid's  here,  too— an'  he 

Is  nihblin'  'roun'  yer  Chris'nius-Trtc !" 

Ncn  Cicle  holler,  "I  suppose 

Vcr  Pa's  so  prond  he's  froze  his  no.se 

He  wants  to  turn  it  np  at  us, 

'Cause  Smily  kick'  up  snch  a  fuss— 

Tctcfn'n'  hisse'f  off  same  as  cf 

He  wuz  his  own  fireworks  hisse'f!" 

An'  when  we're  down-stairs,-s!i,.re  cnongli, 

Pa's  nose  is  froze,  an'  salve  an'  stiilT 

All  on  it— an'  one  hand's  froze,  too. 

An'  got  a  old  yarn  red-and-hlnc 

Witt  on  it-"An'  he's  froze  some  more 

Acrost  his  chist,  an'  kind  o'  sore 

All  ronn'  his  c/.v-fram,"  Uncle  say.— 

"But  Pa  he'd  ort  a-seen  the  way 

Santy  hear  np  last  night  wh.en  Ihat- 

Air  fire  break  out,  an'  quicker'n  seat 

He's  all  a-Mazin',  an'  them-'air 

Gun-cotton  whiskers  that  he  wear 
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1st  flashm'!—i\n  I  Vmrn  a  Iiole 

In  the  snow  with  him,  an'  he  roll 

The  front-yard  dry  as  Cliris'mus  jokes 

Old  parents  plays  on  little  folks ! 

But,  long's  a  smell  o'  tow  er  wool, 

I  kep'  him  rollin'  beautiful!— 

Till  I  wuz  shore  I  slwn-ly  see 

He's  squrnchcd!   Wy.  l>adn't  b'en  for  ,„c. 

That  old  man  might  a-lmrnt  clear  down 

lean-phnn'-level  with  the  gruun'!" 
Nen  Ma  say.  "There.  Sid;  that'll  do!- 
Breakfast  is  ready-CAnVmt..^,  too.- 
Your  voice  'ud  soun'  best,  sayin'  Oraec- 
Say  it."    An'  Uncle  how'  his  face 
An'  say  so  long  a  Bles.tiug  nen. 
Trip  bark'  too  times  'fore  it's  "A-mcn! 
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■^50  Rnbdiydt  of  Doc  Sifcrs 

T  F  yo„  don't  k„ow  Doc  Suras  I'll  jc'  argj-  here  and  now 

'i  ou've  hni  a  migl,ty  littlu  wliile  al.otit  lierc,  anyhow 
'Cause  Doc  he's  rid  these  roads  and  uoods-er  «.,„„  4m, 
now  and  then  — 

And  practised  in  this  neighberhood  sence  hain't  no  tellin' 
when ! 

In  radius  o'  fifteen  mil'd,  all  ,,'ints  o'  compass  round 
■No   man    cr    woman,   chick   er   child,    er    team,   on   top    o' 
ground. 

But  knows  /a-m-yes,  and  got  respects  and  likin'  fer  him, 
too, 

Fer  all  his  so-to-speak  dee-feets  o'  genius  showin'  through  I 

-Some  claims  he's  ahsent-minderl ;  some  has  said  they  wuz 
aftard 

To  take  his  powders  when  he  come  and  dosed  'em  out,  and 
'peared 

To  have  his  mind  on  somepin'  else-like  County  Ditch,  er 

some 
Vcw  way  o'  tannin'  mussrat-pelts,  er  makin'  butter  come. 

He's  cur'ous-they  hain't  no  mistake  about  it  !-but  he's  got 
tnough  o'  e.Mry  brains  to  make  a  jury—Uke  as  not 
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They's  no  dcscribm'  SifcTs,-fcr,  wl.en  all  is  said  and  done, 
He's  jes'  hiss/f  Doc  Sifcrs-i^^r  tlay  luiin't  no  otl.cr  one! 

Doc's  alius  social.le,  polite,  and  'jirecal.Ie,  you'll  find- 
Pervidin'  cf  you  strike  him  riulit  and  m.tlnn'  on  Ins  mnul- 
Like  in  some  hurry,  wl.en  they've  sent  fer  Sifers  quuk;  you 

To  'tend  some  sawmill-accident,  cr  picnic  jamhoree; 

r.r  when  the  lightin'  's  struck  some  l.arehraine.l  harvest- 
hand;  er  in 
Some  'tempt  o'  suici.lin'-where  they'd  ort  to  try  ay  n.  1 
I've  kuoi.rd  Doc  haul  up  from  a  trot  and  talk  a'  hour  o 

two 
When  railly  he'd  a-ort  o'  not  a-stopped  f.r  -Ihr.cdy-d.K 

And   then,   I've  met  hin.  'Ions;  the  road,   «-/,./.;M',-starin' 

^"■=*'8'"  ,         ,,,11 

Ahead,-and   yit   he   never   knowed   n.e   wncn   I   holler..! 

■■Yah; 
Old  SaddU'bous!"  all  hearty-like,   er  "ir/m  yon  y.nn    l< 

And  he'd  say  nothin'-only  hike  on  faster,  staru.   stdU 

I'd  bin  insulted,  many  a  time,  ef  I  jes'  wuzn't  shore 
Doc  didn't  mean  a  thing.    An<l  I'm  not  tetchy  any  more 
Sence  that-air  day,  ef  he'd  a-jes'  a-stopped  to  jaw  w.th  „,,•, 
They'd  bin  a  little  dorter  less  in  my  own  lamhdy! 

Times  HOW,  at  home,  when  Sifors'  name  comes  up,  I  i^- 

You  kn'oJ,  'at  /  think  Doc's  l„  blame,  the  way  he's  bin  aiv: 

gone 
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And  disapp'iiitcl  folks— 'LI-/,...       „..,..(„•.      . 

T^«' i,..n-  -c    ,■  ,  ■"'"'""■  you  d  on  to  tien 

Je.   hear  n,y  w,fe  l.ght  into  mc-"„„„.,,,/„/,,,  „.  ,„,.„,„ 

•Mongst  an  ,1.0  wo„,c.n-n,iM  cr  rough,  splendiferous  er 
plain, 

I  r   tlieni  iiY//i   sense,   er  n<it   rnnn.rl,    .„   „ 

iHii  cnougii   to  come  ni  out  tlie 
ram, — 

Jes'  ever-  shape  and  hnil.l  an.l  style  o'  women,  fat  er  slim- 
They  all  ,,ke  Doc,  and  got  a  s„,ile  and  pleasant  word  fer 

Ner  hain't  no  horse  I've  ever  saw  hut  whafll  neigh  and  try 
To  s.dle  up  ,„  ,,„„,  a„d  paw,  an,l  sense  hin,,  ..„-a„d-e>' 
1    en  ...     a  tetch  o'  Docs  old  pa'm,  to  pat  'en,,  er  to    hove 
Along  thcr  „ose-and  they're  as  ca'm  as  any  eooin'  dove! 

And  same  with  rf.,.,-,ahe  any  hreed,  er  strain,  er  pedi- 
grce,  ' 

Kr  racial  caste  'at  can't  concede  no  use  fer  you  er  me - 
They  1  putt  all  predju-diee  aside  in  /.,.-.  case  andTo  in 
Ivahoots  w,th  him,  as  satisfied  as  he  w„.  kith-and-kl  1 

And  Doc's  a  wonder,  trainin'  pets  I-H.'s  got  a  chicken- 
iiawk:, 

1"  d  got';?':" "m  ■•  'T"  '"  "■'■'  °'"  '"  ""^  '^>-''en-walk, 
he'll  fly"  '"'"■''  "^  '^""-■'  '"■■"  '--  '"■".  -'-) 

Some  says  no   money  down   'ud  huy  that  hlrd  o'  Doc- 
Ner  no 

Inducement  to  the  lirj,  says  T,  '..t  Ju-d  let  Sifer,  go! 
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And  Doc  he  say  'at  In-'s  content— long  as  a  bird  o'  prey 
Kin  'bide  him,  it's  a  compliiiii'iit.  and  t;ikos  it  tliataway. 

But,  gittin'  back  to  doclcriii'—aW  tbe  sick  and  in  distress, 
And  old  and  pore,  and  weak  and  small,  and  lone  and  niotli- 

erlcss, — 
I  jes'  tell  .villi  I  'preciate  tbe  man  'at's  pot  the  love 
To  "go  je  forth  and  ministrate!"  as  Scriptur'  tells  tis  of. 

Dull  times,  Doc  jes'  wianders  round,  in  tbat  old  rig  o'  bis: 
And  liain't  no  t'-'llin'  wlierc  lie's  bound  tier  guessin'  wliere 

be  is; 
He'll  drive,  tliej*  tell,  jes'  tbataway  fer  maybe  six  cr  eiglit 
Days  at  a  stretcb  ;  and  neigbbers  suy  be's  bin  clean  round 

tbe  State. 

He  picked  a'  old  tramp  up,  one  trip,  'bout  elglity  mil'd  from 

bere. 
And  fetcbed  bim  bonie  and  k-yored  bis  bip,  and  k.p'  bini 

'bout  a  year ; 
And  feller  said— in  all  his  ja'nts  round  tliis  terresclml  lull 
'At  no  man  wjz  a  linumslaiue  to  Doi  >—hc  topped  'em 

all ! - 

Said,  bark  o'  trees  's  a'  open  book  to  Doc,  and  vines  aiul 

moss 
Ke  read  like  writin' — with  a  look  knowed  ever'  dot  and 

cross: 
Said,  stars  at  night  wuz  jes'  as  good's  a  compass:  said,  be 

s'pose 
You  couldn't  lose  Doc  in  the  woods  tbe  darkest  night  that 

blows  1 
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jvu-L  l^'H  ^,1  ,o„.  p.,ny  cIosX  ^,  .„,,eH.„l,  a„,|  plants, 
"uw   fur   off  u:,rur  i.,-aml   •„„.(   p.nlict   ,l,c    .sor,   o' 
chance 

A"d  «l>.ther  tlK./rc.  a-l.i.i,,-  „„,,  ,,  „„,^  ^f,^,^  „i^,,,, 

-A..1,   wl.ilsc    wcVc   talkin-  M,-I   .nh.d   i,,,y   fornu-l   a 
li.-'liiii  -cruud 

(\Vl>Cn   folks  ,.„„«  fi.l,  ,,,„.,t  gUt,,  /;„,,,_  ^^,,  ^^,.  _.  _.  ^ 

alliiwfd  ]) 
O'  lea.lin'  citizens,  you  k.unv,  to  go  an,l  sein    "OM  f,l„e"_ 
«utI,a.l,,-.„ol,is.ei„c.and.o-wV.wl       ,v„.  ,„;  .„ 

And  Doc  l,c  say  ho  ll.onKl.t  'at  lu-  conld  /.,„•,  ,  ,,i.cl,  er 
two — 

•■nrin,^  tl,e  maU-rlals  to  n,e-'afs  all  fn,  asti,,-  v„n  - 
And  <low„  he  s...s_six  weeks,  i  jiny  !  and  knit^  that  sei,,.. 
plum  done— 

Made  corks,  too,  brails  and  ever'tlnng-^ood  as  a  l,ou«l„en 

Doc's  /,„«;,  .pent     wl,e„  the  sick's  not  takin'  all  his  ti„,e 
And  he     got  .nnc  fer  poli,ics-is  sin.ple  yit  sul,li„,e.-- 

I'ncnd^stnkes  hi,n  first,  election-day,  he'd  'co,„n,od      ,  ' 


And  yit,  thong  1  Our    as  -ill  i,..i,  L,- 

t.        I",  as  all  n.Mi  ki,„ws,  ,.;  s.|nare  slraiVJit 
lip  and  d.iHii,  *= 

Tiiat   vote  o'   his   is— well.    I    k'„„  ,.     „„  .,, 

,o„.„._  sp..  t-the  cheapest  one   in 
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A  fact  'at's  sad  to  verify,  as  could  lie  done  on  oatli— 
I've  voted  Doc  myse'f— .l"d  /  tcuj  i:riinmal  fcr  both! 

You  kill  corrupt  the  6(7;/o(-/'"r— corrupt  ynursc'f,  as  wcll-- 
Corriipt  s<i)iie  luiglilicrs— liut  old  Uoc's  as  onct.iriiplihle 
As  Holy  Writ.     So  putt  a  pin  riK'lit  tliere !— Let  Siftrs  Ik-, 
I  jacks  1  he  wouldu't  vote  ag'iu'  his  own  worst  inimy ! 

When  Cyntliy  F.uhaiiUs  laid  so  low  with  fever,  and  Hoc 

Glenn 
Told    I'.uhy   Cyntli   'nd   haf   to   go— they   sends    fcr  Sifcrs 

then !    .    .    . 
Uoe  sized  tlie  case:   "She's  starved,"  says  he,  "fer  'f.:r/,->-— 

yes.  and  iiuiil! 
The  treatment  'at  she'll  git  from  mc's  all  she  kin  drink  and 

eatl" 

lie  orders   I'nhy  then  to   :p1it  some  Ki«n\,  and  take  and 

build 
A  fi'-c  in  kitchen-stove,   and   git  a  yonng  spring-chicken 

killed ; 
And  jcs'  whirled  in  and  tli'owed  his  hat  and  euat  there  on 

the  bed, 
And    warshed    his    hands    and    sailed    in    that-air   kitchen, 

Euby  said, 

And  biled  that  chicKen-broth,  and  got  that  dinner— all  com- 
plete 
And  clean  and  crisp  and  good  and  hot  as  mortal  ever  cat ! 
And  Cynth  and  h'.nliy  both'll  say  'at  Doc'll  git  as  good 
Mcals-vittles  up,  jes'  any  day,  as  any  •^•omaii  could! 
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Time  Sislcr  Al.l.ick  tnk  so  l.a.l  „i,|,  .,triffc„  „•  ,l,c  lung, 
I  tractcd  Mectin-,  wlurc  slic  l,ad  jcs'  sIh.u.cI,  praye.l,  and 

siina 

All   winter   long,   ,|,ron«l,   snow   an.l   tl,aw,-«|,cn    Sif.rs 
conic,  says  lir : 

'■X'o,  M'lissy;  don't  poke  ont  your  raw  and  cloven  tongue 
at  me  !^ 

^I  k:,ow,  witlK-nt  no  symptoms  1u,t  them  i„jaruH„r-slu>cs 

Y"  promise,!  me  to  never  putt  a  fuol-f„ot  in  „er  use 

At  pnrril  o'  yonr  life!"  ho  said.     "And   I  won't  save  vot, 

Onless-Iure    on    yonr    dyin'    l.d --yon    eonsecrate    your 

Witlumt  a-clai,nin'  „„,.  ,,,,-,/,  Doc's  rail  religions  vi.ws 
.Nol,ody   knows-ner   yot    n v,/   o'   l.nowin'    whilse    l,e 

CflOOSC 

To  1,0  l,eerd  not  of  n,an,  ner  raise  no  loud,  vain-glorious 

prayers 
In  crowded  marts,  er  pnMIc  ways,  er-i  jncks,  „„j  .,  ..cres  !- 

•I.ess'n  it  is  away  deep  down  in  Ms  own  I,ear(,  at  .n'Klit 
i'acm    tlie  storm,  when  all  tlie  town's  a-sleepin'  snns'and 
tight— 

Hin,   splashin'  henee  from  scenes  o'  pride  and  sloth  an,' 
gilded  show. 

To    some    po,o    snfiferer's    l,e<lsi<le    o'    anguish,    don't    you 
know ! 

Kr  mayhe  ,Iead  o'  ,c!nt.-r-mnkc.  nn  odd.  ,o  A,„_hc's  got 
To  face  the  weather  cf  it  takes  the  hide  off!  'cause  he'll  not 
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/.iV  out  ii'  Kiiiii'  aii'l  P'tii"!  I'l''*  -i'^''  l"-^^■'f-   ''''i'  ■'"""'' 

■At  1  ct.iil.l  n:.inu  'lit  folks  iniKlit  sn.-l  ur  ai.M  lli>y  '1  "■••■■'■ 

COIIK'  ! 

Like  pore  I'liin  lluovcr-wluii  lie  Hne,  t.i  tliat  l.i>l  '1.iih>'  "■ 

liis 
Thru  t-liri.'in.is  wlieii  l,i»  feet  « uz  fn./c      .m.l   I  >ni:  suvil 

all  tluy  is 
Left  of  Vni-"  'NoukIi."  as  I'liiii  .-■ay  now,  ■•|o  />.-,  /.■  mc  I'V. 

ami  lie 
A  adver/.Vmeiit.  aiiyliow,  o"  wliat  Doc's  dune  f.r  ni.  !    - 

"When  lu-  come  -knife-ai.<l-saNv"-riiin  say,  "1  km.we.l,  ci 

I'll  tlie  simiik, 
•At  Uoc  'ml  r.N  me  up  s.nnc  way,  ef  iiotliii.'  Imt  mylniith 
\Yuz  left,  lieM   fasten  .nsliis  in  and  liave  me,  spi.k-anl- 

span, 
A-skootin'  runn.l  Hie  streets  ay'in  as  spry  as  any  m-m: 

Doc  sees  a  patient's  not  to  .pnt-lieMl  ease  tiini  down  scniM. 
As  dozin-  olT  to   sleep,   and  yit  not  dope  l.in.   with   nio,  • 

He  won't  tell  :./;«/-jes'  'l...ws  'at  lie  lias  "airiit  the  right  l- 

•O  grave!  where  is  thv  victery?     O  death,  where  is  thy 
sting?'" 

And,  mine'     e  now  !-ifs  not  in  scollf  and  scorn,  by  Ions 

degree, 
•At  Doc  gits  things  like  that-nn  off:  it's  jes'  his  slwnly 
And  total  faith  in  Life  to  Conie.-w'y,  '•fioiii  that  Land  <• 

Pliss," 
He  says,  "we'll  haf  to  chuckle  some,  a-lookin'  hack  at  this! 
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Litin-eM.wi,I,ar.,n,„an,ratnp,H..,V,„.A,o;., 

^"'' '::;;-;;''"■"  ^'■■'■^^''•''^'"■■•■'•'- -'-•<•  sw.s.,0,., 

UVIl,  Doc  l,e  „eercl  thi.-I.eV,  ,„,pp,.„  ,,  ^  ,„.  ,,,,^,    ^^^  ^^ 

niirt.  ■*  '-'       '    5  POW   now 

purty  soon  '         "ow, 

""''' n^""""''      "■'^'--t-.i.,      .„      .ve.i,at.      t.,e 
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"N...  Iko,"  ,ay«  Doc.  "M^  worhl  l.ain't  s.w  no  brains  like 
yourn  and  nii">-'  , 

Wi.l,  S..SC  c-no,„.,l.  ...  .ra-P  a  law  'a.  takes  a  l.ram  .l.v.nc- 

IVc  l.arc.1  tlu,-  thouKl.ts  of  t.rains  i.>  Uoul.t.  a,ul  (Hi  tluu 
fimst  i>ii1m-,  —  „ 

An.l  mortal  l.rai.n  j..'  won't  torn  out  onun,„.l.,.t  r.-nltsl 

An<l  Doc  he',  got  r.,pcct ,  to  si-aro  t1,c  rUh  as  well  as 

Say.  h7.%A  turn  no  mlHomairc  onsWUcr.-.l   from  my 

door."—  f  ■      1 

Says  he,  "Wl.afs  wealtl.  to  M.n  in  <i.u»t  u   /- st  fraud, 

to  back  ,  . 

An.l  love  bi.n  fer  /.m//'-'-^  i-'  '"■^•^'"^^  ''"  '"^''^  '"  ' 
jack !" 

And  ol,ildern.-r;M7./,r„,'    I.aw.y-dnyl    Doc  '.orshil'S  Vm! 

—Yon  call  . 

Round  at  bi,  bonse  and  est  'en,  !-tboyVe  ..-sw.rnnn   tber. 

—that's  all !—  ,  . 

They're  in  bis  y.,h'ry-in  best  room-in  kml,eu-fnr  an.. 

near.—  . 

I„  ofr,ce  to,>.  ami.  1  I.'snme,  bis  o„eratn, -cheer. 

Yon  know  they's  men  'at  /■,•.■.  won't  r.inK'-They's  plapu 

/c«r— but  Doc 
He's  one  o'  //„-m.-And  same,  i  jing!  with  . /n'/dcrH .-tho; 

Konnd  SifersL/c;n,r;/-in  bis  lap.  and  i,.  bis  pockets,  t...- 
Aud  in  bis  Ob!  fnr  mi.H  and  cu,..  and  ,u:,rl  as  warm  a,v 
true  I 
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!<■«  cur'ou,,  t..o._-causc  l)„c  lui.,'.  «,.,  „„  cl„|,|er„  .,f  I,i, 

own— 
Vq,.i„'    ,|,c   „„,,    ,„.,    ,„k    „„,    ,,^,,„^,,^    ,__,     .^^.^    I  . 

alone 
An.l  or,,I,n„s  ul,..,.  .,,,„  f,„,.,  ,,.  „,   ^.^  „„.„,.,^_^,^.,  „,,_^ 

Ha.   hc'„,ud   .I.eir   dyi,,'   ,a.is,U..I.--ri,c   cl„Kl   shall   live 
with  mc 

••An<l  Winnifer,,,  my  wif.-,"  heM  ..y   an.l  s,o„  riK.,.  .here, 
and  ill-  r 

His   th'oat.   and  «,.  on   .hinki,,'  w,,y  .,„„..  niother-luart, 
'linvn  lure 

<■-•■-■-•  f-nA,./r  ,,..,,  hah..-,  fa,-o  a-pn..|,.'  -.n,,  „„ 
make 

T'vir  nak,.d  hr.-a-.s  a  rcMin'-plac-e  f.T  any  hahy's  .ake. 

noc-s    /.,yry_as    he    calls    i,,-„,|l,    .hey',    ha'f-a-.h.e., 
.^he  I  es 

Jani-fnll  o'  tio,,).-.  _]  cmddn't  i.ll  ;,  ,.  , 

I  imncnit  till  /,„;.r  ,„.,„y_(,^,ji,i      .^ 

se  ves  ! 

^-  -.■hale  slu-Ts  Works  on  .\Ie,|ic-i„e !  an.l  n,os,  ,hc  r.-.fs 
about 

Rrst  Set.lemen,.  an.l  Indians  in  here.-'fore  we  driv  Vn. 


And  Plutarcli's  I.ives-an,|  life 


tin. 


also  o'  n-in'.  I  r.onne.  and 

Here    Mnngo    Park,    an,l    Adan,    Poe-ics'    all    the    //.-.., 
tncy  IS ! 

And  ',  ..'s  eot  nil  the  n..,!s  o„t,-by  Scott  and  O.ckison 
And  eooper.-And,   1  make  no  doubt,  he's  r.a,l  V„,  ever" 
one  I 
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Onc't,  in  his  office,  settin'  there,  with  crowd  o'  e.ght  er  ttme 
OUl  ttei^hhers  with  the  ti,n.  -.    ,.,,re.  ami  Doc  a-feeh,t   fme, 
A  .nan  rid  up  from  Rol"  .■ .,  jes'  U-.  V.^'  'o  wr.te  hn^  ot.t 
Some  hlame-  inscription-     U:.c,    i   f...-  s.   in  mmute,   n>gh 
about. — 

And  /  says.  "D.,c,  you  'pear  so  r,pry,  jes'  write  me  that 

recei't 
Y<,u  have  fcr  hein'  A.^v  ''--.  '  f"  "'^'t  '•"!  ^'^"'•^■'>'  ^"-'^^      , 
Your  „.edia„.-r  says  I.-And  <,uick  as  s\:,>l  Doc  turned 

and  writ 
And  handed  me:     "Go  he'p  the  sick,  and  putt  your  heart 

in  it." 

And  tlien,   "A-t.alkin'   furder   'hout  that  line  o'  tliought," 

says  he, 
"ICf  we'll  jes'  do  the  work  cut  out  and  give   to  you  and  me, 
We'll  -ack  no  joy.  ner  appetite,  ner  all  we'd  ort  to  eat, 
And  sleep  like  childern  ever'  night-as  puore  and  cam  and 

sweet." 

Doc  has  bin  'cuse.  o'  offish„css  and  lack  o'  talkin'  free 
And  extry  friendly;  but  he  says,  'Tm  'f.-ard  o'  talk,    says 

he- 
"I've  got,"  he  says,  "a  natchnrl  turn  fer  talkin'  f.t  to  kiU.- 
The  best  and  hardest  tiling  to  learn  is  trick  o'  keepni'  still. 

Doc  kh  smoke,  and  I  s'pose  he  might  drink  licker-jcs'  fer 

fun.  , 

He  says,  "Vou  smoke,  you  drink  all  right;  but  /  dont- 

neetlier  onc"-- 
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S:iys,  "I  ///,.■  uliisky-'Kouil  old  rjc— l,„i  i:Uc  it  in  its  place. 
Like  that-air  warter  iji  your  eye,   er  nose  there  on   xuiir 
face." 

l)oc'.s  honn.l  In  have  liii  jokr  !     The  day  he  got  that  olT 

on  me 
I  jes'  had  .sold  a  loail  o'  hay  at  "Seofielirs  I, : very," 
And  tolled  Doc  in  the  shed  they  kep'  the  hears't  in,  where 

I'd  hid 
The  .stuff  'at  Kot  me  "out  o'  .step."  as  .Sifcrs  .said  it  did. 

IJoc  Iiain't,  to  .s.iy,  no  •■/•u///,i'  stom;"  and  yit  he  hain't  no 
hand 

I-'er   \u,ii,datiH-.~lloi,u--s  his  own,  and   .scrap  o'    farrnin'- 
lan.l-^ 

hjiongh  to  keep  him  out  the  way  when  folks  is  Ink  down 
sick 

The    su<ldentcst-'nio.st    any    day    they    want    him    '.spec^.l 
quick. 

And  yit  Doe  lo\  es  his  practise;  ner  don't,  wilful    w  nn  lo 

sliglit 
Ko  call— no  matter  wlio— how  fur  away  -er  day  cr  niHht.- 
He   loves   his   work— lie   loves   his    friends— J...  o,    Winter, 

Fall,  and  Spring : 
His    /rtfiii'— facts    is— never    ends;    he    loves    jes'    cvcr'- 

thing.    .    .    . 

'Cept— A'c,'/>,-;,'  books.    He  never  sets  down  no  accounts.— 

He  hates. 
The  worst  of  all,  collcctin'  dehts-the  worst,  the  more  he 

waits. — 
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IVc  kno«.d  him,  when  at  last  lu-  had  t„  -lun  a  man   to  en.l 
[;^:Z  hin.  a  .uan-a,u.  n,a<.  Ik-  haOn't  more  to  .en.i. 

When  Pence's  Dr..  Store  u.t  to  W  in  tnll  ...a.t,  they  wn. 
Hoc.  ^^iXntsKot  things  freWantly  there.  cUar«e,l  to,,.,-, 
Uoc  rLra";m  there,  don't  you  know,  and  anus  when  h.- 
He  nc:rc;:iionednothin',-so  he  had  his  feehn's  spared. 

K„w  sich  as  that,  I  hoUl  and  claim,  hain't  ;-"f;';;^r:f  :,;;"* 
„     /      •  „  ,/'-It's  ieV  a  shame  'at  Doc  hisse  f  ham  I  ^ot 
;^trt..l.-scnse,     That's  .1.  lots'd  respeet  1 

A„an:Xehimthee,ean.o-h>.fer..„.doeters.Shorel 

This-here  Doc  <;/.,,,,.  f-  "----"-  '''^"=  '^^'-'^^ 

The/^""»^— f"""    -^>-'^   '^•"    '''    '"'''    "'"'''■" 

morc'n  all  ,..    ,, 

Tl.cv  ever  knowed,  or  ever  '.ill.  'hout  ,ncd,anc.-\>t  they 
They  CNcr  ku  kill,-Thcy're  i,«i.„«i.  any- 

Collect  their  money,  k-jore  er  Km,  j 

way  I 
You  ast  Jake  Dunn:-he's  worked  it  out  in  f,wcrs.-U^ 

C,„„-.f^r"horDoc's  airnt  about  three  fortunes  in  a  row,-- 
|::;:fien.year-  hand-runnhV  straight-//,...,-  of  :.-,h,r,y 

'M  jie'kin  count  and  'lucidate  o'  Sifers'  practise  here. 
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Vit— "Praise  tlie   Lord,"  says   D>c,   "we've  gut  our   little 

liomc  !"  says  lie — 
"(It's   railly   U'iuiufird's,  l.iit   wliat   slie  owns,   slie   slieers 

witli  nu'. ) 
We'  got  our  lillle  Kyardin-spot,  ami  peai-li  aiiil  apple  trei  s. 
And  staljle,  too,  and  chicken-lot,  and  eighteen  Iiivc'  o'  bees." 

Vuu   call  it  anytliing  y<m   please,   liut   it's  wiUlicraft—tUi; 

power 
'At  Sifers  has  o'  liandlin'  hees!— He'll   watch  'em  liy  the 

hour — 
Mix  right  amongst  'em,  mad  and  hot  and  swannin' !— yil 

they  won't 
StinR  hi)n,  er  waul  to— '/iivir  to  not,— at  least  I  know  they 

don't. 


r.— He 


With  tiic  and  lues  tliey's  no  f''lf>isr  o'  sneiahility— 

A  dad-Imrn  liee  'nd  climb  a  fence  to  git  a  whack  at  »m  / 

1  s'po'-.  no  thing  'at's  <;.)(  a  sling  is  railly  satisfied 

It's  slkirl>  enongh,  ontel,  i  jing!  he's  hone<l  it  on  my  hide  I 

And  Doc  he's  allns  had  a  knack  iiizriitin'  things.- nee-vised 
A  windlass  wound  its  own  se'f  back  as  it  run  down  :  and 

s'prised 
Their  new  hired  girl  with  i7»,'/ii'.r-/i';ie,  too,  and  iUilhi's-pins, 

all  in  (Oft".' 
I'urt'  nigh  all  left  fer  lu-r  to  do  wuz  git  her  [•rimpin'  dunel 

.'nd  onc't,  I  mind,  in  airly  .Sprinor,  ainl  tappir.'  sugar  trees. 
Doc  made  a  dad-hurn  little  thing  to  shr.rpen  spiles  with— 
these- 
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1.        „t    •  ,t  the  i>.tli's  i)Uiu;lH-a  out,  and  ilriv'  in 
Here  vvooil -spouts    Jt  uil  \>'u,.   , 

mil  re ! 

And  Doc's  .l,c  first  man  ever  swun«  a  /..■^.•'  -  ^j;;™  ^,,^ 
i,;.t.U//n,»./K<;andfir-t,nanl,run«.- /  su«a, 

,„,,;t::^,    U.r   >ns   co«..,   and    fcr   coWn.,   don.   .on 

rM.sc;:::;:. „.-„n.PU.a.n„and.rore....n.,.....- 

it,  tliougli ! 
And  all  Doc's  stalde-door,  unlocks  and  locks  U.irsc'v.s- 

""'  ""'v-     all   ri«.od   up  like  docks,   with  pnlleys, 
The  same  way;— all  rig!,tu   ui. 

wlieels,  and  wciuhl-, —  ,|. 

So, -s  Doc  says,  ••Drivin',-...er.,,  they'd  ..r.-:  and  the,  n 

An<,uiet-l.ke.shetupa,'inlikell..le«entle,.en! 

And  Doc '.u,  made  a  n..hty  .ood  .,...,.a._-Nei^--'' 
Will  testify  to  ,Uai~.r  could,  ef  they  wu.  leRal  caU  . 
;..  theories  on  any  crime  is. ..h.,nr~ 

And  he  has  hit  'em,  many  a  tnnc,  long 

-;:^;-r;i*r::--- -»"- 

'''''^''  .      ,   ,  „„  ,,;-int  of  the  deedl 

Him  so's  he  never  even    peared  .OR-m  am 
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The  facts  vvuz-Sifcrs  testificcl,-at  inquest  l,e  had  found 
The  stummick  showed  the  woman  died  o'  pizon,  but  had 
downed 

The  Jos't  /iiTj.-7,_l,ccauve  aimnmt  and  cost  o'  <lrug  im- 
ployed 

No  Jrugaist  would,  on  ,io  account,  'a'  lavished  and  dis- 
troyed ! 

Doc  tracked  a  blame-.Ion   Imrglar  doun,   and   nailrd  the 

scamp,  to  Ijout, 
But  told  him  cf  hoM  leave  the  town  he  wcni.ln't  pro.ccute 
He  traced   liim  hy  a   iie,l-up   thumb-prir.t  in    fresh   pntiv, 

where 

Doc  glazed  it.    Jes'  Ihufs  how  he  come  to  track  him  to  Iiis 
lair! 

Doe's  jes-  a  Idle  loo  inclined.  s.;,u-  thinks,  to  overU.ok 
1  he  cnmnial  and  vicious  kin.l  we'd  ort  to  hring  to  hook 
A.ul  punish,  'thout  no  e.xtry  sl,„  ,  o'  sunMlihin,  where 
They  hain't  showed  none  fer  us,  you  know.     Cut  lie  takes 
issue  there  : 

Doe  argies  'at  "The  Red-eyed  I.nw,"  as  he  says,   "ort  to 

learn 
To  lay  a  mighty  leenient  paw  nn  deeds  o'  sich  concern 
.\s    only   the    (ioo.l    I!ciu'   knows    the    wherefore    of,    and 

spreads 

!Iis  han.ls  above  accused  and  sows  Ilis  mercies  on  their 
heads." 

Doc  even  hol.is  'at  munhr  hain't  no  crime  wr  got  a  right 
lo  ha„g  a  man  fer-elaims  it's  taint  o'  lunaey.  er  ,,mte.- 
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"Hold  sUh  a  man   rcsponsil.ul   fcr  nu.r.Ur,"   Due  says.- 

WlR..  lu's  \nm'^.  NvlKTC-s  the  rope  1..  vM  .hen  sonnd-mwd 
jiirynR-n.' 

"It's  in  a  nntshcU-  ,/(  ki,.  see,"  says  Uuc.-"  fs  cIcV  the 

As  ap'to'crr  as  you  er  me,  an-l  kill  withont  a  cansc : 
The  man  most  innocent  o'  si.i  I'v.-  saw,  er  '.pa't  to  see, 
VVnz  servin'  a  life-sentence  in  the  penitcntchury. 

An,l   Doe's   a   whole  l.an.l   at  a  /ir,/-<lirectin'   how   an.l 

To  sct\'onr  la.hlers,  low  er  higher,  a.ul  what  first  duties 

Like  fonW  warter-lmcka-hne;  and  hest  nun  in  the  town 
To  cluM.  holes  in  old  roofs,  and  mine  defective  chnnbhes 
down : 

Fr  durin'  any  public  crowd,  mass-mcelin",  er  his  day. 
Where  ladies  ortn't  1  e  allowcl,  as  I've  heerd  S.fers  say.- 
When  tluVs  a  suddent  rush  somewhere,  ifs  Docs  vo.ce, 

ca'm  n-'d  clc'r,  „     ,    . 

Says,  "Fall  hack,  men,  and  give  her  air!-thats  all  she, 

faintin'  fer." 

The  sorriest  I  ever  feel  fcr  Doc  is  when  some  show 
Fr  circus  comes  to  town  and  he'll  not  git  a  chance  to  go 
•Cause  he  jes'  natchurly  d.lights  in  circuses-clean  down 
From  tumblers,  in  their  spangled  tights,  to  tr.ck-nmle  a..J 
Old  Clown. 


TiiK  noo.sii:R  nooK 

An.l  cvcr1,o.ly /■„,.«.,  i,,  ,00,  l„nv  Hue  is,  tl.ataway! 

'  """'\IZ"' "=''  '"'"'  "-oUBl.-w.,.  .I,c.c  ,.ys/i  .,,»; 

i<i"K-n,as^.r  .rack..!  l,is  wl.ip,  y..,  k„.„,,  ,„  ,,„,  .„^  ^;^.  _. 

— WllCIl 

1"  runs  01,1  CIowM  an.l  h.M.rs  ■7r/,.„/-La.lic3  a„d  «en- 

';Of  this  vast  au.liencc.  I  fal„  wonM  n,ake  i,„;„,-ry  dcV, 
A"  1  learn,  f„ul  on,,  an,I  ascertain-/,  ;;„,„„  ,s,/.  „  ,„,;,  .. 
An,l  wlun  son.c  fool-voice  l.dlcrs  down:    "He  is  I     I  c^ 
scttiii'  in 

>Wsgot^a^.,,,^..;^,,,,,,,,,.^^,,,^.^,^_^.^^^,.^^_.^ 

'•■•"t  onc-t  enonsl,  .0  „,ake  Inn,  swear  ,-„,i,cl,-cow  .stcppcl 
on  Ins  toe,  -"U'ca 

And  Doc  ripped  ont  '7  d<w,,U-s '■■—Thrr,-' ■  ,1  i 

],„o,^_  ■^^"•'-        J  I'cre  =,  tl.c  only  c.-,sc  1 

And  learn  it  never  to  occnr  on  ont  al,ea,l  o'  r,.« - 
)  on  .c.^l,e  way,"  .ays  Sifcrs-",it  your  ..„„..  ,„,,  ,„ 

And  /„,.,,„,  l,,u  the  ;...,,  ef  it's  as  n,can  a  one  as  ..inc!" 

"e  hates  con.ontions-can't  nl.ide  a  wrangle  cr  dispute 

Oanykn,d;andhe-ulU,ideoutofacrowdandskout 
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Up  some  back-alley  'fore  he'll  stand  and  listen  to  a  furse 
When  ary  one's  got  upper-hand  and  t'other  one's  got  worse. 

Doc  says:    "I   'spise,   when  pore  and   weak  and   awk'ard 

talkers  fails, 
To  see  it's  them  wit',  har  lest  eheek  and  loudest  mouth 

pervails. — 
A'  all-one-sided  quarr'l  '11  make  me  bhisscd,  nuKhly  near,- 
•Ca.i-e  ginerly  the  side  1  take's  the  one  I  never  hear." 

\\'hat   'r--'als   to    Doc   the   m,.st   and   het   is   "seein'    folk. 

agrrfd, 
And  takin'  ek'al  interest  and  universal  heed 
()'  evcr'hody  else's  words  an.l  idies-same  as  we 
\Vn^  glad  and  chirpy  as  the  hirds-jes'  as  we'd  vrl  to  he. 

And  Ml'-rnlk'     Mke  to  f;it  Doc  started,  full  an.l  fair, 
Ahout  the  war,  and  why  't'u/.  f.t,  and  what  wu.  'eo.nphshe.. 

"And  whrwuz  «T,.»,,,"  says  Doe,  "er  riuht,  'fnz  waste  o' 

blood  and  te:ir>^. 
All  prophesied  in  Blavl,  and  IVhUe  fer  years  and  years  an-l 

years !" 

And  then  he'll  likely  kind  o'  Uteh  on  old  John  Brown,  an.l 

dwell 
On  what  his  warnin's  w.,..;  and  ketch  his  hrcalh  and  con«.., 

and  tcU 
On    down    to    Lincoln's    de.ith.      And    //a-ir-well,    he    jcs 

chokes  and  ipiits 
With  "I  mn      go  now,  gentlemen!"  and  grahs  his  hat,  aii^; 

gits! 

Soo 


{urse 
t  worse. 

awk'ard 

t  moiilli 

•  mar, — 
ir." 

Ill'   folk' 


/  to  I'l'I" 

fair, 
implislu'l 


years  ami 

rown,  aii'l 
ind  coiig!i. 
1,  lie  jcs' 
,s  hat,  an  ' 
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noc's  own  «ar-ri..kur,l  «„,„•,  „o„  so  n.iul,  i„  |i„,  ...  ,-,^,„ 
-^s  U,w  u    »„.k  a,„l  mis  ,■„•  ,1„„.,  ,1,..  ,vn»,„U,l    .1  ,v  ■„„| 

lilKllt.— 
His  W.U  the  ha,„l,  throiioh  ,|,,,fc  ;„„,  ,,^.^„,_  ,^„  ,,,,^^^^  ,  ^,^^.^ 

wowimIs,  and  laid 

As  .soft  as  their  own  mother's  on  th.ir  furreds  «1k„  they 
I'r'Ui  d.     .     .     .  •' 


As  til 


«"z,I.e   faee  tluy  saw  the  nr.,,-:.l|  ,|i,„,   l„us,„ili„. 
hrixht, 

7";;'!'""""" ■'■'"'"•  "'-f.  >it  --  the  old 

•'"</-/,■/„,.    wl,,,,    jj„e    l,.,d    r,,,,.|    i,    ,,,,„^.    „,^.^,,    ^^,__, 
tcin'oi    still, 

"nt  tlirmi.li  the  open  ,..„t-fla„  there,  er  Vro.,  the  winder- 
sill. 

A.ul   some's  a-lini„i„'  ronn.l   here  yi,_a-waitin'  I,ast   Ke- 
view, — 

■'■■I  Kive  the  pennons  'at  they  ,;it,  and  pawn  their 


loo. 

To  he'l)   I), 


■ir  crntches. 


•1.  Doc  out.  ef  he  wii.  pressed  fnianeial'-same  as     e 
H.1S  alius  heppe,l  them  when  ,lis,ressed-iier  never  tuk  a 


fee. 


1.0C  never  wu.  much  hand  to  pay  attention  to  t'tnrsc 
And  fu.s    and-feathers  and  display  in  men  o'  pn.niinence : 
A    ra  lly   ,,;.,.,..,   man,"    .Sife.s    'lows,    "is    no.    the    ont'ard 
dressed — 
All  uniform,  salutes  and  bows,  and  swe '  out  his  chest. 
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"I  HI./  a  great  man  ..i»'t."  Hi.c  savH,  'and  sliuk  his  liaml." 

sajs  lie, 
"And  lu-  idine  'l.(iiit  in  mu-.  I  une-s  "'  cli-arp'iiitin'  m.    - 
He  talke.i  M.  coninion-lik-e,  and  l.r..ng!it  liis  niin.l  «.  de'r 

in  view 
Aiul  simple-like,  1  pnrf  ninli  lliouitlU,  Tix  I'est  man  ..'  tlie 

two!'" 

Yes-jiV.'   l>ic's  g.it  convletiuns  and  old-fashioned  kind  o' 

ways 
And  idles  'hont  this  Klori.ms  Land  u'  l-.eedom  ;  and  lieMl 

raise 
His  liat  elean  off.  no  mailer  where,  je^'  ever'  time  he  sees 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  a-lloatin'  there  and  tlappin'  in  tlie 

hrec/.e. 

And  tunes  like  old  ••Red-White-and-l'.hu"  '11   fairly  ,hive 

him  wild. 
Played  on   tlie  hra-.s   hand,   niar.hin'  thr..u;.,h   the   Mreel-' 

Jes'  like  a  ehild 
I've  saw  that  man,  his  smile  jes'  set.  all  kin.l  o'  pale  anl 

white, 
Bareheaded,  and  his  eyes  all  wet,  yit  danein'  with  deliKht! 

And  yit,  that  very  man  we  see  all  Irinihly.  pale  and  wann, 
Give  him  a  rase  o'  simjcry.  we'll  see  another  man  I  - 
We'll  do  the  trimhlin'  then,  and  ^iv'//  sit  v.hite  arottn<l  tin- 

gills — 
He'll  show  lis  lu-rvc  o'  nerves,  and  he  'uU  show  us  skill  :■ 

skills  I 
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lianil," 

11  ck'r 
d'  tlic 

kiml  u' 

ul  lieMl 

■  sees 
ill  tlK- 

y  diivi' 
sin'i'l-' 
y.\\v  :ui'l 
ilelitillt! 
\v;inn. 
nmd  tin- 
s  skill  I.' 


Tin:  itoosiiiR  nnoK 

"'■■'' i::;;:;;;;;:;:/ ■ -^ r.,.. ..., 

Ami  Siu,^-  ,,,..,  ,,  „.  ,,,^.  ^^  ,1^^^  1^^ 

^^:!;r"^' •^■'' -^'^ -/._.,„  .n ;„,w, 

away!  "     ■"'""■      •\"''  Ih'.s  hit  tliat- 

\:hI  ek.l  cl,anc«,  n.!,  a,„l  ,l„.k-s.  am'  take  ll„.  ,•   ■ 

"'"'^^' '"•'"■"■  ■"■"'■^-.•l'>.'ir  disadvantage: 
\'"l  3;it  /'.-V  I.C  ,lK.  las,    „a„  „,„  j,, 


antages. 


•W./,,,.^a,,,/^;        ,•      '■'    :''";■^■'-/='''™f"e.'- 
>..  M.dUI,a„d«nnn,.d,ofeelsichsyn 


lap  In's  wings  and  crow 
[■!— 
s  'nd  he 
sich  sym- 


SOJ 


Tin:   IIOOSIIR   WODK 

n„c  Bits  cl-r  nuw  a,wt  tlHU  an.l  l.U.  a  lumlinM,;,,     omr. 


wlirrc 


ftiiiics'll  ilrid 


nmiiil  tliiTC 
,„,a.c.no.:o^.■.l<.•rtw.,;0.™.-^lU■cWn.,„    uck 

I!y   way  ..•  c,l.l  Wabash  a..d   UU.c,   wul.   fi,!.-   all  K  k,n 

l,.Kk,- 

An.l  wil.l  .huk.-some  «ill.  f.atUcT.  -m  Vm  yll,  a,ul    tuff..! 
Atwl  nciKl'L^r^all  k„„ws  l.c's  Mn  y.m.-co.ms  ramA  .u>l 

A  t;rcaU.i  O^uMcLreustcl  "ruck,"  cr  '■bUck,"  .r  may'.. 

I'oir 
Half  tills  a'  tTiliiiary  crutk. 

tlure 


.     line's  /;.(/i'll  yivi-  I  ml 


,  ,,■„  rf,„/,,.r_r.ut  f.-lks'll  s.nilc:  an.I  UmvU.U  biin, 

!,.•  f.r 


I.fing  'fnrp  1 

ami  make 
Ilim  t.U  ami  /. //  ll.incs!-all  tlio  ul.ilc  cniny  ■,  ,„  K 

sake  ,  ■      r         .1 

J      1,  ..  „.    •.;.„,■  aii.l  t'ini  turn  in  a.ul  I.i'ikU  Imii  from  tin 


A-tellin-  ail  tl.o  llmv.-  ay'ln  tbcy  rallly  kMow  by  heart. 

He's  jcs-  a  r/aW,  's  ^vbat  Sifers  i-,!    An,l-sir,  TM  r„i1,or  s 
That  l-.appv,  childisl.  face  o'  bis.  aibl  im.uv  s.iui.lu  ily, 
Tban  a.,v  sbni.e  or  stylo  .r  i-l.n  „'  .m.r.als  otbonvise  - 
V  ith  rerfcct  faith  in  Go.l  an.l  man  a-sb.n.n'  m  hi    eyes. 
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'/'//,•  Cliiid-ll\n-IJ. 


-^    »     !•     Il-r    Wl,„   k„cw   its   l„„UMlk.-,s   I,;,,,,,,,,.,, 

;,      ^"^'   '■"•■   ^^'■•-'   '•''^-   '■-■'Ur   ,„■   a   Muull 
'""    "■'■>■   1h,,„,„|    |„.ii,„,,    ,„^^„     _ 


Wiio    Imwr   ,rt,    «,II    l,.-,,„,iK.    ,,,  ,„ 

II  -1^  t':t.  >dui,K.  :„„1   haiHliu,,,],,  a.   u.;i 

As  ,,r„,,..r,y.  of  •.[•„.■!.  S,.,„,"  an,|  iWI 
f  .ts  .n.porlana..   '•l,,,,^.  .,n,|   I,,,,,   af,,,.. 

Aa</ro.vls    w,u    cv.r   ,/,•,,.„,/,■   „f  ••'-I.-,,,-,!,. 


Tl:e   nmitii .,mu    first    i,i:,;,|,it; 
^Vill  make  tliat  ..1,1    n,-„|   M,„ 


Of  sM„.Aycarava:i>.  in  !,,„o.  ,.,„,.. 
Of  CVCT.-i    vHmM,.,   „f   V   .,v   .,,-„l. 

^"  ^'""■■^'"Ra  waM„,s   Mill,   ,!,dr   fi,„ 


"1    v\:lli    ronianoc 


ill    lic.-i 


nccp-clKstc.l    six-h,,,,,,. 

Hi.^i,an,e,an,,w,i„.n,..v:,:\:;';;f:;T^"'-' 

A-l  eye  e„trancl„jr  a.  ,1,.  «Hr„.,i',7t,'r""' 


Of 


some  sun-s,„itlu,  pa«.am  „l   oLl   Si,a,„. 
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And,  in  «>....."«:  ;••*■'«,;;;;' ';■;',,,, 

o,d  *».* ...  »•<*  r;"",:';.':'' 

gone !", 
The  oM  home  siic  was  voruonclhao^^cj^ 

Disunctwe    lots,     -f^^/-- .^^  :::;:;L 
FaciiiK  to   soutlnvar.l,  broad   .>.ul   ..'"  i 
vA\~iiiB    ^^'  1    n,i..i.'riii""  Vine — ■ 

Tl>c   dvvcllmR    stood    ■"  •   ^"'  , 

Upon  the  aU.y.ortU  and  ^t^Ut-,^^^^^^^^^_^^^^ 

The  old  wood-ho«se,-half,  *"'"   J^  ^^^^j 

Andhalf,aworUslun>wUcrca.oU.H 

Steadfastly  throv.^h  all  ^'^-'°"'-'^^^^.,,,, 

Possession  hy  ,.rct.:„se-.n  fancy  they 

Manipulating  it  "' ^"'""^  ^-'^j  ,„„„,  „(  ,,n,ht, 
Turning  out  omntlcss  curls  an  1  .^ 

Fine   satin   ^^'^^f^^^^jZ^,  .he  old  ho. 
Shelved  ciuilting-frames,  ^'- /-  g^n-stock's 

Of  refuse  nails  and  screws,  a  ruu„ 
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Outline  in  "curly  niaple";  ami  a  pair 

f  >f  clamps  and  (.!<1  kraiit-ciillcr  lianf,'inj,'  tlu-rc. 

Some  "pallcnis,"  in  t!iin  wood,  of  sliicW  ami  Fcroll, 

Ilims  liiKlicr,  with  a  neat  "canc-fisliiii(;  pole" 

And  carefid   tackle— all  securely  out 

Of  reach  of  cliildrcn,  nimaging  about. 

Beside  tlie  wood-liouse,  wllli  hroad  l.ranclie-,  free 

■^Vt  close  al:ove  tlie  roof,   an  app!e-trcc 

Known  as  "The  Prince's  Harvest"-Ma.r;i.-  plirasel 

1  liat  was  a  hoy's  o-wii  In-c,  in  many  ways  ! 

Its  KJrtli  and  lieiglit  meet  liotli  for  tlie  caress 
Of  his  hare  legs  and  his  amhitiousiiess: 
And  then  its  apples,  humoring  his  whim, 
Seemed  just  to  fairly  hurry  ripe  for  him— 
hAon   in  Jime,   impetuous   as   he, 
They  dropped  to  meet  liim,  half-way  up  the  tree. 
And  O  their  bruised  sweet  faces  where  tliey  fell  !— 
And  ho  I  the  lips  that  feigned  to  "kiss  them  ttv//".' 

"T!ie  Old  Sweet-Apple  Tree,"  a    talwart,  stood 

In    fairly   .sympathetic   iiei,t;hhorhoiicl 

Of   this   wild   princeling   with   hi?   early  gold 

To  tors  about  so  lavishly  nor  hold 

In   bonnleous  hoard   lo  overbrim   at  onrc 

All  Nature's  lap  when  came  the  Aulnmii   nionlhs. 

Under  the  spacious  shade  of  tin's  the  eyes 

Of  swinging  children  saw  swift-ebanglng  ^kics 

Of  blue  and  green,   with   sunshine  sb,.t   !)et-vecn, 

And  "when  the  old  cat  died"  they  saw  but  green'. 

And.  then,  there  was  a  cherry  tree.— We  all 

And  severally  will  yet  recall 

so; 


THE  HOOSIER  BOOK 

From  our  lost  youth,  in  gentlest  memory, 
The  blessed  fact-There  was  a  cherry  tree. 

There  was  a  cherry  tree.     Its  bloo.iiy  snows 
Cool  even  now  the  fevered  sight  that  knows 
No  more  its  airy  visions  of  pure  joy- 
As  when  you  were  a  boy. 

There  was  a  cherry  tree.    The  Ulucjay  set 
Hi,  Hue  against  its  white-O  blue  as  jot 
He  sceme,l  there  thenl-But  ,ioaf-\V  hoever  knew 
He  was  so  pale  a  blue! 

There  was  a  cherry  tree— Onr  chil.l-eycs  saw 
The  miracle  ;-Ils  lu.rc  wliite  sn.nvs  di.l  thaw 
Into  a  ca-inisun  fruitage,  far  too  sweet 
But  for  a  boy  to  cat. 

There  was  a  cherry  tree,  give  tli.uik,  :in.l  joy! 
There  w:.s  a  blonm  of  ,now— There  v,as  a  Imy- 
Therc  was  a  Bluejay  nf  tlie  reaUst  blue— 
And  fruit  for  both  of  you. 

Then  the  old  garden,  with  the  ap;)1c  trees 

Grouped  round  the  margin,  and  "a  stand  of  hees 

By  the  "whttc-winter-pearmain" ;  and  a  row. 

Of   currant-hushes;   and   a  quince  or   so. 

Th.e  old  grapc-arhor  in  the  center,  hy 

The  pathway  to  the  stable,  with  the  sty 

Behind  it,  and  ufon  it,  cootering  flocks 

Of  pigeons,-and  the  cutest  "martin-box"!— 

Made  like  a  sure-enough  housc-with  roof,  and  do..' 

And  windows  in  it,  and  veranda-floor.s 

And  lialusters  all  round  it— yes,  and  at 

F.ach  end  a  chimney-painted  red  at  that 

And  penciled  white,  to  look  like  little  bricks; 

And,  to  cap  all  the  builder's  cunning  tricks, 
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Tuo  tiny  little   ligl,.„i„^..rod.   were  r„n 

It,,,,,,       -*•'■   "°  ""''''^'^  '".t  ci  .smile.- 

Jt  "'<0  l.c- you  can  guess  wl,o,  aflerwhile 
Home  ,„  l,i,  ,„„,  -o,,  So,,,,.  ,„„„^,,^.,, 

And  oats  a,ul  corn,  and  suitei.e.l   the  Hies  '  J    ' 
In  a  re„ose  of  „..,,ience  go,-.l  to  see,  -^ 

And  earnest  of  the  gentlest  pedigree. 
VV.th   half  pathetic  eye   son.etime,,   he  gazed 
Upon    heg,,,,,,,,,,.,f^^,,,^^,,^^    ^^J;-'' 

Aro.nul  the  edges  of  tl,e  lot  on.si.i;., 

And    k.eked   at   nothing   snd.lenlv,    and    tr^ed 

Xo  net  gro«n-„p  and  grneefnl  an,l  hi,h-l,red 

But  dropped,  /,.•-./„„,  an..  scrat,ed  the  huggv-shed 
I^eavmg  a  tnft  of  woolly,  {osy  hal,-  ' 

tnder  the  .sharp-end  of  a  gate-hinge  there. 

Tl.cn,  all  ,g„„,,,y  scnunhling  to  his  /..,, 
Ami  wlnnnying  a  whinny  like  a  hleu 
;,"","'''  ""^^"<=  '"•"■^'•'f  aro,n,d  die  lot 

A       what  a  hfe  of  constant  fear  and  dread        " 

Above  .!  e  fences,  either  side,  were  seen 
Tl.e  ne,g hhor-houses,  set  in  plots  of  green 
Dooryards    and    greener   gardens,    tree    and    wall 
Ahkewhrn-washed,  andorderinitall- 
iiie  scythe  hooked  in  the  tree-fork-  ■„„I  .1 

An.  :,oe  and  ra.e  and  shovel  :;;'w:;d"^'' 
A  .de,   w,.re  in   their  places,   ready    for 
Tile  hand  of  either  the  possessor  or 
'J^  any  neighhor,  welcome  to  tl,e  ioan 
Of  any  tool  he  might  n,„  eh:,n..e  to  .,.,„. 
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SUCH  was  the  ChiUl-Worli'  of  the  lops-as-'- 
The  little  world  tliese  clnUlrci.  use.l  t,.  klu.^ 
Jolmty.  tl.e  ol.lest,  ami  t!ie  Lest,  ikiIuui-^. 
Of  llie  five  hiippy  lilt''^  Hooder  cliups 
iMlKilMtii.s;  tills  wee  v.orl.l  all  tbeir  own.- 
J„bntv,  tlie  U-a.ler,  with  I'.is  native  tone 
Of  grave  c,.."niaiul-a  general  -hi  para.le 
Whose  piinetilioiis  onler  was  ol.ey.d 
By  his  proud  followers. 

But  Johiity  yet- 
After  all  serious  duties— could  forget 
T!ie  gravity  of  life  to  the  extent, 
At  times,  of  kindling  much  a^•.onishment 
Ahout  him:   With  a  (inlck,  ohservant  lye. 
And  mind  ami  memory,  hi'  could  supply 
The  tamest  incident  with  liveliest  mirth; 
And  at  the  most  unlooked-for  times  on  earth 
Was  wont  to  hreak  into  some  travesty 
On  those  around  liiin-feats  of  min.icry 
Of  this  one's  trick  of  Keslure-that  one's  walk- 
Or  this  one's  lauyh-or  that  one's  funny  talk,- 
The  way  "the  watermelon-num"  would  try 
His  humor  on  town-f,dks  that  wouldn't  huy  ;- 
How  he  drove  into  Unvn  at  morning— then 
At  dusk  (alas!)  how  he  drove  out  again. 
T!  ough  these  divertisements  of  Johnty's  were 
Hailed  with  a  hearty  glee  and  relish,  there 
Appeared  a  sense,  on  his  part,  of  regret- 
A  spirit  of  remorse  that  would  not  let 
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Hi.n  rcvst  for  days  Ihcrcaftor.-Sucl.  times  h. 
As  s.H.ic  U,y  sai.l,  "jlst  gi.t  loo  overly 
Hlan,c'  Ron,!  f.-r  cn,„,„„„  boys  liku  us,  yo„  know 
i  o  Jocialc  -A  ;il,_'|,.ss'n  wc  'iid  go 
And  jiir.  •  :s  cluirch  !" 

^'cxt  after  Jol",ty  came 
Ills  liltle  lowliead  I.rotlicr,  Eiul  l,y  „a„„  - 
A",|  O  I,ou-  wimc  I,is  l,a;r  was-and  how  tl,ick 
li.s  face  will,  freddes,-a„d  Ids  ears,  how  quick 
And  c,:n„,,s  and  intrusive  l-And  lu.n  pale 
iH.ldneon,lsI,igcyes;-andl,owataIe 
)n„an(s,  Trolls  or  I.-airies,1ndKed  them  still 

I>..«er  and  l,i,.«,r!- and  when  "Jack"  would  kill 
1 1.e  ol,l    l^o.n-lwadcd  Giant,"  Iln.Ps  hig  eyes 

W  ere  swollen  truly  int,.ciant-si2c. 
And  liud  was  apt  in  ,nake-l,clieves-wuuld  hear 
n.s  Crandn,a  talk  or  read,  with  such  an  ear 
And  memory  of  hoth  suhjeet  an,l  hig  wonls, 
That  he  would  take  the  hook  up  afterwards 
And  fe,gn  to  "read  aloud,"  with  s.-ch  success 
As  caused  h>s  truthful  elders  real  distress 
But  he  ,nust  have  big  zvords-th.y  seemed  to  give 
1-  ;;tremer  range  to  the  superlative— 
That  was  his  passion.    "My  Gran'n,a,"  he  sahl, 
One  evenmg,  after  hstening  as  she  rea.I 
-Some  heavy  old  historical  review— 
With  copious  explanations  theremito 
Dra,™  out  hy  his  inquiring  turu  of  miud - 
My  Gran'ma  she's  read  all  books~e.„'  kind 
Tliey  ,s,  at  tells  all  'hout  the  land  an'  sea 
An   Nations  of  the  Earth  !-An' she  is  the 
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nistoriculcst  woman  ever  wuzl" 

(Forgive  the  verse's  chuckling  as  it  docs 

1„  its  erratic  current.-Oftentimcs 

The  little  willowy  water-hrook  of  rhymes 

Mnst  falter  in  its  music,  listening  to 

The  chiUlren  laiiglyng  as  they  used  to  do.) 

W„„....nMn«..i.n,.l.<liuyaU.^...ut.l^~ 

Trc:m,loi.sly  t.-ukr  snng  of  BrcCug  to  th.  M»>. 

f  ,11  ,l,e  tries'— iw"'  "■  "'"''■''  i"""  ''^'■'"^' 
Bravest,  too,  of  all  the  tries,      n  ^     sliien;- 

rlrst  of  greens  to  greet  the  .Spnng  and  le,.a  m 
Ay    Ind  youTc  the  last-al,m,st  into  w.n.er  wear.ng 

'sttll  the  leaf  of  loyalty-still  the  badge  of  green. 

,       1     vvlll„w'-I  et  the  Waters  lilt  your  graces,- 
'"^i:^^::ev^r;::;,.idUsses  lave  your  ,e..esa,.ove, 

r^U.X^  your  sylvan  hean.y.^t..  j"  s  a  y  P  ac  s  ^^^^ 
Peering  up  with  glimmeruig  pehhles,  l.ke  ey 


Next,  Maymie,  with  her  har.y  cloud  of  hair. 
And  the  hlue  skies  of  eyes  beneath  it  there. 
Her  dignified  and  "little  lady"  airs 
Of  never  either  romping  "P  ^^  stairs 
Or  falling  down  them  ;  thottghtful  every  way 

Of  others  first-Tlie  kind  of  child  at  play 
That  "gave  tip."  for  the  rest,  the  ripest  pear 
Or  peach  or  apple  in  the  garden  there 
Beneath  the  trees  where  swooped  the  airy  swing- 
She  pushi.ig  it,  too  glad  for  anything ! 
Or  in  the  character  of  hostess,  she 
Would  entertain  her  friends  delightfully 
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In  licr  playliourir,- Willi  strips  n!  car|)ft  laid 

Alon;;  tlic  Kardi'ii-fcnce  witliin  tlio  shade 

Oi  the  idd  apple  trees— wliere  from  luxt  yard 

Came  llie  two  dearest  friends  in  lier  regard, 

The  little  Crawford  girls,  i:ila  and  Lti— 

As  shy  and  lovely  as  the  lilies  grew 

In  their  idyllic  home,— yet  sometimes  they 

Admilte.l  V.iu]  and  Alex  to  their  play, 

Wlio  did  their  heavier  work  and  helped  them  fix 

To  ha\c  a  "Festihur'-and  hrou(.ht  the  bricks 

And  hnilt  the  "stove,"  with  a  real  fire  and  all, 

And    stove-pipe   joint    for   chininej-,    looniini;   tall 

And    woiukrfnlly   smoky— even    to 

Their  ehildish   a-jiirations,   as   it  !)!■  u 

Anil  swooped  and  swirled  about  them  till  their  sight 

Was    feverish   even   as   their   high   delight. 

Then  Alex,  with  his  freckles,  and  his  freaks 

Of  temper,  and  the  peach-hloom  of  his  cheeks. 

And  "ambcr-iulored  hair"— his  mother  said 

'Twas  that,  when  others  langhed  and  called  it  "red" 

And  Alex  threw  things  at  them— till  they'd  call 

A  truce,  agreeing  " 't'uz  n't  red  ul-tall!" 

But  Alex  was  affectionate  beyond 

Tlie  average  child,  and  was  extremely  fond 

Of  the  paternal  relatives  of  his 

Of  whom  he  once  made  estimate  like  this  :— 

"I'm  only  got  tn'o  brothers,— but  my  Pa 

He's  got  most  brothers'n  you  ever  saw  I 

He's  goth  seben  brothers ! -Yes,  an'  they're  all  my 
•Seben  Uncles  I— Uncle  John,  an'  Jim,— an'  1' 
Got  Uncle  George,  an'  Uncle  Andy,  too. 
An'  Uncle  Frank,  an'  Uncle  Joe.— An'  you 
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K„ow  U„cle  ^rar,.-M.  M  U.t  /. I  .y  re  great 

BiR  ,.ens!-A..'  non's  Ann,  S:.rah-Sl,c  n,nkes  e.ghtl- 
rm  Kot  ci.iht  uncle. !-'cei>t  Aunt  Sarah  <m.  ( 
Be  ist  my  ..m/<-  'cause  slu's  ist  my  nun/.' 

Then,  next  to  Alex-an.l  the  last  indeed 
Of  these  f.ve  little  ones  of  whom  you  read- 
Was  hahy  Lizzie,  with  her  velvet  lisp,— 
^^  thowh  her  elfin  lips  had  caught  some- wisp 
Of  (loss  between  them  as  they  strove  with  speech, 
Which  ever  seemed  ju^t  in.  yet  out  of.  reach- 
TlH,u.d,  what  her  lips  missed,  her  dark  eyes  could  say 
With' looks  that  made  her  mea.iing  clear  as  day. 

And,  knowing  now  the  children,  you  must  know 

The  father  and  the  mother  they  loved  so:- 

The   father  was  a  swarthy  man,  black-eyed       _ 

Black-haired,   and  hinh   of   forehead;   and,  beside 

The   slender  little  mother,   seemed  in   truth 

A  very  kinB  of  men-sincc,  from  his  youth, 

To  his  hale  manhood  „„™-(worthy  as  then.- 

A  lawyer  and  a  leading  citizen 

Of  the  proud  little  town  and  county-scat- 

His  nopes  his  neighbors',  and  their  fealty  sweet)- 

He  had  known  outdoor  labor-rain  and  sh.ne- 

Bleak  Winter,  and  bland  Summer-foul  and  fine. 

So  Nature  had  ennobled  him  and  set 

Her  symbol  on  him  like  a  coronet : 

His  lifted  brow,  and  frank,  reliant  face.- 

Siiperior  of  stature  as  of  grace. 

Even  the  children  by  the  spell  were  wrought 
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Up  to  luroics  of  tliiir  simple  tlioiiglit, 

And  saw  liim,  trim  of  liiild,  and  litlie  and  straight 

And  tall,  a!ni<>st,  as  at  tlic  pastnre-gatr 

The  towering  ironv.ecd  tlie  scythe  had  spared 

For  tlieir  sakcs,  when  The  Hired  Man  declared 

It  would  srow  on  till  it  hecanic  a  tree, 

With  coroannts  and  monkeys  in— mayhc! 

Vet,  though  the  children,  in  their  pride  and  awe 

And  admiration  of  the  father,  saw 

A  heinK  so  exalted— even  more 

Lii;e  adoration  was  the  love  they  hore 

The  gent'e  ninlher.— Ilcr  mild,  plaintive  face 

Was  purely  fair,  and  haloed  with  a  grace 

And  sweetness  Inniinous  when  joy  made  glad 

Her  features  with  a  smile;  or  saintly  sad 

As  twiliglit,  fell  the  sympathetic  gloom 

Of  any  diildish  grief,  or  as  a  room 

M'erc  darhcned  suddenly,  the  curtain  drawn 

Across  t!ie  window  and  the  sunshine  gone. 

Her  hro^v,  helow  her  fair  hair's  glimmering  strands, 

Seemed  meetest  resting-place  for  hles,,ing  hands 

Or  holiest  touches  of  soft  finger-tips 

And  little  rose-leaf  cheeks  and  dewy  lips. 

Though  heavy  household  tasks  were  pitiless, 
•Vo  little  waist  or  coat  or  checkered  dress 
But  knew  her  needle's  deftness;  and  no  skill 
Matched  hers  in  shapiu-  plait  or  flounce  or  frill; 
Or  fashioning,  in  complicate  design. 
All  rich  emhroiderics  of  leaf  and  vine, 


515 


THE  iinnsir.R  nooK 

With  tiniest  twininR  tcii.lril,— liml  ami  M'lnm 
And  fruit,  so  like,  one's  fancy  caiinlit  perfume 
Anil  dainty  touch  and  taste  of  tUeni,  to  see 
Their  semblance  wrought  in  such  rare  verity. 

Shrined  in  her  sanctity  of  home  and  love, 

And  luve's  fond  service  and  reward  thereof, 

R. store  her  thus,  O  blessed  Memory!— 

Throned  in  her  rockiny-ehair,  and  on  her  knee 

Her  sewing— her  work-basket  on  the  floor 

lieside  her,— Spring-time  through  the  oi-lu  door 

Uidniily  stealing  in  and  all  about 

The  room ;  the  bees'  dim  hum,  and  the  far  shout 

And   laughter   of    the   children   at   their   play, 

And  neighbor  children  from  across  the  way 

Calling  in  gleeful  challenge— save  alone 

One  boy  whose  voice  sends  hack  no  answering  tone- 

Tbe  hoy,  prone  on  the  floor,  above  a  book 

Of  pictures,  with  a  rapt,  ecstatic  look-- 

ICven  as  the  mother's,  by  the  selfsame  si-.'!. 

Is  lifted,  with  a  light  ineffuble- 

As  thoURh  her  senses  caught  no  mortal  cry. 

But  heard,  inste,td,  some  poem  going  by. 

Tlie  ChiKlhcart  is  so  strange  a  little  thing— 

Su  niilJ— so  timoruusly  sliy  and  siiiall,— 
W  hen  t/roum-uf  hearts  throb,  it  gues  scampering 
Behina  the  wall,  nor  dares  peer  out  at  alll— 
It  is  the  veriest  mouse 
Tiiat  hides  in  any  house — 
So  wild  a  little  thing  is  any  Child-heart. 

ChUd-hcortf — mild  heartt 
Ho,  my  little  wild   h^arll 

Comt  up  here  to  me  out  o'  the  dark. 
Or  'et  me  ccme  to  youl 
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So  lorn  •,,  „■„„.  ,Ur  ri,il,|.l„,,„  „,,,,,  „,„„  ,„. 
»'ll>'..»ir„„i.  „,.„„r.r  l„,„i  r„r  i,i,„| 

^\...Muv.  „„«I,M..,„1  i,  c ,„r,  „.  ,1,0  .f„|,.. 

«li,„..  >-,-,,rMitiB,.  ,„|,.,  a,„|  5,1 

<K.rp„„r.     ■,.,„;„«, 
"ere  iMIiful  as  i-^.r  .-..i)-  ChiM  l„  .,rt. 

'''"■'''•'"•"".'- ii.mV,;  ;,..„r,/ 

"",  m.v  /i.'/,v-  I.,;,/  /,..„^,, 
W'  /./  ..U'  ,;,„u-  I,,  y.„l 
Ti|..c.,  ,„o.  ,l,c  li.ik.  ChilJ.lu.rt  .„„„  I„  .|,,|_ 

J'..  j„y  from  w....,  ,h>.._„,/  ,h,,  |„„„  „;  ,„, 
«hat  wufl.l.r  i|,,n  ll,.,[  thus 
II  lii.lc.1  aw;.y  from  i,5;_. 

Sowcak,ili„le,],i„gi,a„ya,iM-h„rtl 

C/iiWA<-ar(/_„,  ;«;„.„„, 

Jlo,   my  lillU-  uiltl  heart  I 

Come  up  hen-  lo  mc  or.l  „•  ,l,c  dark. 

Or  let  me  come  to  you  I 

N.^.  lit.lc  ChiM-h.arl,  y„„  ,,,,ve  never  ner.l 
lo  fear  ,„.--wc  are  wealur  far  ,l,an  you- 

S'afe,  as  j.n.rs.lf,  williclrawn, 
Juirnig  ll,e  \Vu,  kl  roar  „„ 
Too  w.lful,  woeful,  awful  for, LeChild-Iua,,: 
CliilJ-heart.'—mil^  heart ! 
llo,   my  Utile  ai/J  heart  I 
Come  .,/.  here  lo  me  out  o'  the  dark. 
Or  let  me  come  lo  you  I 

The  Clock  chats  on  confidingly;  a  rose 

Taps  at  ,1,0  window,  as  ,l,c  .unliKht  throws 
A  bn  I,ant,  jostling  cKckcrwork  of  shine 
And  shadow,  Lke  a  lVrsian.l„„„  design. 
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Across  the  l,omc-m..le  carpet -fa.lcs.-u.-l  tl.en 
The  <lcar  ol.l  o.l..r^  arc  th.tMsilvts  a«a.n. 
S..UIUU  <lr..p  in  visiting  fro,,,  .v.Tvwh.re  - 
The  hhKlnr.rsa,..lt:.crohi,.-tr,n  are  then, 

Their  sweet  li'iui'l-'y  '1''"'^''  '"""-' 

By  <lewy  ordKird-spacoH  they  have  come: 

Souu.ls  of  the  town,  tun,  a,ul  the  great  l,.«l,«ay- 

The  Movcr-Nva,!ons'  ru,«htc.  an.l  the  .u■,^;h 

Of  over-traveled  horses,  and  the  l.teat 

Of  sheep  and  low  of  cattle  thro.sh  the  street- 

A  Nation's  thoroughfare  of  hopes  and  fears, 

I-ir.t  hlaied  hy  tlic  heroic  pioneers 

Who  gave  up  old-home  id..ls  and  set  face 

Toward  the  unhrokeu  We:.t,  to  r.mnd  a  race 

And  tame  a  wilderness  now  m,Klit>«  «'i^" 

All  peopl.s  and  all  tracts  American. 

Blent  with  all  outer  soun.ls,  the  so.mds  w.llun:- 

In  mild  remoteness  falls  the  V.onsehold  .In, 

Of  porch  and  kitchen:  the  dull  jar  and  thump 

Of  churning;  and  the  "ghmg-glunB"  of  the  p.nn,,. 

With  sudden  pad  and  scurry  of  hare  feet 

Of  little  outlaws,  in  from  field  or  street: 

The  clang  of  kettle.-rasp  of  damper-rms 

And  bang  of  cook-stove  door-and  evcryth,,,- 

That  jingles  in  a  Inisy  kitchen  lifts 

Us  individual  wrangling  voice  and  drifts 

In  sweetest  tinny,  coppery,  pcwtery  tone 

Of  music  hungry  car  has  ever  known 

In  wildest  famished  yeaniiiig  and  conceit 

Of  youth,  to  just  cut  loose  and  eat  and  eat!- 

The  zest  of  hnnser  stiil  incited  on 

To  childish  desperation  hy  long-drawn 
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Brcatlis  of  Iiot,  slcaininR,  wliDlfsomc  tliiiiys  tliat  .-Iva 

^'icl  bluMicr,  and  up-tilt  tlic  pot-luls,  tuu. 

I     liiiR  tlio  siiKc  with  zustful  miners  of 

Tlic  (Icir  olil-f.isliioiii'il  (liiiiUT'-.  iliiMim  love: 

Ki-'IdIiiiI  savoriiij'^  of  iKiiiu'-ciircc!  iiii:its 

rul.ilDis,  lie  Ills  and  caliliagc ;  nirni'iiB,  UiU 

And  p.irsiilps— rarest  cimipo-iic  iMitiro 

That  iviT  pnslied  a  mortal  cliild's  il<  siro 

To  madness  Iiy  iiew-Rrati-fl  fresli,  J.cen,  :  li.irp 

Horsi-radisli— tanj;  tliat  sets  the  lips  awarp 

And  watcrj',  aiiticlpatinn  all 

Tlio  cloyed  sweets  of  tlic  filnrions  festival.— 

Still  aild  the  cinnamdiiy,  spicy  scents 

Of  clove,  nntinep.  and  in>riail  coiidimcnts 

In  likc-allnriiiR  whiflis  that  prophesy 

Of  sweltering;  pnddinp.  cake  and  ciiMarrl-pie  — 

'I'ho  swooniiig-swtet  aroma  hanntin;,'  all 

The  house— np-stairs  and      .wn— poreh,  [lailor,  hall 

And  sillinj,'-rooin— invadiiiR  even  wdiere 

The  Hired  Man  snidfs  it  in  the  orchard-air, 

And  pauses  in  his  pruning  of  the  trees 

To  note  the  sun  minutely  and  to— sneeze. 

Then  Cousin  Rufus  comes— the  children  hear 
His  hale  voice  in  the  old  hall,  rinr;iii(!  clear 
As  any  hell.     Always  he  came  with  sonj,' 
Upon  his  lips  and  all  th.c  happy  throng 
Of  echoes  following  him,  even  as  the  crowd 
Of  his  admiring  little  kinsmen— proud 
To  have  a  cousin  i/niwit—and  yet  as  youn:r 
Of  soul  and  cheery  as  the  songs  lie  sung. 
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He  \va3  a  student  of  the  law— intent 

Soundly  to  win  success,  witli  all  it  meant; 

And  so  lie  studied— even  as  lie  played  — 

With  all  his  heart :  And  so  it  was  he  made 

His  gallant  fight  for  fortune— through  all  stress 

Of  battle  iKiring  him  with  chceriness 

And  wholesome  valor. 

And  the  children  had 
Another  relative  who  kept  them  glad 
And  joyous  by  his  very  merry  ways— 
As  blithe  and  sunny  as  the  summer  days,— 
Their  father's  youngest  brother— Uncle  Mart; 
The  old  "Arabian  Nights"  he  I    x-w  by  heart— 
"Baron  Munchausen,"  too ;  and  likewise  "The 
Swiss  Family  Robinson."— And  when  these  three 
Gave  out,  as  he  rehearsed  them,  he  could  go 
Straight  on  in  the  same  line— a  steady  flow 
Of  arabesque  invention  that  his  good 
Old  mother  never  clearly  understood. 
He  zms  to  be  a  printer— viantvd,  though. 
To  1  ;  an  actor— But  the  worhl  was  "show" 
Enough  for  /ihh,- theatric,  airy,  gay,— 
Each  day  to  him  was  jolly  as  a  play. 
And  some  poetic  symptoms,  too,  in  sooth, 
Were  certain.— .\nd,  from  his  apprentice  youth, 
He  joyed  in  verse-quotations— which  he  took 
Out  of  the  old  "Type  Foundry  Specimen  Book." 
He  craved  and  courted  most  the  favor  of 
The  cliildrcn.— They  were  foremost  ii\  his  love; 
And  pleasing  them,  he  pleased  his  own  boy-heart 
A.nd  kept  it  young  and  fresh  in  every  part. 
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So  was  it  he  devised  for  them  and  wrotislit 
To  life  his  qtiaiiitost,  ninst  romantic  Ihoii^ht  :— 
I-ikc  sonje  lone  castaway  in  alien  seas, 
He  liuilt  a  house  up  in  the  apiile  trees, 
Out  in  the  corner  of  the  garden,  where 
No  man-devouring  native,  prowling  tliere. 
Might  pounce  upon  them  in  tlie  dead  o'  niKht— 
For  lo,  tluir  h'ttle  ladder,  slim  and  light, 
They  drew  up  after  them.    And  it  was  known 
That  Uncle  ifart  slipped  up  sometimes  alone 
And  drew  the  ladder  in,  to  lie  and  moon 
Over  some  novel  all  the  afternoon. 
And  one  time  Johnty,  from  the  crowil  helow,— 
Outraged  to  find  themselves  deserted  so— 
Threw  bodily  their  old  black  cat  up  in 
The  airy  fastness,  with  much  yowl  and  din 
Resulting,  while  a  wild  periphery 
Of  cat  went  circling  to  another  tree, 
And,  in  impassioned  outburst,  Uncle  Mart 
Loomed  up,  and  tl.us  relieved  his  tragic  heart: 

■■  'IIciuc,  long-lalh-J,  fhon-cycd,  noclimial  ranger! 

niiat  led  tlu'c  hillu-r  'vumust  the  types  and  cases? 

Didst  thou  not  know  that  running  midnight  races 
O'er  standing  types  -.ivs  fraught  u-ith  imminent  danger? 
Did  hunger  lead  thee— didst  thou  think  to  find 

Some  rich  old  cheese  to  fill  thy  hungry  maw? 

Vain  hope!  for  none  but  literary  jaw 
Can  masticate  our  cookery  for  the  mind!"' 

So  likewise  when,  with  lordly  air  and  grace, 
He  strode  to  dinner,  wiih  a  tragic  face 
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With  ink-spots  oti  it  from  tlie  office,  he 
Would  aptly  quote  more  '■Si)Ccimcn-poctry— " 
Perchance  like  "Lal.or's  lircad  is  sweet  to  eat 
(Ahem!)  And  toothsome  is  the  toiler's  meat.'" 

Ah,  could  you  see  them  all,  at  lull  of  noon  !— 
A  sort  of  boisterous  lull,  with  clink  of  spoon 
And  clatter  of  deflecting  knife,  and  plate 
Dropped  saKRingly,  with  its  all-bounteous  weight, 
And  dragged  in  place  voraciously,  and  then 
Pent  exclamations,  and  the  lull  again.— 
The  garland  of  glad  faces  round  the  hoard— 
Kach  member  of  the  family  restored 
To  his  or  her  place,  with  an  extra  chair 
Or  t\v,j  for  the  chance  guests  so  often  there.— 

The  father's  farmer-client  brought  home  from 
The  court  room,  though  he  "didn't  k«»/  t..  come 
Tel  he  jist  saw  he  hat  to!"  he'd  explain. 
Invariably,  time  and  time  again, 
To  the  pleased  wife  and  hostess,  as  she  pressed 
Another  cup  of  coffee  on  the  guest.- 
Or  there  was  Johi.':  's  special  chum,  perchance, 
Or  Bud's,  or  both— each  childish  countenance 
Lit  with  a  higher  glow  of  youthful  glee, 
To  he  together  thus  unbrokenly,— 
Jim  Offut,  or  Eck  Skinner,  or  George  Carr— 
The  very  nearest  chums  of  Bud's  these  arc- 
So,  very  probably,  one  of  the  three, 
.At  least,  is  there  with.  Bud,  or  ought  to  be. 
Like  interchange  tl'.e  town-boys  each  had  known— 
His  playmate's  dinner  better  than  his  own— 
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Vet  blest  that  lie  was  ever  made  to  stay 

At  .Union  Kccfcr's,  any  blessed  day. 

For  any  meal!    .   .   .    Visions  of  biscuits,  hot 

And  flaky-perfect,  with  the  golden  blot 

Of  molten  butter  for  the  center,  clear. 

Through  pools  of  clover-honey — dcar-o-Acnr!— 

With  creamy  milk  for  its  divine  "farewell": 

And  then,  if  any  one  delectable 

Might  yet  exceed  in  sweetness,  O  restore 

The  chcrry-cobl'Icr  of  the  days  of  yore 

Made  only  by  Al  Kcefcr's  motlior !— Why, 

The  very  thought  of  it  ignites  the  eye 

Of  memory  with  rapture — cloys  the  lip 

Of  longing,  till  it  seems  to  ooze  and  drip 

With  veriest  juice  and  stain  and  overwaste 

Of  that  most  sweet  delirium  of  taste 

That  ever  visited  the  childish  tongue, 

Or  proved,  as  now,  the  sweetest  thing  unsung. 

.Ml,  Almon  Kcefcr!  what  a  boy  j-ou  were. 

With  your  baii  -tilted  hat  and  careless  hair. 

And  open,  honest,  frc^Ii,  fair  face  and  eyes 

With  their  all-varying  looks  of  plea.sed  surprise 

.\nd  joyous  interest  in  flower  and  tree, 

And  poising  humming-bird,  and  maundering  bee. 


The  fields  and  woods  he  knew;  the  tireless  tramp 
With  gun  and  dog ;  and  the  night-fisher's  cami) — 
N'o  otlier  boy.  save  Bee  Lineback,  had  i\on 
.Such  brilliant  mastery  of  rod  and  gun. 
Even  in  his  c:\rVv.--t  childliood  bad  he  shown 
These  iraits  that  markeil  liim  as  bis  father's  own. 
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Dogs  all  paid  Almoii  lioiior  an<l  how-wowed 
Aliegiance,  lot  liim  come  in  any  crowd 
Of  rabljit-liunting  town-liov'!,  even  though 
His  own  dog  "Sleutli"  rehukcd  their  acting  so 
With  jealous  snarls  and  growhugs. 

But  the  best 
Of  Almon's  virtues— leading  all  the  rest- 
Was  his  great  love  of  hook?,  and  skill  as  well 
In  reading  them  aloud,  and  by  the  spelt 
Thereof  enthralling  his  mute  hstcncrs,  as 
They  grouped  about  him  in  the  orchard-grass, 
Hinging  their  bare  shins  in  the  mottled  shine 
And  shade,  as  they  lay  prone,  or  stretched  supine 
Beneath  their  favorite  tree,  with  dreamy  eyes 
And  Argo-fancies  voyaging  the  skies. 
"Tales  of  the  Ocean"  was  tlie  name  of  one 
Old  dog's-eared  hook  that  was  surpassed  hy  none 
Of  all  the  glorious  list.— Its  back  was  gone. 
But  its  vitality  went  bravely  on 
In  such  delicious  tales  of  land  and  sea 
As  may  not  ever  perish  utterly. 
Of  still  more  dubious  caste,  "Jack  Sheppard"  drew 
Full  admiration ;  and  "Dick  Turpin,"  too. 
And,  painfid  as  the  fact  is  to  convey, 
In  certain  lurid  tales  of  their  own  day. 
The  se  boys  found  thieving  heroes  and  outlaws 
They  hailed  with  equal  fervor  of  applause ; 
"The  League  of  the  Miami"— why,  the  name 
Alone  was  fascinating— is  the  same. 
In  memory,  this  venerable  hour 
Of  moral  wisdom  shorn  of  all  its  power, 
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As  it  iinl,!iis!iiiiglj'  rt-vcrts  (o  wlien 
The  old  I)arn  was  "the  Cave,"  aiitl  hears  nKaiii 
The  signal  blown,  outside  tlie  huggy-shud— 
Tlie  drov.sy  gt;ard  within  uplifts  his  licad, 
And  "'irho  ,jocs  lUcrc?'"  is  called,  in  bated  breath— 
The  challenge  answei.d  in  a  hush  of  death,— 
"Sh !— '/?„r;io'  Cray!'"    And  then  "'What  do  ynu  jcc/.'"" 
"'SlahU-s  of  the  I.car/uc!'"  the  voice  comes  spent  and  weak, 
For,  ha!  the  /.i/ty  is  on  t!ie  "Chieftain's"  trail- 
Tracked  to  his  very  lair  I— Well,  wdiat  avail? 
The  "secret  entrance"  opens— doscs.—So 
The  "Rohber-Captain"  tluis  outwits  his  foe; 
And,  safe  once  more  within  his  "cavern-halls," 
Ho  shakes  his  clenched  fist  at  the  warped  plank-walls 
And  mutters  his  defiance  through  the  cr-  -ks 
At  the  balked  Enemy's  retreating  backs 
As  the  loud  horde  (lees  pell-mell  down  the  lane, 
And— .-f/mo)i  Ki\fcr  is  himself  again ! 

Excepting  few,  they  were  not  books  indeed 
Of  deep  import  that  Almon  chose  to  read  :— 
Less  far    th.an  fiction.— Much  he  favored  those— 
If  not  i.    poetry,  in  hectic  prose — 
Th.at  made  <  'n-  native  Indian  a  wild, 
Feathered  and  fine-prccned  hero  that  a  child 
Could  recommend  as  just  about  the  thing 
To  make  a  god  of,  or  at  least  a  king. 

Aside  from  Almon's  own  books— two  or  three 

His  store  of  lore  The  Townsliip  Library 
Supplied  him  weekly:    All  the  books  with  "or"s— 
.Sub-titled— lured  liim— after  "Indian  Wars," 
And  "Life  of  Daniel  Boone,"— not  to  inclu'le 
Some  few  books  spiced  with  humor,— "Robin  Hood" 
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And  rare  "Don  Quixote."— Ami  one  lime  lie  took 
"Dadd's  Cattle   IJoetor."    .    .    .    How  lie  luiijijed  tlic  bool; 
And  hurried  homeward,  witii  inlemal  ylee 
And  hniuorous  spasms  of  expectancy  !— 
All  this  confeiision— as  he  proinptly  mailc 
It,  the  day  later,  writhing  in  the  shade 
Of  the  old  apple  tree  with  Jolinty  and 
Bud,  Noey  Bixler,  and  The  Hired  Hand- 
Was  quite  as  funny  as  the  book  was  not.   .   .   . 
O  Wonderland  of  wayward  Childhooil!  what 
An  easy,  hryezy  realm  of  summer  calm 
And  dreamy  f,'leam  and  gloom  and  hluoni  and  balm 
Tliou  art !    -The  Lotus-Land  tlie  poet  sunn, 
It  is  the  Child-World  while  the  heart  heats  youn^-    ■    •   • 

While  llic  licarl  hcits  young!— O  llic  spkiicliir  of  tin'  SprluB, 

Willi  .-ill  Iier  dewy  jewels  un,  is  nut  so  fair  .1  tlilns! 

The  fairest,  rare.st  iMurning  of  Ihc  hlassoiii-limc  of  May 

Is  not  so  sweet  a  season  as  the  season  of  to-day 

While  Y,.iith'_  diviner  eliniatc  folds  and  holds  les,  c^.^c  caressed, 

As  we  feel  our  mothers  with  us  hy  the  touch  of  face  .-.nd  breast ;- 

Our  bare  feet  in  the  meadows,  and  our  fancies  tip  among 

The  airy  clouds  of  morning— while  the  heart  beats  young. 

While  the  heart  beats  young  and  our  pulses  leap  and  dance. 

With  every  day  a  holiday  and  life  a  ghid  roniaiice. 

We  hear  the  birds  with  wonder,  and  with  woiiiler  watch  llielr  (linht- 

Standiiig  still  the  ninrc  enchanted,  both  of  hearing  and  of  sislit. 

When  they  have  vanished  wholly,— (or,  in  fancy,  wing-to-wing 

We  fly  to  Heaven  with  them;  and,  returning,  still  we  sing 

The  praises  of  this  htvcr  Heaven  with  tireless  voice  and  tongue, 

Even  as  the  Master  sanctions— while  the  heart  beats  young. 

While  the  heart  beats  young  I— While  the  heart  beats  young! 

O  green  and  gold  old  Earth  of  ours,  with  azure  overhung 

And  looped  wilh  rainbows  I— grant  lis  yet  this  grassy  lap  of  thinc- 

We  would  be  »till  thy  children,  through  the  shower  and  the  shine: 
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So  pray  wc,  lisping,  wliisporinu,  in  childish  l.,n-  aii.l  trust. 
With  our  besenhiuK  hanils  nnd  faces  liflcil  from  lh=  dint 
Hy  fervor  of  tlic  poem,  all  unwiitten  an. I  unsiniK, 
Thou  givcst  us  in  answer,  while  tl.o  heart  heals  young. 

Aiiotlicr  hero  of  tliose  youthful  years 
Kiliiriis,  as  Nocy  Bl.xler's  ii.iine  appcrtrs. 
And  Koey— if  in  any  special  way — 
Was  notalily  good-natured.— \york  or  play 
He  entered  into  willi  selfsame  deliglit— 
.\  wliolesotnc  interest  tliat  made  liim  quite 

.■\s  many  friends  among  tlic  old  as  young, 

So  everywhere  were  Nocy's  praises  sung. 

.\n(l  he  was  awkward,  fat  and  overgrown, 

U'ith  a  round   full-moon  face,  that  fairly  shone 

.\s  though  to  meet  the  simile's  demand. 

And,  cunilirons  though  he  seemed,  hotli  eye  and  hand 

M'ere  dowered  with  the  d'  ccrnment  an<l  deft  skill 

Of  the  true  artisan:     He  sliaped  at  will, 

hi  Ills  old  father's  shop,  on  rainy  days. 

Little  toy-wagons,  and  curved-runner  sleighs; 

The  triinincst  hows  and  arrows— fashioned,  too, 

Of  "seasoned  timher,"  such  as  Koey  knew 

How  to  select,  prepare,  and  then  complete, 

.•\nd  call  his  little  fririids  in  from  the  street. 

■■Tlie  very  bi'st  how,     N'ocy  used  to  say,' 

"Hain't  made  o'  ash  iier  hick'ry  thataway  I— 

fiut  you  git  mulberry— the  bcariii'-tree, 

Xow  mind  ye!  and  you  fetch  the  piece  to  me. 

And  lemme  git  it  seasoned;  then,  i  gum  I 

I'll  make  a  how  'at  you  kin  brag  on  some ! 
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F.r— cf  yoii  can't  git  miilherry.—yow  liring 

Me  a"  old  locus'  hitcli-iiost,  an<l  i  jingl 

I'll  make  a  buw  o'  thai  'at  i-nminoii  liows 

Won't  dast  to  iiick  on  ncr  turn  up  their  nose  I" 

And  Xoiy  knew  tlic  woods,  and  all  tlie  trees, 

And  tliickets,  plants  and  myriad  mysteries 

Of  swamp  and  l.oltom-land.    And  lie  knew  wliere 

Tlie  ground-hog  liid,  and  why  located  there.— 

He  knew  all  animals  that  burrowed,  swam. 

Or  lived  in  tree-tops :   And,  by  race  and  dam. 

He  knew  the  choicest,  safest  deeps  wherein 

Fish-traps  m5ght  flourish  nor  provoke  the  sin 

Of  theft  in  some  chance  peeking,  prying  sneak. 

Of  town-boy,  prowling  up  and  down  the  creek. 

All  four-pawed  creatures  tamable— he  knew 

Their  outer  and  their  inner  natures  too ; 

While  they,  in  turn,  were  drawn  to  him  as  by 

.Some  subtle  recognition  of  a  tic 

Of  love,  as  true  as  truth  from  end  to  end, 

B.twecn  themselves  and  this  strange  human   friend. 

Tlie  same  with  birds— he  knew  tliem  every  one. 

And  he  could  "name  them,  too,  without  a  gun." 

No  wonder  Johiily  loved  him,  even  to 

The  verge  of  worship.— Noey  led  him  through 

The  art  of  trapping  redbirds— yes,  and  taught 

Him  how  to  keep' them  when  he  had  them  caught— 

What  food  they  needed,  and  just  where  to  swing 

The  cage,  if  he  expected  them  to  sing. 

And  Bud  loved  Noey,  for  the  little  pair 
Of  stilts  he  made  him;  or  tlie  stout  old  hair 
Trunk  Noey  put  on  wheels,  and  laid  a  track 
Of  scantling-railroad  for  it  in  the  back 
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Part  of  the  barn-lot ;  or  the  cross-bow,  made 
Just  like  a  gun,  which  deadly  weapon  laid 
Against  his  sliouldcr  as  he  aimed,  and-  'Spingr 
He'd  hear  the  rusty  old  nail  zoon  and  si  g— 
And  lip!  your  Mr.  Bluejay's  wing  would  drop 
A  farcwcll-feathcr  from  the  old  tree-top  1 

And  Maymic  loved  him,  for  the  very  small 
But  perfect  carriage  for  her  favorite  doll— 
A  lady's  carriage— not  a  Imhy-cah,— 
But  oil-cloth  top,  and  two  scats,  lined  with  drab 
And  trimmed  with  white  lacc-ii;i[nT  from  a  case 
Of  shaving-soap  his  uncle  bouglit  some  place 
At  auction  once. 

And  .llc.r  loved  him  ycc 
The  best,  when  Koey  brought  liim,  fur  a  pet, 
A  little  flying-squirrel,  with  prnnt  eyes- 
Big  as  a  child's:  And,  ciiildlike  otherwise. 
It  was  at  first  a  timid,  tremulous,  coy, 
Retiring  little  thing  that  dodged  the  boy 
And  tried  to  keep  in  Noey's  pocket ;— till, 
In  time,  responsive  to  his  patient  will. 
It  became  wholly  docile,  and  content 
With  its  new  master,  as  he  came  and  went,— 
The  squirrel  clinging  flatly  to  bis  breast. 
Or  sometimes  scampering  its  craziest 
Around  bis  body  spirally,  and  then 
Down  to  bis  very  beds  and  up  again. 

And  I.itfic  Lt:::ic  loved  him,  as  a  bee 
I.ovcs  a  great  ripe  red  apple— utterly. 
For   Noey's   riidrty  mnniing-faco  she  dre-.v 
The  window-blind,  and  tapped  the  window,  too; 
S-!9 


TIIF.  nOOSir.R  BOOK 

Afar  slic  hailf'l  '»»  '"'"'"K-  "'•  *'"^  '"'•"^'' 

His  tuneless  wl<istling-sw(ct  as  any  l.ir<l 

It  scancd  to  licr,  tlic  otic  lame  l.ar  or  so 

Of  oUl  "Wait  for  the  \VnK..n"-lioarso  an.l  low 

The  soun.l  was,-so  that,  all  nl.n.-t  the  place,    ^ 

Folks  jC'Ued  aiul  sai<l  that  Noey  "whistled  h;,>i'  — 

The  light  remark  oiii,'in.illy  made 

By  CouMH  Kufus,  who  knew  n..tes,  and  plnyod 

The  flute  will,  ninihle  skill,  and  taste  as  well, 

And,  iritieal  as  he  was  nuisioal, 

KcRardcd  Noey's  constant  whistlinR  thus 

"riicnominally  immtlodions." 

Likewise  whin  Uncle  Mart,  who  shared  the  love 

Of  jest  with  Cousin  Rufus  hand-in-K'''^  ''■  ^ 

Said  "Noey  coiddn't  whistle  '/fniiiiy  /'■'   "' 

F.venI  and,  lu'd  hct,  couldn't  carry  a  tune 

If  it  had  handles  to  it!" 

— r.nt  forKivc 
The  deviations  here  so  fuRitivc, 
And  turn  again  to  Little  Liz/io,  whose 
High  estimate  of  Noey  we  shall  ch,-,osC 
Above  all  others.— And  to  her  he  was 

Particularly  lovable  because 

He  laid  the  woodland's  harvest  at  her  foot.— 

He  brouglit  her  wild  strawberries,  honey-sweet 

And  deuy-eool,  in  mats  of  greenest  moss 

And  leaves,  all  woven  over  and  across 

With  tender,  biting  "tongue-grass,"  and  "shccp-sour,'' 

And  twin-leaved  b.eeh-mast,  pranked  with  bud  and  flower 

Of  every  gipsy-blossom  of  the  wild. 

Dark,  tangled  forest,  dear  to  any  child.— 
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All  tluH'  ill  M.i-.iii.     Xor  coiiM  liarrin,  ilrcar, 
While  ai  "I  st.iik-fialitrcl  Winter  iiidrfcrc 
With  X.ii'y's  rare  risourci-s :    Still  tlic  same 
He  Miihcly  whi.tlcl  tliruuKh  the  snow  ati-l  ca.iic 
ncncnlh  t!ie  wimlow  with  a  Fairy  fled; 
And  Little  Lizzie,  himdlod  Iicils-niid-licad, 
I'c  tocik  on  such  excursions  of  dtliKlit 
As  even  "Old  Sanly"  with  his  reindeer  mlt-lit 
H.ne  envied  lar !    And,  later,  when  the  snow 
Was  iiofteiiina  toward  SpriiiB-tir      ami  the  glow 
Ol  ill  ally  sunshine  smote  upon     .—then 

(-,-:nie  the  magician  \ocy  yet  at;   .n 

W'liilc  all  the  children  were  a'  ay  a  day 
Or  two  at  Grandma's  !— and  behold  when  they 
(Jot  home  once  more  ;~tlicre,  toweriiii,'  taller  Umii 
The  doorway— stood  a  mighty,  oM  Snow-Man ! 

A  thing  of  peerless  art— a  masterpiece 
noul.tless  uninatchej  by  even  classic  (jrcccc 
In  heyday  of  Traxi teles.— Alone 
It  loomed  in  lordly  grandeur  all  its  own. 
And  stea.lfast,  too,  for  weeks  and  weeks  it  st.wl. 
The  admiration  of  the  neighborhood 
As  well  as  of  the  children  Xoey  sought 
Only  to  honor  in  the  work  he  wrought. 
The  traveler  paid  it  tribute,  as  be  passed 
Along  the  highway— paused  and,  turning,  ea-t 
V  lingering,  last  look— as  though  to  take 
A  vivid  print  of  it,  for  memory's  ^ake. 
To  lighten  all  the  empty,  aching  miles 
Beyond  with  brighter  fancies,  hopes  and  .smiles. 
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The  cynic  put  aside  liis  biting  wit 

And  tacitly  declared  in  praise  of  it ; 

And  oven  the  apprcntice-pm't  of  llie  town 

Rose  to  Impassioned  heitjlits.  and  then  srit  down 

And  pinned  a  pancRyric  sen. 11  of  rliymc 

Thit  made  the  Snow-Man  famous  fi.r  all  time. 

And  tliougli,  as  now,  the  evir  warmer  »i /. 

Of  summer  had  so  melted  and  undoiio 

Tlic  perishable  ficure  that— alas  !— 

Not  even  in  dwindled  wliitc  aiiaii'  i  iii<'  i  '•■>-  > 

Was  left  its  latest  and  niiimtest  wLoa 

The  children  yet— mii/i'ria//.V,  ah:'    t - 

Beheld  it— efrelcd  round  it  hand-in-h.m.l  - 

(Or  rather  round  the  place  it  used  t'.  st;,  n't  — 

With  "I<inH-a-roun<l-a-rosy!     Botl'e  fi  :i 

O'  pu;.ey!"  and,  with  shriek  and  lauHli,  W'.iild  put 

From  seemiuK  contact  with  it— just  as  when 

It  was  the  rcaUsI  of  old  Snow-Men. 


Even  in  such  a  scene  of  senseless  play 
T!ie  children  were  surprised  one  summer  day 
'By  a  strange  man  who  called  across  tlic  fence, 
Inquiring  for  their  father's  residence ; 
And,  being  answered  that  this  was  tlie  place, 
Opened  the  gate,  and,  with  a  radiar.t  face. 
Came  in  and  sat  down  with  them  in  the  shade. 
And  waited— till  the  absent  father  made 
His  noon  arpear.-ince,  with  a  warmth  and  zest 
That  told  he  had  no  ordinary  guest 
In  this  man  whose  low-spoken  name  he  knew 
At  once,  demurring  as  the  stranger  drew 
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A  ■•ItilTy  111,1. -l.,u,!;  mil.  ami  liiriinl  ;in.|  ^.  t 

A  h'm  fa;  fmi;ir  on  n  iia«i',  ninl  l<  t 

Tlic  \\ritlii(,'  lliirtDM  liMify  imiiad 

Of  furtiuT  siK'.cli.    Aii.l  ai  llic  fallirr  r.ail 

All  silintly,  tlic  curimn  cliililrni  Umk 

Kxacliiig  invi'iUc.ry  Iioili  of  lic.k 

Ami  niaii:-irc  woro  n  luiiK-iiappid  w],ltc  f,ir  |,at 

Pulli  J  firmly  on  lils  lica.l   an  I  iimliT  tliat 

RatliiT  li)ii(4  silvery  liair,  ,.r  '  un-gray— 

For  111'  v.as  not  an  old  ma.i  ■   anyway, 

N'ot  Uyoiiil  sixty.    And  lie  wore  a  pair 

Of  s<|nari-fiain<(l  sncctacles— or  ratlier  tliere 

\\'(  re  tH„  n.„re  tliaii  a  pair,— tlic  extra  two 

Flared  at  tlio  conurs,  at  tl:c  eyes'  .side-view. 

In  as  redundant  \i>\nn  as  tlie  eyes 

Of  grasslioppers  or  liees  or  draf;on-(lics. 

Later  tlie  clii'lren  Iie.ird  tlie  fallier  say 

He  was  "A   ■..  led  Traveler,"  and  w.nild  slay 

Some  d.,-  -vi'  1  i;;.  .,,_I„  wlileli  time  li„  t  and  guest 

Discn^. J,   n:<.;i(,,   i;,   deepest  intire-.t, 

Sotnr   '    v-ie,    1,  Si,.:.,  IS  matter  t'l.it  defied 

The  \,,  •!  -.l  .■    M     ,,    :  iioring     „,.  ,t,, 

''"''*'    1    ''   '  -  ' There  I'.ii.I   .eqiiire.l  a  quite 

Xew  list  ,.''  :.;.   X.       \.   .„ch  a.',    'Disnnile," 

And  "SI  il.lioi.  :'i.  ■     ml  "Aristocrac.v." 

And   "Jngijeniaiit,"  dnd   "Squatter  Sovereignty," 

And  ".■\mi-slavery,"  "Fniancipate," 

"Irrepressible  Cmifllct,"  and  "The  Great 

Batlle  of  .Xrinii.tredilon"— ohviuiisly 

A  pnniplilet  hionuh;   from  Washington,  P.  C, 

And  spread  among  ^ncli  friends  as  might  occur 

Of  like  views  with  "The  Noted  Traveler." 
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^5j    Maymic's  Story  of  Red  Riding- 
Hood 

W'Y,  one  time  wuz  a  litllc-wecnty  dirl, 
An'  she  wuz  namccl  Red  Riding-Hood,  'eause  l>er 
Her  Ma  she  niaked  a  liltlc  red  clo;>k  fer  her 
•At  turnt  up  over  her  head-An'  it  'uz  all 
1st  one  piece  o'  red  cardinal  'at's  hkc 
The   drate-Iong   stockin's   the   store-keepers  has.- 
Oli!  it  \u.  puniest  cloak  in  all  the  world 
An'  all  (,liis  town  er  anywheres  they  is  I 
An'  so,  one  day,  her  Ma  she  put  it  on 
Red  Riding-IIood,  she  did-one  day,  she  did- 
An'  it  'uz  ^H.id'.v-'canse  the  little  cloak 
It  'uz  too  nice  to  wear  ist  i-Tcr"  day 
An'  all  the  time!-An'  so  her  Ma,  she  put 
It  on  Red  Riding-Hood-an'  tellc.l  her  not 
To  dit  no  dirt  on  it  ner  dit  it  nnissed 
Ner  notl.in'!  An'-an'-nen  lur  Ma  she  dot 
Her  Uttle  hasket  out,  'at  Old  Kriss  hringcd 
II,,  ,,unst-onc  time,  he  did.     An<l  nen  she  011' 
It  full  o'  whole  lots  an'  'hundance  o'  dood  thnigs  t'  eat 
(Alius  my  Drau'.ua  she  says  -  'hundance."  too.) 
An'  so  her  Ma  f.ll'  liUle  R'^^d  Riding-Hood's 
Nice  hasket  all  ist  full  o'  dood  tliiuKs  f  eat. 
An'  tell  her  take  '<'m  to  her  old  Drau'ma— 
An'  not  to  spin  Vtu.  neever-'cause  ef  she 
•Ud  stump  her  toe  an'  spill  'un.  her  Drau'ma 
She'll   haf   to   fioiisli   lur! 
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An'  nen— An'  so 
Little  Red  Riiling-nood  she  p'omiscd  she 
'Ud  lie  all  careful  nen  an'  cross'  her  heart 
'At  s'lc  won't  run  an'  spill  'em  all  fer  six- 
Five— ton— tuo-h;indrc<l-liuslHl-dollars-gold  I 
An'  nen  she  kiss  her  Ma  doo'-I.y  an'  went 
A-skippin'  off— away  fur  oflf  frough  the 
IJig  woods,  win  re  her  Dran'ina  she  live  at— Nol- 
She  didn't  do  a-shitpi,,',  like  I  said  :— 
She   i-t  went  K'oKi-i'— careful-like  ati'  slow— 
1st  like  a  little  lady— walkin'  'long 
As  nil  polite  an'  nice— an'  slow— an'  straight— 
An'  turn  her  toes— ist  like  she's  niarchin'  in 
The  Snnd'y-School  k-session ! 


An'— an' — so 
S!ie  'u2  a-doin'  along— an'  doiii'  along— 
On  frotigli  the  dratc-l.ig  woods-'cause  her  Dran'ma 
She  live  'way,  'way  fur  oflf  frough  the  hig  woods 
From  her  Ma's  house.  So  when  Red  Riding-IIood 
Dit  to  do  there,  she  alius  have  most  fun- 
When  she  do  frough  the  drat.-hig  woods,  you  know - 
'Cause  she  ain't  feard  a  hit  o'  anything  I 
An'  so  she  sees  the  little  hnpptyiiirds 
'At's  in  the  trees,  an'  ilyiu'  all  nround. 
An'  singin'  dlad  as  cf  their  parunts  said 
They'll  take  'cm  to  the  nia>;ic-lantern   show! 
An'  she  'ud  pull  the  purty  flowers  an'  things 
A-growin'  roimd  the  stumps— An'  she  'ud  ketch 
The  purty  hntterflies,  an'  drasshoppers. 
An'  stick  pins  frough  'em— \o !— I  ist  -.iV  that  !_ 
'Cause  she's  too  d.iod  an'  kind  an'  'hivlient 
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To  hurt  things  tlia.away.-S1.c-cW,v(. /.  '....,  ll-'ugh, 

All'  M  pluy  wiv  'cm  i-t  a  little  wl.ili-, 

An'  ncn  slic'd  let  'vm  fly  away,  she  would, 

An'  ist  skip  on  aJ'in  to  lur  Dran'nias. 

An'  so,  while  she  'uz  iloin'  'long  an'  'long. 

First  thing  you  know  tlicy  'nz  a  drate-hig  old 

Mean  wicked  Wolf  jumped  out  'at  wanted  f  eat 

Iler  up,  hut  dassnit  to— 'cause  wite  clos't  there 

Tliey  wuz  a  Man  a-choppin'  wood,  an'  you 

Canld  hear  him.-So  the  old  Wolf  he  'uz  {c„rd 

Only  to  ist  he  khd  to  iier.— So  he 

Ist  'tended-like  he  wuz  dood  friends  to  her 

An'  says  "Dood  morning,  little  Red  Riding-IIood  !"- 

All  ist  as  kind! 

An'  ncn  Riding-Hood 
Sh.  r.ay  '■Dood  morning,"  too,-all  kind  an'  iiice- 
1st  like  her  Ma  she  learn'— No  !-nmstn't  say 
"Learn,"  'cause  "Learn"  it's  nnproper.— So  she  say 
It  like  her  Ma  she  "tradud"  her.-An'-so  she 
Ist  says  "Dood  moining"  to  the  Wolf-'cause  she 
Don't  know  ut-tall  'at  he's  a  ■ti-hh-cd  Wolf 
An'  want  to  oat  her  up! 

An'  ncn  old  Wolf  smile 
An'  say,  so  kind:  "Wliere  air  you  doin'  at?"      ^ 
Xrn  lil'lle  Red  Riding-lloo.l  she  say:    "I'm  doin' 
To  my  Dran'ina's,  'cause  my  Ma  say  I  might" 
K.-n,  when  she  tell  him  that,  the  old  Widf  he 
Ist  turn  an'  light  out  trough  the  hig  thick  woods. 
Where  she  can't  see  him  any  more,     .■\n'  so  ^ 
She  think  he's  went  to  /n'.f  house    hut  ho  hain't,— 
He's  went  to  lur  Dran'ma'^,  to  he  there  first- 
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An-  ketch  her,  ef  she  don't  v\atch  mighty  sharp 
What  she's  about! 

An'  nen  when  tlie  old  Wolf 
Dit  to  her  Dran'ma's  house,  hi-':;  purty  smart,— 
An'  so  he  'tend-like  he's  Red  R.diiig-IIood, 
An' knock  at  th'  door.    An'  Ri.IlnR-Hoods  Tlrmw., 
She's  sick  in  hed  an'  can't  come  to  tlie  door 
An'  open  it.    So  th'  old  Wolf  kimek'  /;ra  time.s 
All'  nen  Red  Riding-Hood's  Dran'ina  she  says, 
•■WIu.'s  there :-  she  says.    An'  old  Wolf  •tends-like  he'' 
I.nile  Red  K'idinK-IIood.  y..n  kii,  .v.  an'  ,n,die' 
His  voice  soun'  ist  like  hers,  an'  .says:   "It's  me, 
Dran'ma-an'  I'm  MM  Riding-Hood  an'  I'nt 
1st  come  to  sec  you," 

Xen  her  old  Dran'm  i 
She  think  it  is  little  Red  Riding-Hood, 
An'  so  she  say:  "Well,  come  in  iien  an'  make 
^ou'se'f  at  home."  she  says,  "'caMse  I'm  down  sick 
In  hed,  and  got  the  'ralgia,  so's  I  can't 
Dit  up  an'  let  yo  in," 

An'  so  th'  old  Wolf 
1st  march"  in  nen  an'  shet  the  door  ad'in. 
An'  drozcl.  he  did,  an'  sthnujc  up  on  tlie  hed 
An'  et  up  old  Xliz  Riding-Hood  'lore  she 
Could  put  her  specs  on  an'  see  who  it  wuz,— 
An'  so  she  never  knowed  'clio  et  her  up  I 
An'  nen  the  wicked  Wolf  he  ist  put  on 
Her  nightcap,  an'  all  eovere.l  ,ip  i„  ln.(I_ 
Like  he  wuz  licr,  you  kiiow, 

Xen,  ]Hirly  soon 
Here  come  alon;;  little  Red  Riding-Hood, 
All'  she  knock'  at  the  door.    An'  o'd  Wolf  'tend- 
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Like  he's  her  Drairm.i ;  an'  lie  say.  'Wli.^  tlicio?" 
]st  like  lier  Draii'ma  say,  yuii  km)W.     A"'  *•■' 
I.iuK'  Rfd  Ritlin«-Jli>o(l  slu-  say:    "It's  m,\ 
Pran',.ia-air  I'm  Ked  Kiaii.K-l  I'""'  ">"'  I'"' 
Ut  Cdiiic  to  sec  you." 

All'  ucii  uM  Wulf  iKii 
He  congh  an'  say:    -WVll,  come  in  ncn  an'  make 
You'sc'f  at  Lome."  lie  says,  "  'canse  I'm  down  .s.ck 
In  Led,  an'  got  the  'lalKia,  so's  1  can't 
nit  np  an'  let  yc  in." 

An'  so  she  iLmk 

It's  her  Draii'nia  a-talkin'.— So  slic  ist 
Open'  tLe  door  an'  come  in,  an'  set  down 
Her  Lasket,  an'  laked  off  Ler  tilings,  an'  Lringcd 
A  chair  an'  chnnhcd  np  on  the  L.d,  «iie  l.y 
The  old  Lig  Wolf  she  thinks  is  Ler  Dran'ma- 
Only  she  thinks  tlie  ol.l  Wolf's  dot  wLole  lots 
More  Liggcr  ears,  an'  lots  more  whiskers.  tu,>. 
Than  her  Dran'ma;  an'  so  Kcd  Riding-Hood 
She's  kind  o'  skeered  a  little.    So  she  says 
"Oil.  Dran'ma.  what  b!;l  c\<-s  yon  dot!"     An'  ncn 
The  old  Wolf  says:  "They're  ist  big  tliataway 
'Canse  I'm  so  dlad  to  s^e  you'." 

Ken  she  says.— 
"OL.  Pran'nia.  wl  at  a  drate-Lig  nose  yot.  dot!" 
Ken  til'  old  Wolf  says:  "It's  ist  l.ig  tliataway 
1st  'cause  I  smell  the  dood  tliiuKS  'at  yon  Lringed 
Me  in  the  basket !" 

An'  ncn  Ri(lin:4-n"od 
She  says.  ■•01i-mc-oh-»iy/  Oran'ma  !  what  Lig 
White  long  sharp  teeth  you  dot!" 
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N'cn  ol.l  \\„lf  sa>K: 
"Vrs— nn'  tlirv  re  lliataway."— an'  tlruwlctl  - 
"Tlicy're  thalaway."  he  says,  -to  ,u/  yuu  wiv!" 
All'  mil  lie  ist  y.vi;//)  at  lur.— 

But  .she  Siritim'  — 
All'  s.nnm;  sUv  did.— So's  'at  the  Man 
'At  wiiz  a-cli(ippiii'  wiiod,  yoii  know,— /ic  licar. 
All'  tome  a-riiniiiii'  in  thorc  «iv  his  ax; 
All',  'fore  the  old  Wolf  -,H,w'  what  he'.s  ahoiit. 
He  split  his  oM  hraiiis  out  ^.ri'  killed  him  s'  ,|i,ick 
It  make'  his  liea.l  s«im!-Au'  Red  Riding-Ilood 
She  wiizn't  hurt  at  all  I 

All'  the  hig  Jfaii 
He  tooked  her  all  safe  lioiiie.  he  did.  an'  tell 
Her  Ma  she's  all  right  an'  ain't  hurt  at  all 
An'  old  Wolf's  dead  an'  killed  .-an'  evcrythltig !_ 
So  her  .\r.i  wiiz  so  tiekli'd  an'  so  pr.)nd, 
She  divvcd  /„•„,  all  the  dood  thii,j;s  t'  eat  they  wiu 
'Afs  in  the  l.askct.  an"  Oie  tell  him  'at 
Slie's  much  ohnVe",  an'  s  ly  to  "eall  ad'in." 
All'  story's  honest  truth— an'  all  so,  too  1 


-?f 


nud's  Fairy  Title 


QOAfh;  peoples  thinks  they  ain't  no  Fairies  imri' 
»JXo  more  yet  !-I!iit  they  !s,  I  hel !     'Cansc  cf 
They  :>■».;;,•(  Fairies,  nen   I'  like  to  know 
Who'd    w'ite   'hoiit    Fairies    in    the  hooks,   an'   tell 
Wh.it  Fairies  d,u-s,   an'  how   their  filun-  looks. 
All'  all  an'  ever'thins !     'W'y,  ef  they  don't 
Be  Fairies  .any  more,  nen  little  loys 
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'Ud  ist  sUep  when  they  go  to  sleep  an"  won't 

Have  ist  no  dv.eams  at  all,— 'cause  Fairies— ffocd 

Fairies— they're  a-purpose  to  make  dweamsl 

But  they  is  Fairies— an'  I  kiwu    ''cy  is! 

'Cause  one  time  wunst,  when  it's  all  Summer-time, 

An'  don't  haf  to  be  no  fires  in  the  stove 

Er  fireplace  to  keep  warm   wiv— ncr  don't  haf 

To  wear  old   scwatchy  flanncn   shirts  at  all, 

An'  ain't  no  f weozc— ner  cold— ner  snow !— An'— an' 

Oid  skwceky  twocs  got  all  tl-.e  gwocn  loaves  on 

An'  ist  keeps  noddin",  noildir.'  all  the  time, 

Like  tluy  'uz  lazy  an'  a-twyin'  to  go 

To  sleep  an'  couldn't,  'cause  the  wind  won't  quit 

A-hlowiii'  in  'om,  an'  the  hirds  won't  stop 

A-sinyiii',  so's  tney  i'l'ii.- But  twees  don't  sleep, 

I  guess!  But  lilllc  boys  sleeps— an'  dzccams,  too.— 

An'  tliat's  a  sign  ihey's  Fairies. 

So,  one  time, 
'.Vlien  I  bo'n  playin'  "Store"  wunst  over  in 
Tlie  shed  of  tlicir  old  stable,  an'  Ed  Howard 
He  niaked  mo  quit  a-hein'  pardners,  'cau.se 
I   dwinkcl   the   'tcn<l-i;".ie   sody-water   up 
.\n'  et  the  shore-miff  cwackcrs,— w'y,  non  I 
Climbed  over  in  our  garden  where  the  gwapes 
\Vu.'  piirt'  iiigli  ripe  :     .\n'  I  wuz  ist  a-layiiV 
TIktc  on  th'  old  cwooked  seat  'at  Ta  makcd  in 
Our  arl.er.-aii'  so  I  'uz  layin'  there 
A-wbittlir'  bi'cts    wiv   my  new   dog-knife,   an' 
A-luokin'  \ute  up  time  the  twimbly  leaves— 
All'    wuzn't    'sleep    at    all!-.\n'-slr!— first    thing 
You  know,  a  little  Fi/iVy  hopped  out  there! 
A  Iccllc-tccnly  rairy!—liofc-iiHn--du-I 
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All"  lie  look'  down  at  me,  ho  did— an'  l,c- 
Ain't  l^lyger'n  a  ycll.-rhirj !—un'  I.e 
Say  "Howdy-do!"  ho  did-an'  I  cuul.l  lu-cr 
Ilini— ist  as  plinn! 

Ken  /  say  "Howdy-du!" 
An'  he  say  '7'»i  all  hunky,  Nibscy;  how 
Is  your  folks  coniin'  on?" 

An'  ncii  I  say 
"My  name  ain't  -Nibsi-y,'  n.ever-niy  name's  Jl„d.- 
An'  what's  your  name?"  I  says  to  Iiini. 

An'  he 
J.-t  langh  an'  say,  "•/;«</'/  awfnl  /»„,..;•  name  '" 
An'  he  ist  laid  hack  on  a  hig  hnnch  o'  gwapes 
An'  huish'  an'  laUKh',  he  did-like  somehody 
'L'z  tick-el-nn  hi-;  feet ! 

An'  nen  I  say  - 
"W'hat's  yuiir  name."  nen  I  say,  "afore  you  bu'st 
Yo'se'f  a-laughin'  'h.jnt  my  name?"  I  saj-. 
An'  nen  he  dwy  up  laugliin'-kin.l  o'  mad- 
An'  say,  "W'y,  my  name's  Squidihum,"  he  say.. 
An'  nen  /  laugh  an'  say-"(7,v.'  what  a  name!" 
An'  when  I  make  fun  of  his  name,  like  that. 
He  i,t  git  awful  mad  an'  spunk.v.  an' 
'Fore  you  know,  he  ist  gwahhed  holt  of  a  vine— 
A  l.ig  long  vine  'at'.s  danglin'  np  there,  an' 
He  ist  helt  on  wile  tight  to  tliat,  an'  down 
lie  swung  quick  past  my  face,  he  did,  an'  ist 
Kicked  at  me  hard's  he  could! 

But   I'm  too  quick 
I-er  Mr   S:,uidjin,m!     I   ist   weached   out 
An'  k,  iclied  him,  in  niy  hand-an'  heU  him,  too, 
Ai.'  squ.:'~c,l  him,  ist  like  liiilc  wuhins  wlieii 
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Tlicy  c:in't  fly  yet  an'  git  floi-l.^a  out  tluir  iu.,1. 

An-  lien  I  turn  him  all  wuund  ovir,  an' 

Look  at  l.hii  clos't,  you  know-witc  clos't,--'c.iusc  ct 

He  is  a  Fairy,  w'y,   I  want  to  sec 

The  icimjj  he's  got.-Hut  he's  dwes-ed  w  m.  f.m- 

•At  I  cun't  J.v  no  \viii«s.-An'  all  the  time 

lie's  twyiii"  to  kick  me  yet:     An'  so  I  take 

F'esh  holts  an'  ailu-M  ay'lii-an'  harder,  too  ; 

All'  I  says,  "llohl  uf,  Mr.  Squidfuuni!- 

You're  kickin'  the  wrong  manl"  I  says;  an'  nen 

I  ist  siiuci'.j-  him,  iiint'  nigh  my  ViSt.  I  did— 

An'  I  heerd  somcpin'  hn'st!-An'  nen  he  cwied 

An-  says,  "You  hetter  look  out  what  you're  ,K,m'!- 

You'  hu'st  my  spidcrweh-suspenncrs,  an' 

You'   got   my   woseleaf-coat  all   cwinkled   lip 

So's  I  can't  go  to  old  Miss  Iloodjieum's 

Tea-party,  's  afternoon !" 

All'  nen  I  says— 

"Who's  'ohl  Miss  lloodjicum'?"  I  says 

An'  he 

Sivs   "I'-f  you  lemme  loose  I'll  tell  yon." 

So 
I  holt  the  little  skeezics  'way  fur  out 
In  one  hand-so's  he  can't  jump  down  f  th'  ground 
Wivout  a-gittin'  all  stove  up :  an'  nen 
I  says,  "You're  loose  now.— Go  ahead  an'  tell 
'Bout  the  'tea-party'  where  you're  goin'  at 
So  awful  fast!"  I  says. 

An'  nen  he  say,— 

"No  use  to  tell  you  'bout  it,  'cause  you  won't 
Believe  it,  'less  you  go  there  your  own  se'f 
All'  see  it  wiv  your  own  two  eyes !"  he  says. 
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An-  he  say.:  •];,•  y„„  k,„„„,  ,/„„,.„^^  ^ 

An    P„n„se-aty.,u'nK.c,.witeMilI.  H„-„.on-t 
red,  „„,!„„.  -at  j,,„  ,,,_.,„,  „^.^,^.^  ^^.„ 

.N..l.o,ly  i„  tl,c  w,.rl,l-an'  Icnmc  loosc- 
\Vy,  mil  I'll  lake  you  there!" 

.    .     ,   ,  '^"'  I  says,  "Vcs 

•^"  cf  I  let  yo„  loose,  you'll  rm,!"  I  siys 
An  l,c  say.s  'Ko,  I  won't  1-1  liopt-may-die I" 
A.n  I  says  "C«o.ss  your  I.eart  you  won't!" 

T  ,  ...  An'  he 

I;.'  cw„,.;IuslKarl;au'nni  I  wcach  an'  set 

ile  htllc  leller  upon  a  long  vino- 

An'  he  •„,  so  tickled  u,  ^.-it  loose  ajj'in 

He  «wal.'  the  vine  «iv  hoff  h,s  little  hands 

A"    ist  take  an-  turn  in,  he  did,  an'  skin 

'"'nt  forly-'lehen  cats! 

T,  ,  .  ,.  ^'■n  "hen  he  git 

IM.cwIurhn- wound  the  vine,  an' set  on  top 
'  f  It  a-'n,,  n'y.  „eu  his  "woseleaf-coal" 
Ife  Invag  so  much  ahoul.  it's  i.t  all  tored 

Ip,  an'isthangin'stripsan'rags-sohe 
!-■  ;..k  hke  Ins  Pa's  a  dwunkard.     An'  so  „c„ 
"  !.en  he  see  what  he's  done-a-actin'  ,m 

So  ..,Mart,_he'sav.fn!,„ad,   lBuess;an';st 

"nt  "nt  Ins  1,>,  a„    (u ;,'  h.'s  :ilt)e  face 
I^t  ngly  as  h.  Kin.  .n'  s.i  an'  tear 

His  whole  coat  0(if-,.:.'  sK-evc-    ,i,'  -,11      A    - 

J,  Mit\c,    \n    all- An'  nen 

ifc  wad  It  all  t,  y ,-  a,,'  ;,.    ■,  ,.^, 

Itatmeistashard..  iukn,   !•■  .,  ■! 
An'  when  I  weach  to  ketel:  him,  an'    ■,.  „.in' 
Jo  give  hmi  'nuvver  sqir-c.-.:'.  !,c  is-  fl,-ivi 
Clean  „/,  on  lof  the  arbcr!-  \  ,.,,,  you'  kno«-, 
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Till y  -au-  wiiigs  on  him-wlicii  lie  tor  "l  liis  (■.'n( 
Clean   uff-tluy  ««--   wing.   u„d,r   llw,:     lUU   tliey 
Wuj!  purty  wolil.ly-like  an"  wouldn't  work 
Hardly  at  all-'Cause  imrly  soon,  wlicn  I 
Th'owed  clods  at  liim,  an'  sticks,  an'  got  liim  sliooed 
Down  off  o'  tlicre,  lu  come  a-flopiiin'  down 
An'   lit  k  liana !   on   our  old   cliickin-coni., 
An'  ist  laid  there  a-wliimiier'n'  like  a  cliild ! 
An'  I  tiiitoe.l  up  witc  clos't,  an'  I  says  "Wliafs 
The  matter  wlv  ye.  Siinidjiemn?" 

An'  lie 
Says;    "Dog-goncl  when  my  win^s  Kits  stwai«lit  ,r-;'iii. 
Where  you  all  r^Mmfh'd  'em,"  he  says,  "1  l>et 
I'll  ist  fly  clean  away  an'  won't  take  you 
To  old  Miss  lloodjicnm's  at  all!"  he  says. 
An'  nen  I  ist  weacli  out  wile  quick,  I  did, 
.\n'  gwab  the  sassy  lillle  snipe  ag'iii— 
Xen  tooked  my  top-string  an'  tie  down  liis  wins- 
So's  he  oiii'l  fly,  'less'n  1  want  him  to ! 
An'  nen   I   says:     "Now,   Mr.   S.iuidjicum, 
Vou  hettcr  i-t  light  out,"  I  says,  "to  old 
Miss  Hoodjicum's,  an'  show  vu-  how  to  git 
There,  too,"  I  says ;  "er  ef  you  don't,"  I  says, 
"I'll  cliinh  up  wiv  yuu  on   nir  huggy-shed 
An'  push  you  off  1"  I  says. 

An'  nen  he  say 
All  wight,  he'll  show  me  there;  an'  tell  me  nen 
To  set  him  down  witc  easy  on  his  feet. 
An'  loositi  lip  the  stwing  a  little  where 
It   cut   him   under   th'   arms.     An'   nen   lie   says. 
"Come  on !"  he  says ;  an'  went  a-linipin'  'long 
The  garden-path— an'   linipin'   'long  an'   'long 
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Tul-piirly  soon  lie  c..,„p  <„,  •i,,,,^,  ,„  „.|„.ri.'H 
A  Kre.V-l,i«  c.l.haRo-l.af.     An'  Ir.  st„„,,  .iuw.i 
All'  say,  "('omi-  on  iiiiiiicliT  lure  wiv  nu' I" 
So  /  Monp  (Ii)wn  an'  crawl  imindiT  then-, 
Like  lie  say. 

All'  iiiundcr  tlun's  a  Kna'- 
Big  clod,  tlity  is~a'  awful  gria'-I)i«  clod ! 
An'  iicn  lie  says,  "/r,)/;  ll,is-h,r,-  clod  u,>„i .'" 
All'  so  I  woU'  tlic  cIihI  away.    An'  ncn 
It's  all  w.t,  where  (lie  dew'z  immder  wlicrc 
Tlie  old  cl.id  will,- an'  mn  tlic  Fairy  he 
fiit  on  the  wet-place:    Xen  he  say  to  me, 
•■riit  on  the  wet-place,  to,, !"     An'  ncn   he  say. 
"N'ow  hold  yer  br.  IT  an'  sIkI  yer  ey.  s  !"  he  says, 
"Tel  I  say  S^imncliy-'uhuhyr     Xin  he  say- 
.Somepin'  in  Dul.h,  I  guess -An'  nen  I  felt 
I.ifcf  we  '«z  sinkin'  down-aii'  siiikin'  down  I— 
Tel  piirty  soon  the  little  Fairy  weacli 
An'  pinch  my  nose  an'  yell  at  me  an'  s.iy 
■■Squind.y-u'huhy!     Look   «'/i,T.T.r   y:,u   tu-as.'" 
Ncn  when   I  looked-Oh  I  they  'uz  purtyct  place 
Down  there  you  ever  saw  in  all  tlie  World  '-- 
They  'uz  i,t  Mc.-rs  an'  tc'W.-t -yes.  an'  /:.,-« 
\\  IV  blossoms  on  an'  'vUj  wipe  afpUs  hofi ! 
An'  luilterflies,  they  wuz-an'  hiimmin'-birds- 
An'  .v,-//,vhir(ls  an'  i/iichlrds— yes.  an'  Tovd.'_ 
An'  cver'wheres  an'  all  awound   'uz  vines 
Wiv  ripe  p'servc-pears  on  'em  I— Yes,  an'  all 
An'  ever'thing  'at's  ever  gwowin'  in 
A  garden-er  canned  up-all  wipe  at  wiinst  !- 
It  wuz  ist  like  a  gar.len-  only  it 
'Vz  liUlc  hit  o'  gar.loi  --hunt  I,;,  wound 
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As  ist  our  twun'el-bed  is.— An'  all  wound 

An'  wound  the  little  garden's  a  gold  fence— 

An'  little  gold  gate,  too— an'  ash-hopper 

'At's  all  gold,  too— an'  ist  full  o'  gold  ashes  1 

An'  wile  in  th'  middle  o'  tlie  garden  wuz 

A  little  gold  house,  'at's  ist  'bout  as  hig 

As  ist  a  bird-cage  is ;  An'  in  the  house 

Tluy  'uz  whole-lots  more  Fairies  there— 'cause  I 

ricked  up  the  little  house,  an'  peeked  in  at 

The  winders,  an'  I  sec  'em  all  in  there 

Ist  hugniit'  wound!     An'  Mr.  Squidjicum 

He  twy  to  make  me  quit,  hut  I  gwab  him. 

An'  poke  him  down  the  chimbly,  too,  I  did!— 

An'  y'ort  to  see  him  hop  out  'mongst  'em  there! 

Ist  like  he  'uz  the  boss  an"  ist  got  back  !— 

"Ilahi't  ye   <jot   on   thcm-air  di-w-dnm!-lms  yclT" 

He  says. 

An'  they   says  no. 

An'  ncn  he  says — 
"Bcthr  (jit  at  'vin  ncn!"  he  says,  "ifile  ./iikl— 
'Cause  old  Miss  Hoodjicum's  a-comin'l" 

Nen 

They  all  set  wound  a  little  gold  tub— an' 

All  'menced  a-peelin'  dewdwops,  ist  lil's  they 

'Uz  peaches  — \\\',  it  looked  so  funny,  I 

Ist  laugh'  out  loud,  an'  dwofped  the  little  house,— 

An'  't  bu'sted  like  a  soap-bubble  I— An'  't  skeercd 

Me  so,  I— I— I— I,— it  skeered  me  so,— 

I_ist  'Mikcd  up.— No !  I  ain't  he'n  asleep 

An'  dxveam  it  all,  like  you  think,— but  it's  shore 

Fer-certain  jact  .m'  cwoss  my  heart  it  is! 
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7  he  Bear  Story 


THAT  ALEX    "1ST    MAKKl)   UP   HIS-OWN-SkV" 

■\T/"Y,  WUNST  tliey  wuz  a  Little  Eoy  went  out 
T  V   In  the  woods  to  shoot  a  bear.    So,  he  went  out 
'Way  in  the  grea'-big  woods— he  did.— Ati'  lic 
Wijz  goin'  along— an-  goin'  along,  you  know, 
An'  piirty  soon  he  hecrd  somepin'  go  "U'ooh!" 
1st  thataway-"froo-oo/,/"    An'  he  wuz  sl;c'cnd. 
He  wuz.    An'  so  he  runncd  an'  clnmbed  a  tree— 
A  grea'-big  tree,  he  did,-a  s\ck-A-morc  tree. 
An|  nen  he  hcerd  it  ag'in :  an'  he  looked  round. 
An'  'Ch,:  a  Bcar!~a  yn-a'-huj,  shorc-nuff  Rear!— 
No:  't'nz  hco  Bears,  it  wuz— two  grea'-l.ig  Ee.irs— 
One  of  'em  wuz— ist  one's  a  grea'-bi,,  Bear.— 
But  they  ist  bofi  wont  "H'ooIi!"— An'  here  lliey  come 
To  climb  the  tree  an'  git  tlie  Little  Boy 
An'  cat  him  up ! 

An'  nen  the  Little  Boy 
He  'uz  skeered  worse'n  ever  I    An'  here  come 
The  grea'-big  Bear  a-climbin'  th'  tree  to  git 
The  Little  Boy  an'  eat  him  up— Oh,  no.'— 
It  'uzn't  the  Biij  Bear  'at  dumb  the  tree- 
It  'uz  the  Little  Bear.    So  here  he  come 
Climbin'  the  tree— an'  climbin'  the  tree !    Nen  when 
He  git  wife  clos't  to  tlie  Little  Boy,  w'y,  nen 
The  Little  Boy  he  ist  pulled  up  his  gun 
An'  shot  the  Bear,  he  did,  an'  killed  him  dead  I 
An'  nen  the  Bear  he  failed  clean  on  down  out 
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The  tree  — away  dean  to  tlic  gr  ■uiiU,  he  did— 
Stiinsj-splmig!  he  fulled  plum  down,  an'  killed  hiin, 

too! 
An'  lit  wile  side  o'  where  the  Bij  Bear's  at. 

An'   nen   the   Big   Bear's   awful   mad,   you  bet!- 

'Cause— 'cause  the  Little  Boy  he  shot  his  gun 

An'  killed  the  Littif  Bear.— 'Cause  the  Biu  Bear 

He— he  'uz  the  Little  Bear's  Tapa.- An'  so  here 

He  come  to  climb  the  big  old  tree  an'  git 

The  Little  Boy  an'  eat  him  up !    An'  when 

The  Little  Boy  he  saw  the  (jrca'-hlii  Bear 

A-coniin',  he  'uz  badder  skeered,  he  wuz. 

Than  any  time !    An'  so  he  think  he'll  climb 

Up  hujlwr—\\d.y  up  higher  in  the  tree 

Than  the  old  Bear  kin  climb,  you  know.— But  he — 

He   can't  climb  higher  'an   old   Bears  kin  climb,- 

'Cause  Bears  kin  climb  up  higher  in  the  trees 

Than  any  little  Boys  in  all  the  Wo-r-r-ld  I 

An"  so  here  come  the  grea'-big  Bear,  lie  did,— 
A-climbin'  up — an'  up  the  tree,  .o  git 
The  Little  Boy  an'  eat  him  up !    An'  so 
The  Little  Boy  he  clumbed  on  higher,  an'  higher. 
An'  higher  up  the  tree — an'  liigher— an'  higher — 
An'  higher'n  iss-here  house  is !— An'  here  come 
Th'  old  Bear— clos'ter  to  him  all  the  time  !— 
An'  nen— first  thing  you  know,— when  th'  old  Big 

Bear 
Wuz  wite  clos't  to  him— nen  the  Little  Boy 
1st  jabbed  his  gun  wite  in  the  old  Bear's  mouf 
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An"  sliot  ail'  killed  Ijim  dead!— \o;  I  f,r<jot,- 
He  didn't  shoot  llie  Rrca'-big  Bear  at  all— 
'Cause  they  '«-  n„  load  in  llu-  ,„,„,  you  know— 
'Cause  when  he  shot  the  Little  Bear,  w'y,  nen 
No  load  '\\z  any  more  nen  in  the  guji ! 

Tut  th'  Little  Boy  clumbcd  hiulur  up,  he  did- 

He  clumbed  lots  higher-an'  on  up  /„.,//„-r-an'  hisl.cr 

An'  higher— ie\  he  ist  cant  climh  no  higher, 

'Cause  nen  the  linihs  'uz  all  so  little,  'way 

Up  in  the  tccny-wecuy  tip-top  of 

The  tree,  they'd  break  down  wiv  him  ef  he  <lon't 

Be  keci-ful  I    So  he  stop  an'  think :  An'  nen 

He  look  around— An'  here  come  tlic  old  Bear! 

An'  so  the  Little  Boy  make  up  his  mind 

He's  got  to  ist  git  out  o'  there  some  way  !— 

'Cause  here  come  the  old  Bear !— so  clos'i,  hi.  bn Cs 

Turf  nigh  so's  he  kin  feel  how  hot  it  is 

Ag'inst  his  bare  feet— ist  like  old  "Ri-        '  bref 

Wlien  he's  bc'n  out  a-huntin'  an'  's  all  t,  ril. 

So  when  th'  old  Bear's  so  clos't-the  J.ittle  Boy 

1st  gives  a  grca'-big  jump  fer  'nnther  tree— 

Ku!-no,  he  don't  d.,  that!— I  tell  you  what 

The  Little  Eoy  does  :-Wy,  nen-w'y,  hc-Oh,  yes- 

The  Little  Boy  he  finds  a  hole  up  there 

^.^l^s  in  the  tree— 3,1'  climbs  in  there  an'  hides- 

An'  nen  the  old  Bear  can't  Hnd  the  Little  Boy 

At  all !— But  purty  soon  tlie  old  Bear  finds 

The  Little  Boy's  </«;,  'at's  up  tliere-'canse  the  </»« 

It's  too  tall  to  tooked  wiv  him  in  the  hole. 

So,  when  the  old  Bear  find'  the  gun,  he  knows 
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The  Littio  Boy  ist  lild  'round  sniiicrs  tlicrc, — 

An'  111'  old  Bear  'gins  to  sntifT  an'  sniff  around, 

An'  sniff  an'  snnff  arcnuid — so's  lie  kin  find 

Out  wlicrc  t!:c  Little  Bny's  liid  at.— An'  ncn— ncn — 

01'   .Vi'J.' — \\  "y.  purty  soon  tlic  old  Bear  climbs 

'Way  out  on  a  liii;  limli— a  grca'-l'ing  linili, — 

An'  ncn  tlie  I.tttlc  Boy  climbs  out  tl;e  hole 

An'  takes  bis  ax  an'  cbops  tbc  limb  off!    .   .   .    Xen 

The  old  Bear  falls  l;-s^hi)uic!  clenn  to  tbc  ground 

An'  bu'st  an'  kill  hissc'f  plum  dead,  he  did  I 

An'  ncn  the  Little  Boy  he  git  his  f,'"" 

An'  'me'nced  a-clinibin'  down  Ibe  tree  ag'in — 

No! — no,  be  didn't  git  liis  yici— 'cause  when 

Tbc  Bear  failed,  ncn  tbc  <jun  failed,  loo— An'  brokeil 

It  all  to  pieces,  too ! — An'  nicest  gun  ! — 

His  Pa  ist  buyed  it!— An'  tbc  Little  r,.)y 

Ist  cried,  he  did ;  an'  went  on  climbin'  down 

Tbc  tree — an'  climbin'  down — an'  climbin'  down  ! — 

yln'-sir!  when  he  'm  purt'  nigh  d'-.wji, — w'y,  ncn 

The  old  Bear  he  Jumped  up  aij'in! — an'  he 

Ain't  dead  at  all — ist  'tendin'  tb.ataway, 

So  be  k'u  git  the  Little  Boy  an'  cat 

Him  up !    But  tbc  Little  Boy  lie  'uz  too  smSrt 

To  climb  clean  down  tb.e  tree. — An'  tbc  old  Bear 

He  can't  climb  up  tbc  tree  no  more — 'cause  wbeii 

He  fell,  be  broke  one  of  his — He  broke  aU 

His  legs! — an'  nen  he  couldn't  climb!    But  lie 

Ist  won't  go  'way  an'  let  the  Little  Boy 

Come  down  out  of  the  tree.    An'  the  old  Bear 

Ist  growls  'round  there,  he  does — ist  growls  an'  goes 
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■;iV,n,l,:-^oo.oohr  all  tl,c  tinK-!    A,,'  Li„lc  Hoy 

Jle  luif  to  May  up  in  the  trcc-all  „|(;i,t__ 

A.i'  'lliuiu  ■  o  suttcr  i.ccvur:-Only  tluy 

\\  t./.  „,v/,^  on  the  tree  !-Am'  Liiile  i;„y 

Kt  appl.-s-i,  t  all  nf«l,t-aM'  cri.,l-an'  cricl ' 

-V.i  when  -t  'nz  „,orning  tl.'  o!<l  liear  went  ■■//■„„/,  ■ 

■^H  in,  nil  try  to  climb  «j)  in  ll.e  tr-e 

An-  git  the  Little  Boy.-B„t  he  a.n't 

C>nnht-.avehis.„,/,hecan't_An'.^/h,.,„„„,,^ 

IK-.ttcar.,i,tl,esrom„l!an'go-;r„c;-„„/,-' 

An-(  ,,,y../_in,rty  soon,  when  .nonuny'.s  c..,„. 

ri.ouM  Hear  fi„,ls  the  I.i.,.el!„v's^„„v„„h;,.„v 
U,s  on  the  i;ro,,n,l._(A„'  it  ain't  hroke'at  all^   ' 

;■;'/''';' ''^••''•^     An- .o  the  ohlllear  thinh 

le  11  take  the  fjmi  an'  slnwt  the  ].ittle  1;,,.  - 

Lut  /V„„  //,,,.  ,,o„.t  K,„,,,  „,„..,,  ,,^__^^  ^,;^^.^^, 

bo  when  he  go  to  shoot  the  Mtlle  I!„y  ' 

The  old  Bear  got  the  oih.r  end  the  E.ni 
Ag  m'  Ins  shoulder,  '.slid  o'  (/,'  „//,..;■  j,,„i_ 
So  when  he  try  to  shoot  tl,e  I.itlle  Boy 

It  shot  M. /;,„.,  it  did-an' killed  him  dead  I 

An_  nen  the  Little  Boy  clnn.I,  down  the  tree 

Am   ehopped  his  old  woolly  head  off.-^Ves,  an'  killed 

1    c  other  Bear  ag'n,,  he  did-an'  killed 

AIW-„ir  the  bears,  he  did-an'  t«k  'em  home 

An  cooked  'cm,  too,  an'  ct  'em ! 

—An'  that's  all. 
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Uncle  Mart's  Poem 


THi;  lil.n  SNOW  MAM 

HO!  the  ulil  Snow -Man 
That  Nooy  Bixlcr  made  I 
lie  looked  as  fierce  and  sassy 
As  a  soldier  on  parade! — 
'Cause  Nocy,  when  he  made  him, 

While  we  all  wiiz  gone,  you  sec, 
He  made  him,  jist  .i-purpose, 
Ji?t  as  fierce  as  he  could  he  I — 
Cut  when  w  e  all  got  ust  to  him, 

Nohody  wuz  afraid 
Of  the  old  Snow-Mar, 
TIi.it  Noey  Bixlcr  ma<lc ! 


'Cau.se  Kocy  told  us  'bout  him 

And  v.hat  ht  made  him  fcr : — 
He'd  come  to  feed,  that  morning. 

He  finnid  we  wnzn't  here; 
And  so  the  notion  struck  him. 

When  we  al'  come  taggin'  home 
'T'ud  s'l'risc  us  ef  a'  old  Snow-Man 

'Ud  meet  us  when  we  come! 
So,  when  he'd  fed  the  stock,  and  milked. 

And  hc'n  hack  home,  and  chopped 
His  wood,  and  et  his  breakfast,  he 

Jist  grabbed  his  mitts  and  hopped 
Right  in  on  that-air  old  Sno\  -Man 

That  he  laid  out  he'd  make 
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Kr  Iiu'st  a  trace  .i-/rv/')/'— jist 
Ftr  ol(l-;ic(jiiaimaiicc-salie  !_ 
lim  work  like  that  wiiz  luts  more  fiin, 

lie  saiil,  than  wlicn  lie  played! 
Ho!  the  old  Snow-Man 
That  Nocy  Bixler  made  I 

He  started  with  a  big  snow-ball, 

And  rolled  it  all  around  ; 
And  as  he  rolled,  more  snow  'ud  stick 

And  pull  lip  off  the  ground.— 
He  rolled  and  rolled  all  round  the  jard— 

'Cause  we  could  see  the  tra.k. 
All  wher'  the  snow  come  off,  you  know, 

And  left  It  wet  and  black. 
He  got  the  Snow-Man's  le.u-part  roll.d- 

111  frr  nt  the  kitchen-duor.— 
Ai.d  then  he  hat  to  turn  in  then 

And  roll  and  roll  some  more  !— 
He  rolled  the  yard  all  round  ag'in. 

And  round  the  house,  at  that- 
Clean  round  the  house  and  back  to  m!  or' 
The  blame  legs-half  wuz  at! 
.He  said  he  missed  his  dinner,  too— 

Jist  clean  fergot  and  stayed 
There  worki.,'.    Oh  !  the  old  Snow-Man 
That  Koey  Bixler  made! 

And  Noey  said  he  hat  to  hum!. 

To  git  the  top-half  on 
The  ;..firj./,a// /-When  he  did,  he  said. 

His  wind  wuz  purf  nigh  gone— 
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lie  saiil,  i  jucksl  lie  jist  (Irappid  ilown 

There  on  tlie  old  iiorcli-floor 
And  panteil  like  a  (log !— Anil  tlieii 
H'   111'!  ami  rollcj  sonic  more! — 
The  last  hateh— that  wuz  fer  liis  head,— 

And— lime  lic'd  got  it  riglit 
And  chiml)  and  fixed  it  on,  lie  said- 
He  hat  to  quit  fer  ninlit!- 
And  //!<•",  he  said,  he'd  kep'  ri^ht  on 

V.(  they'd  lie'n  any  moon 
To  work  liy !    ""'O  he  crawled  in  hed— 
And    niilJ  'a'  slop'  tel  iiooii. 
He  wuz  SO  plum  wore  out  I  lie  said,- 

Bnt  it  wuz  wasliin'-day. 
And  hat  to  cut  a  cord  o'  wood 
'Fore  he  could  git  away  I 

Hut,  last,  he  got  to  work  ag'in,— 

With  spade,  and  gouge,  and  hoe. 
And  trowel,  too— (.\11  tools  'ud  do 

What  A'oi'.v  said,  you  know  !) 
He  cut  his  eyehrows  out  like  cliffs — 

And  his  clieek-liones  and  chin 
Stuck  fiirdcr  out — and  his  old  "ost! 

Stuck  out  as  fur-ag'in ! 
He  made  his  eyes  o'  walnuts, 

.\nd  his  whiskers  out  o'  tliis- 
Here  huggy-cushion  stuffin' — moss. 

The  teacher  says  it  is. 
And  then  he  mads  a'  old  wood'-gun. 

Set  keerlcss-like,  yon  know. 
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Acrost  one  sliouldcr— kind  .)'  like 
hig  root,  cr  Ail.im  Poc— 
I'.r,  majliy,  Siui-n  Girty, 

The  (linsieil  oi.l  Ki.ncKaiIil 
ll'ooh!  the  ohi  Snow-Mjn 
That  Xoey  liixkr  nia.lul 

And  there  he  stood,  all  fuTC.>  and  grim, 

A  stern,  heroic  form  : 
What  was  the  winter  hlast  to  liiTn, 

And  what  the  driving  storm?— 
What  womkr  that  the  children  pressed 

Tlieir  faces  at  the  pane 
And  scratched  away  the  frost,  in  ]iride 
To  look  on  him  again? 
WInt  wonder  that,  with  yearnim,'  Ii.dd. 

eir  all  of  love  and  care 
Went  warmest  tlin,f.;h  the  Ia•,■lu■^t  cold 
To  that  Snow-Man  ont  there  I 

Rnt  the  old  Snow-Man— 

What  a  duhions  deliglit 
He  grew  at  last  when  Spring  came  on 

And  days  waxed  w..  m  and  hriglit.— 
Alone  he  stood— all  kith  and  kin 

Of  snow  and  ice  were  gone;— 
Alone,  with  constant  icar-drops  in 

His  eyes  and  p'Htering  on 
His  thin,  pathetic  i.eard  of  M.-.-k— 

Crkf  in  a  hopeless  canse!— 
Hope— hope  is  for  the  man  that  dies— 
What  for  the  man  that  thaz^'s! 
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O  Hfri)  of  a  liiTo'^  make! — 
I.i'l  iiitirhlf  nii'lt  iiMil  failp, 

But  never  you — yoii  eld  SnowMaii 
That  Noey  ■Bixlor  maile ! 
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•  '-PAI.KIN-  o-  poctry-TlKTc-Vc  f.v    „„.„  yi, 

■»■     Afs  gov  the  stuff  l.-ilcl  ,|.„vn  so's  ifl „r 

Out  sorgluim-likc,  an,l  keeps  a  year  an,l  ,„„ro 
Jes   sweeter  ever'  time  yr  •  tackle  n ! 
W'y.  all  tlie  jingli,,'  ir„rk  'at  hes  I.een  writ 
F>T  twenty  year  aiul  Letter  is  so  pore 
'^'""  '^•■"■"''  ''"'I  no  sap  in  it  any  more 
•N  you'd  find  j,  .ec  in  puff-I.alls  !_.;„</  -y  ,„„•,, 
U  liat  people  wants  is  facts,  I  apperlic    ■ ; 

And  naked  Katur  is  tlie  tln'ns  to  gi 
Voiir  writin'  l.ottom,  eli?    And  I  ;ontend 
'At  honest  work  is  alhis  hound  to  hve 
Now  them's  my  views;  'cau^e  jou  kin  recon.mend 
Sich  poetry  as  that  from  end  to  end. 


^5S       Lines  to  An  Onsetth-d  Voiiiuj 
Man 

"Q      n-HAT  is  Life  at  la.-t,"  says  you, 

V-^)  "'At  woman  folks  ,-,„d  man  folks  too 
l-amt,  oncomplainin',  worry  through? 

"An'  what  is  Love,  'at  no  one  yit 
■Afs  monkeyed  with  it  kin  forgit, 
Er  gits  fat  on  remember'n'  hit? 
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"An'  wliat  is  Dciilli  ?"— W'y,  lucky  liyiir- 
I'.f  Life  an'  Love  don't  Fnit  yon,  sir, 
Hit's  jes'  tlie  thing  ycr  lookin'  fer! 


^59  What  Smilli  Knczi' .  Ibout 

fanning 


TIIERIC  wasn't  two  i)urtier  farms  in  tlic  state 
'I'lian  tile  omjile  of  wliieli  I'm  about  to  relate;— 
Jinin'  each  otiier — beiongin'  to  Brown, 
And  jest  at  tile  edge  of  a  ilonri^llin'  town. 
Brown  was  a  man,  as  I  iinderst.ind, 
Tliat  alius  had  handled  a  good  'eal  o'  land, 
And  was  sliarp  as  a  tack  in  drivin'  a  trade — 
For  that's  the  way^  most  of  his  money  was  made. 
And  all  the  grounds  and  the  orchards  about 
]  lis  two  pet  farms  was  all  tricked  out 
With  poppies  and  posies 
And  sweet-smellin'  rosies; 
.\nd  hundreds  o'  kinds 
Of  all  sorts  o'  vines. 

To  tickle  the  most  horticultural  minds ; 
And  little  dwarf  trees  not  as  thick  as  your  wrist 
With  ripe  apples  on  'em  as  big  as  your  list : 
And  peaches, — Siberian  crabs  and  pcar«, 
And  quinces — Well !  any  fruit  any  tree  bears ; 
And  th.e  purticst  stream — jest  a-swinim-n'  witli  fish, 
And — jest  a'most  cveyythmg  heart  could  wislit 
The  purtiest  orch'rds — I  wish  you  could  see 
How  purty  they  was,  fer  I  know  it  'ud  be 
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A  regular  treat!-b«t  I'll  so  ahead  with 
WystoO-,    Amanby,he„a,„eo'Sn,i,h_ 
(•^  had  name  to  rhyme, 
But  I  reckon  that  I'm  ' 

Xoteoi„-backonaSmithInary,m,eI) 
At  hadnt  a  soul  of  km  nor  kith 

And  /,..  says  to  Brown,  in  his  ofThaml  wav- 

I  m  talkn,   o'  leavin'  the  city  this  year 
And  I  want  to  be 
Wlicre  the  air  is  free 

AndnU„,.,,isp,ac'e,ifitain'ttoodoarr-- 
\\  e  I-tI,ey  grun,bled  and  jawed  aro„„'- 

Icbn    l,ke  to  part  with  the  place,"  savsnrown  • 
VUII,    says  Smith,  a-jerkin- his  head'  ' 

That  house  yonder-bricks  painted  red- 
Jest  hke  th,s'n-a  p„rticr  vie^o- 
\\ '-o  , sit  owns  ,Vf That's  mine  too  " 

But  I     toll  you  r,B.,t  here  jest  what  I  ki„  do  -1 

If      unpaythefi«,ersn,sel,,-Moyou."      ' 
Sm  th  went  over  and  looked  at  the  plaee- 

B  'l.oredw,th  Brown,  and  argied  the  case- 

ToughM  at  Brown's  figgers  was  rather  too  tal, 

But,  findn,' that  Brown  wasn't  goin' to  fall  ' 

in  final  agreed, 

•'^o  they  .Irawed  up  the  .leed 

F-  the  farm  and  the  n.nr,.-,„e,..e,.„,,„,^„_ 
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And  so  Smith  moved  from  the  city  as  soon 
As  he  possibly  could— But  "the  man  in  tlie  moon" 
Knowed  morc'n  Smitli  o'  farmin'  pursuits, 
And  jest  to  convince  you,  and  have  no  disputes, 
How  httle  he  knowed, 
I'll  tell  you  his  "mode," 

As  he  called  it,  o'  raisin'  "tlie  hest  that  growed," 
In  the  way  o'  potatoes- 
Cucumbers — tomatoes, 

And  squashes  as  lengthy  as  young  alligators. 
'Twas  alius  a  curious  thing  to  me 
IIow  big  a  fool  a  feller  kin  be 
When  he  gits, on  a  farm  after  leavin'  a  town! — 
Kxpectin'  to  raise  himself  up  to  renown. 
And  reap  fer  himself  agricultural  fame. 
By  growin'  of  squashes— in//i oh (  any  shaiiir — 
As  useless  and  long  as  a  technical  name. 
To  make  the  soil  pure. 
And  certainly  sure. 

He  plastered  the  ground  with  patent  manure. 
He  had  cultivators,  and  double-lioss  plows. 
And  patent  machines  fer  milkin'  his  cows ; 
And  patent  hay-forks — patent  measures  and  weights, 
And  new  patent  back-action  hinges  fer  gates. 
And  barn  locks  and  latches,  and  such  little  drilis, 
And  patents  to  keep  the  rats  out  o'  the  cribs- 
Reapers  and  mowers, 
And  patent  grain  sowers ; 
And  drillers 
And  tillers 
And  cucumber  Ihllers, 
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AnJ  f".""^'-^'"'  had  patent  rollers  and  scrapers 
And  tooK  about  ten  agricultural  papers 

So  you  can  imagine  how  matters  turned  out: 
That  Sm.th  d.dn't  know  what  he  was  ahout 

Bi;Li:h:r::^;:r 

And  when  any  one  said 

That  the. «  way  o-worki,,  .as  better  i„„ead 

U    MS    mclern  .dees,"  he  alU,s  turned  red 

And  wanted  to  know 

\\'liat  made  people  so 

l<>fcn,„Uy  anxious  to  he,r  theirselves  erow' 

And  guessed  that  he'd  manage  to  hoe  his  own  row 

A"d  tod  Smith  that  he  couldn't  see  any  sen, 
J;' 8om.  to  such  a  tremendous  ex-„en,e 

'Thi  :,f '  °'  "':'  "°"^'^''""'  -P-riments:- 
J  "at  11  never  make  corn  I 

As  shore's  you're  horn 

It'll  come  out  the  leetlest  end  of  the  horn!" 

^ays  Brown,  as  he  pulled  off  a  hig  roastin'-ear 

From  a  stalk  of  his  own 

That  had  tribble  outgrown 

Smhh-s  poor  yaller  shoots,  and  says  he,  "Lookv  here  I 

To         a.  ,„,,,;„  the  old-fashioned  wav,  "  ' 

And  I  rather  ,mag,ne  that  this  corn'll  pay    " 
Expenses  fer  .„,•./„' ,-,  !_^vhat  do  vou  say  =" 

f;7' ^°''"'""^-"«'-'<  over  his  crop - 
//'.luck  that  season  had  been  tip-top! 
And  you  may  surmise 
Smith  opened  his  eyes 
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Ami  let  out  a  look  o'  tlie  wildest  surprise 

When  Brown  showed  him  ptmkins  ;is  liig  a>  the  lies 

He  was  stuffin'  him  with — about  offers  he's  hail 

Fer  his  farm :   "I  don't  want  to  sell  very  bad," 

He  says,  but  says  lie, 

"Mr.  Smith,  jou  kin  see 

Fer  jourself  how  matters  is  standin'  with  me, 

/  undcntand  fariiiin'  and  I'd  better  stay, 

Vou  know,  on  my  farm; — I'm  a-niakin'  it  pay— 

I  oughtn't  to  grumble ! — I  reckon  I'll  clear 

Away  over  four  thousand  dollars  this  year." 

And  that  was  the  reason,  he  made  it  appear, 

Why  he  didn't  care  about  sellin'  his  farm, 

And  hinted  at  his  havin'  done  himself  barm 

In  sellin'  the  other,  and  wanted  to  know 

If  .Smith  wouldn't  sell  back  ag'in  to  him. — So 

Smitli  took  the  bait,  and  says  be,  "Mr.  Brown, 

I  wouldn't  sell  out,  but  we  might  swap  aroun' — 

How'll  you  trade  your  place  fer  mine?" 

(Purty  sharp  way  o'  comiu'  the  shine 

Over  Smith!    Wasn't  it?)     Well,  sir,  this  Brown 

Played  out  bis  hand  and  brought  Smithy  down — 

Traded  with  him  an',  wor'cin'  it  cute. 

Raked  in  two  thousand  dollars  to  boot 

As  slick  as  a  whistle,  an'  that  wasn't  all, — 

He  managed  to  trade  back  ag'in  the  next  fall. — 

And  the  nc.\t — and  the  next — as  long  as  Smitli  stayed 

He  reaped  with  bis  harvests  an  annual  trade. — 

Why,  I  reckon  that  Brown  must  'a'  easily  made— 

On  an  average— nearly  two  thousand  a  year — 

Together  he  made  over  seven  thousand— clear. — 
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Tl-a„  merely  achW  the  SmZfl  to,, 
I"  their  grocery  st,,r,.  ■  •     a  ^'^^ 

And  leave  a/rcutr'.""'"'^''''"''''"'^ 

afcntulture  aloiic-and  the  Bruwns. 


'''(^o       7rc 


'"  ■'''""'"■'^  '"  '/'<•  Jmc-nu, 


>"J 


YOU„,ake,„ei,.Vah-.„e„ervouscr 

^;-a...tetehat^;''i;:;;^;~~-e^ 
ut  all  my  patience  hack'anU  I    \-     .       . 

Urn  t  hold  a  candle  to  you;  and  a  he 
faU  hornet,  with  a  laminated  spur 
^"-sh,p.p     .e^daresentevenXep 

^^'-  -'-round,     And,  ,„.„%,  3,„„  „^^^ 

L^P  that  eternal  bu^zin', eren.de! 
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And  I've  got  up  and  lit  the  lamp,  and  clum 

On  cheers  and  trunks  and  wash-stands  and  bureaus, 

And  all  such  dangerous  articles  as  those. 
And  biffed  at  you  with  brooms,  and  never  come 
In  two  feet  of  you, — maybe  skeered  you  some, — 

But  what  does  that  amount  to  when  it  throws 

A  feller  out  o'  balance,  and  hi    nose 
Gits  barked  ag'inst  the  mantel,  while  you  hum 
Fer  joy  jround  the  room,  and  churn  your  head 

Ag'inst  the  ceilin',  and  draw  back  and  butt 
The  plasterin'  loose,  and  drop — behind  the  bed, 

Where  never  human-bein'  ever  putt 
Harm's  hand  on  you,  er  ever  truthful  said 

He'd  choke  yer  dern  infernal  wizzen  shutl 


261  My  First  IVowcru 

I  BURIED  my  first  womern 
In  the  spring ;  and  in  the  fall 
I  w^s  married  to  my  second. 

And  hain't  settled  yit  at  all ! — 
Fer  I'm  alius  thinkin' — thinkin' 

Of  the  first  one's  peaceful  ways, 
A-bilin'  soap  and  singin' 
Of  the  Lord's  amazin'  grace. 
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And  r,„  il.inkin'  of  l.cr,  c„„.,a„t, 

l>yiii'  cai-pit  d.aiii  and  stuff, 
And  a-mal;i,i'  „,,  raj;  carjK.ts,  ' 

\\'Wn  the  Hour  was  «„od  enoug!- 
And  I  ,ni„d  her  Ir.',,  a-fiediii'. 

And  1  riccolloct  licr  now 
A-drappiii'  corn,  and  kcoijin' 

Clos't  bdiind  mc  and  the  plow  : 

And  I'm  alius  tliinkin"  of  her 
Rcddiii'  up  around  tlie  house; 

r-r  cookin'  fcT  the  farm-hands;' 
1-r  a-driviii'  up  the  cows.— 

And  tlicre  she  lays  out  yoniler 
By  the  lower  medder  fence, 

Where  the  cows  was  l.arelygraz.V 
And  llieyVe  usiu'  ever  seiice. 

And  when  I  look  acrost  there- 
Say  it's  wlien  the  clover's  ripe. 
And  I'm  settin',  in  the  evciiin', 

On  tlie  porch  Jarc,  with  my  pip. 
And  the  othi-r'n  hollers  "Henry!"-' 

\\  'y  they  ain't  no  sadder  thin'' 
Than  to  think  of  my  first  wonu-r:- 
And  her  funeral  last  spring 
\\'as  a  year  ago— 
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262  Our  Old  I'ricnd  Ncvcrfail 

OIT'S  good  to  ketch  a  relative  'at's  riclicr  and  don't  rur 
Wlieii  you  liollcr  out  to  hold  up,  and'U  joke  and  havi 
his  fun ; 
It's  good  to  hear  a  man  called  had  and  then  find  out  he' 

not, 
Kr  strike  some  chap  they  call  lukewarm  'at's  really  red-hot 
It's  Eood  to  know  tlie  Devil's  painted  jcs'  a  Icctlc  lilack, 
And  it's  good  to  have  most  anyhody  pat  you  on  the  back  ;- 
Hut   jes'   the   best   thing   in   the   world's   our   old    friom 

Neverfail, 
When  he  wags  yer  hand  as  honest  as  an  oM  dog  wags  hi 
taill 

I  like  to  strike  the  man  I  owe  the  same  time  I  can  pay, 
And  take  hack  things  I've  borricd,  and  su'prisc  folks  thai 

away ; 
I  like  to  find  out  that  the  man  I  voted  for  last  fall. 
That  didn't  git  elected,  was  a  scoundrel  after  all; 
I  like  the  man  that  likes  the  pore  and  hc'ps  'em  when  h 

can; 
I  like  to  meet  a  ragged  tramp  'at's  still  a  gentleman  ; 
But  most  I  like— with  you,  my  hoy— our  old  friend  Nevei 

fail. 
When  he  wags  yer  hand  as  honest  as  an  old  d^  -j,  wags  h; 

tail! 
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(1  don't  run 

;c  and  liave 

lid  out  lit's 

Uy  red-liot ; 
e  Mack, 
tile  back  ;  - 
old    frioiiil 

jg  wags  liis 


can  pay, 
;  folks  tliat- 

fall, 

1; 

'111  wlion  lio 


Jinan  ; 

it'iid  Xcver- 


'  I"-  J-  n  .  h.  I.ilcrayy 
CI  lib- 

Swiped   with   a   Liu-rary   CluM-But  ,„«>•   ,,, 

Manic  I—  ■'      ''    ""-   "'"-'s   to 

■-' •■■"■Ci;:^xl;,^r,f"'•■. 

^cr  never  tr'cd  to  ract  -r  ,•  i  cr-nas-^HS," 

MotandblurT    ''"  "°" '^  "'^  '"-."-  ink  'uU 

'"' '::;^/;:;''""''-^ '-■--'■ 'akcie . . 0.- 

'^■'>aftciinet.ict.,ing.,.e7Wlca„,iveup.oi.l 


.^6.f 


Old  Indiany 

raACMENT 


liis 


in-tf:,ded  for  a  m.vN«  „p 


THE    I\-niANA    SIKIETY 
"F  CIIICACO 


r\r.DTndiany,  -course  we  know 

V-/   Is  nrst.  and  best,  and  ,„«./.  also. 
Of  .//the  Stales' wb.lofer.v- four  ■  J 
i-lic  s  first  i„ever'll,i„g,tl,at's  shore  I- 
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A:!'!  I'i-sl  in  cvcr'way  as  yet 
Maile  known  to  man ;  and  yon  kin  l)''t 
Shf's  iiwxl,  l>ccause  she  won't  confosH 
She  tvcr  was,  or  will  In-,  It'ss! 
And  yet,  fcr  all  lier  prcjnd  array 
Of  soil'!,  liow  ni:iiiy  RiN  away!  — 
\o  (limit  aliont  licr  In'in'  <irrat 
Bn',  fellers,  slie's  a  leaky  State  1 
And  tlicm  tliat  boasts  tlie  most  alinut 
Her,  tlicm's  tlic  ones  that's  drihhled  out 
I.aw  !  jes'  to  thinlc  of  all  you  hoys 
'Way  over  here  in  lUinoisc 
A-celehratin',  like  ye  air, 
CM  Indiany,  'way  hack  there 
In  the  dark  ages,  so  to  speak, 
A-prayin'  for  ye  once  a  week 
And  wondcrin'  what's  a-keepiii'  yoii 
From  comin',  like  yon  ort  to  do. 
You're  all  a-lookin'  well,  r.nd  like 
You  wasn't  "sidin'  up  the  pike," 
As  the  tramp-shoemaker  said 
When  "he  sacked  the  boss  and  shed 
The  blame  town,  to  hunt  fcr  one 
Where  they  didn't  work  fer  fun  1" 
Lookin'  .-.r/ry  well,  I'd  say, 
Your  oM  home  so  fur  away. — 
Maybe,  tliough.  like  the  old  jour., 
Fun  ain't  nil  yer  workin'  fer. 
So  you've  found  a  job  that  pays 
Better  than  in  them  old  days 
You  was  on  The  \V,;-kly  Press, 
Heppin'  run  things,  more  er  less; 
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^■r  a-Icarniir  Iclograpli- 

Opcratin',  with  a  half- 
>;otion  o,  the  tinner's  tra.lc, 
'■r  the  ,l„sty  man':;  that  lai<l 
,,  "  ''••^'K""  ""  »>:.rl,lc  an,l 
l'a.k..,l  uut  httle  lan,I,s  hy  han,I 

Andchcwc..l,ine-e„,a.sheur.>u«ht. 
S''U.n.'  frcun  his  l,i„„  „„,„^,„.. 

r'""' ""'*''"'  ■""""ii.l.'s  to  .say- 
■ts,  hanl  work,  and  purer  |,ayr'. 

f-ry-uM  kind  o-.honght  the  far. 
Gazin   euss  that  „w„e,l  a  car 
Ami  t.,„k  pietnres  in  it,  h.-,,, 
Jcs   'li<;.snapyo„  wantc-l-haJI 
A.i.I  y„n  even  «on,lere,l  -.hy 
_"ek,p'fooh-n'„ithhissky. 
-'glH  tlie  same  on  shiny  days 

As  when  rainin'      ^'T  i     i     i     . 

ainni.     (  1    lp.,|,p^  always.) 

Wondered  what  stn    „„  .1  ■ 
Inthero     ,,"■''''- """ff^  »vas  hid 
"  ,''"  "■'"■"  ''c  .'^l.et  the  door 

A..0  -.eh  hke  a  hnrnt  dn,^  .store 

f::.f'-7':"^^''''^''-'rces.iswanl 

\\.th  whole  roasted  apples  on  I 

That  s  why  Ade  is,  here  of  late, 

B"y'»   '1  the  dear  ol,l  State- 

So's  to  cut  it  up  in  plots 

Of  both  town  and  country  lots 
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^<5i 


Abe  Martin 


ABF.  MARTIN!— ilad-liiim  liis  ol.l  picture  1 
.  P'Uiicls  lie's  a  Uruwii  Cuiiiity  fixture— 
A  kiiul  of  a  comieal  mixture 

Of  Iioss-seiise  and  no  sense  at  all! 
His  nioutli,  like  Ir's  pipe,  's  alius  Koin', 
And  liii  tliouglits,  like  liis  wliiskers,  Is  flowin', 
And  wli;it  lie  don't  know  ain't  wutli  knowin'— 
From  Genesis  clean  to  baseball  I 

The  artist,  Kin  Hubbard,  's  so  kcerless 
He  draws  Abe  most  eyeless  and  earless, 
Hut  be's  never  yet  pictured  liim  clieerlcss 

I'.T  with  fun  'at  lie  tries  to  conceal,— 
Wliuther  on  to  the  fence  er  clean  over 
A-rootin'  up  ragweed  cr  clover, 
Skccrcd  stiff  at  some  "Kambler"  er  "Rover" 

Er  newfangled  automofccf// 

It's  a  purty  steep  climate  old  Brown's  in ; 
And  the  rains  there  his  ducks  nearly  drowns  in 
Tnc  olil  man  hisse'f  wades  his  rounds  in 

As  ca'm  and  serene,  miKhty  nigh, 
As  the  old  handsaw-hawg,  er  the  mottled 
Milch  cow,  er  the  old  rooster  wattled 
Like  the  mumps  had  him  'most  so  well  throttled 

That  it  was  a  pleasure  to  die. 
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Dul  Lest  of  -cm  air.  ,hc  fool-brcal:,  'at 
Ahc  .!„„  t  ,ec  at  all,  a.,.|  y„  ,nakc,  'at 
Both  mc  a„,I  jou  lay,  back  and  ,hak..,  at 
I  .»  Comic,  „„rac.,I„„s  crack, 

J^^I"ch,„ake,hi,n-<Iean  Lack  of  .he  power 
Of  BCMiu,  ,.,e'f  in  ,„  fl„„„_ 

This  NoUMe  Man  of  il,c  Hour 
Abe  Martin,  The  Joker  on  Facu 


.'(5(i 


MyC, 


onsciciicc 


30MRT.MKSn,y  Conscience  .ay.  .y.  I,.. 
•^      Oon  t  you  know  nic  ?" 

Ami  I,  sayr  I,  skeorcd  through  an,!  through, 
Of  course  I  do. 
Vou  air  a  nice  chap  ever'  way. 
I  "1  luTc  to  say  [ 

Vou  make  me  cry.-yo„  „,ake  n,e  pray, 
And  all  them  good  things  tha.away- 
Tl.at  ,s,  at  mV./.    Where  do  you  stay 
Dunn'  the  day?" 

And  then  n,y  Conscience  say.,  cc't  n.ore. 

I  on  know  nic— shore?" 
;'Oli,  ;  -s,"  says  1,  a-trin.l,h:i'  faint, 

lourc  J..S'  a  saint  I 
Vour  ways  is  all   so  holy-right, 
I  love  you  better  ever'  night 
Vou  come  around,-tcl  plu,„  daylig|,t. 
When  you  air  out  o'  sight!" 
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And  then  my  Conscience  sort  o'  grits 

His  teeth,  and  spits 

On  his  two  hands  and  grabs,  of  course. 

Some  old  remorse, 

And  beats  me  with  the  big  butt-end 

O'  Ihot  thing— tel  my  clostest  friend 

'Ud  hardly  know  me.    "Now,"  says  he, 

"Be  keerful  as  you'd  orto  be 

And  alius  think  o'  me !" 


?(57      '         "A  Hal^py  Dream" 

WRITTKN   JUNE  26,   1916 

AS  fair  as        '^ncr  just  begun, 
Come  Cornelia  Allison 
With  a  lovely  poem  made  for  me 
Lovely  as  a  poem  can  be. 
"O  how  wondrous !"  I  exclaim. 
"Poem  in  tlieme  and  poem  in  namel" 
What  a  triumph  you  have  won, 
O  Cornelia  Allison  I 
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It's  a  ptirly  liard  world  you  find,  my  cliild 

It's  lonesome — sorto'  lonesome, — it's  a  Siind'y-thiy,  to 

me  .         .         .         .  ■       . 

It's  mighty  good  to  git  back  to  the  old  town,  shore 
It's  the  cnrioiisest  thing  in  creation     . 
I've  alius  held — till  jest  of  late  .         . 

I  ve  hc'n  thinkiii'  hack,  of  late 
I've  tlionght  a  power  on  men  and  things     . 

Janey  Pettihone's  the  host  .... 

Jap  Miller  down  at  Martinsville's  the  hlamedest  feller 


yi- 


Jes'  a  little  bit  o'  feller — I  remember  still 
Jest  Frank  Reed's  his  mil  name — though 
Jest  rain  and  snow  1  and  rain  again     , 

Las' July — and,  I  persume  .... 
Las'  time  'at  Uncle  Si<lney  come 
*Liist  Chris'mus,  little  Benny  .... 
Last  Christmas  was  a  year  ago 
Last  Thanksgivin'-dinner  we  ...  . 
Lawzy!  don't  I  rickollect  .... 
'Lish,  you  rickollect  that-air  .... 
Little  Cousin  Jasper,  he  ....  . 
"Little  Haly  1  Little  Haly  1"  cheeps  the  robin  in  the  tree 
Little  Mandy  and  her  Ma  .  .  ,  ,  , 
Little  Orpliant  Annie's  come  to  our  house  to  stay 
'LI  where  in  the  world  my  eyes  has  bin 
Look  so  neat  an'  sweet  in  all  yer  frills  an'  fancy 
pleatin'  
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Ma  put  my  Penny-Dog 

Max  an'  Jim       ....'"' 

Me  an'  Bert  an'  Minnie-Belle     ..'."*' 

'Mongst  llie  Hills  o'  Sr-mcrset 

Most  ontinivly  old  man  yit 

Mostly,  folks  is  law-abidin' 

My  dear  old  friends  -It  jes'  h.-ats  all        '         '         ' 

My  fiddle ?-\\eIl.  I  Undo-  keep  her  handj',  don't  you 

know      ... 
•■My  grandfather  S<lueers,"  said  Tlic  Raggedy  Man 
My  mother  she's  so  good  to  me 
My  old  Uncle  Si-lney  l,c  says  it's  a  sign 
"Mylo  Jones's  wife"  was  all     .         . 

Never  talk  hack!  sieh  thinRs  is  reppcrhensible 
Nol-ody  on  the  oI<l  farm  here  hut  Mother,  me  an,l  John 
Noey  Rixler  ketched  him,  an'  fetched  him  in  to  me 
Noon-l,me  and  Jime-time,  down  around  the  river 
Nothn>'  to  say,  my  daughter!     Kothin'  at  all  to  say 
Now,  Tudens,  you  sit  on  tliis  knee— and  'scuse 

O  Big  Old  Tree  so  tall  an'  fine 

*0  here's  a  little  rhyme  for  the  Spring-  or  Summer! 
time 

O  it's  good  to  ketch  a  relative  'afs  richer  and"  don't 
run 

O,  it's  many's  the  scenes  which  is  dear  to  my  mind 

O  The  Raggedy  Man !     He  works  fer  Pa 

O  there  were  three  jolly  hunters 

O,  Thou  that  doth  all  things  devise 

O  what  did  the  little  hoy  do       ..."         " 

"O,  what  is  Life  at  last,"  says  you 
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INDF.X  OF  FIRST   LINKS 

Of  all  tlic  doctors  I  could  cite  jou  to  in  tliis-'cre  town 

Oh,  if  we  bad  a  rich  boss    . 

Oh !  tell  me  a  tale  of  the  airly  days     . 

Oh  1  the  old  swimmin'-liolc !  wbarc  the  crick  so 

and  deep        ..•••• 
Oh !  Thou  that  veilcth  from  all  eyes 
Oh !  what  ef  little  childtrns  all 
Old  Bob  White's  a  funny  bird 
Old  friends  alius  is  the  best       . 
Old  Granny  Dusk,  when  the  sun  goes  down 
Old  Indiany,  'course  we  know     . 
Old  John  Cle\cnger  lets  on        .         .         • 
Old  John's  jes'  made  o'  the  commonest  stuff 
Old  man  never  had  much  to  say 
Old  Man  VVliiskery-Whee-Kum-Wliceze     . 
Old  October's  purt'  nigh  gone     . 
Old  wortermelon  time  is  a-comin'  round  again 
On  old  Brandywine— about 
On  'Scursion-days— an'  Shows— an'  Fairs 
On  the  banks  o'  Deer  Crick  1  There's  the  place 
One  time,  when  we'z  at  Aunty's  house 
One's  the  pictur'  of  his  Pa 
Onr  hired  girl,  she's  'Lizabnth  Ann     . 
Our  Hired  Girl,  when  it's  bakin'-day 
Owned  a  pair  o'  skates  onc't.— Traded 

Pa  he  bringcd  me  here  to  stay 
Pa  wunst  h»  scold'  an'  says  to  me     . 
Pap  had  one  old-fashioned  sayin' 
Pap  he  alius  ust  to  say       . 
Pap's  got  his  pattent-rigbt,  and  rich  as  all  creation 
Parunts  don't  git  toys  an'  things 
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INDKX  OF  FIRST  LTNES 

Pariiiits  knows  lots  more  tliaii  iis 
Piniics  is  fun  'at's  p„rty  hard  to  beat 
Pore-folks  lives  at  loiisumcville 

'Ras  Wilson,  I  respect  yr-u,  'ea-ise 

RiKlit  here  at  Iiome,  boys,  in  old  Hoosierdoni 


Sai.I  T!,e  Raggedy  Man,  on  a  hot  afternoon 

i'ay  Roo(l-l)y  cr  howdy-do 

Scotty's  dcad.-Of  course  he  is 

"  'Scur'ous-like,"  said  the  tree-toad 

Seems  like  a  feller'd  ort  'o  jcs'  to-day 

Sence  I  tuk  Ii„lt  o'  Gihbses'  Churn 

Senee  httle  Wesley  went,  the  place  se.ms  all 

and  still 
Settin'  round  the  stove,  last  night 
Sing,  oh,  rarest  of  roundelays 
Some  peoples  thinks  they  ain't  no  Fairies  ,, 
Some  smgs  of  the  lilly,  and  daisy,  and  rose 
Somep'n  'afs  common-like,   ,nd  good 
Sometimes  I  think  'at  Parnnis  does 
Sometimes  my  Conscience  says,  says  be 
Sometimes,  when  I  bin  bad 
Such  was  tlie  Cliild-World  of  the  long-ago 


so  strange 


I^^n  ^'f"  '"''  ''"^  '"''  '="''■  "P  ^"  "'«  s'>clf 
lalkni    bout  yer  bees,"  savs  Ike 

Talkin-  o-  poetry-There're  few  men  yit 

Tell  you  a  story-an'  it's  a  fac' 

Tell  you  what  I  lik     the  best 

That-air  young-un  ust  to  set 

The  Boy  lives  on  our  Farm,  he's  not 
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The  delights  of  our  childliooil  is  soon  passed  away 

The  funniest  thing  in  the  world,  I  know     . 

The  hoss  he  is  a  splcndud  beast 

The  Jayliinl  he's  my  favori'd-     .... 

Tile  Little  Mock-man  on  the  Stairs   . 

The  little  tiny  kickshaw  that  Mithcr  sent  tae  me 

The  moon  in  the  .sky  is  a  cu.stard  jiic  . 

The  Muskingum  Valley — How  luiiyin'  the  yaze 

The  Old  Boh-white,  and  Chiphird 

The  Old  llaymow's  the  place  to  play 

The  PoenLS  here  at  Home! — Who'll  writo  'iin  down 

The  sunmier  winds  is  sniflin'  round  the  bloumin'  lo 

cus'   trees        ..,,... 
The  Summer's  put  the  idy  in     . 

There  was  1'i';,'T,  and  Mother,  and  I'.iimiy,  and  Jan 
'I'hcre  wasn't  '^.-.o  purtier  i'arms  in  the  state 
There's  old  man  W'illards;  an'  his  wife      . 
They  ain't  no  style  about  'cm     .... 
They  wuz  a  Big  Day  wunst  in  town  . 
They's  a  kind  o'  feci  in  the  air,  to  me       . 
Thcy's  a  prejudice  alius  'twixt  country  and  town 
They's  nothin'  in  the  name  to  strike  . 
This  is  "The  Old  Home  by  the  Mill"— fci    we  still 

call  it  so        . 
This  man  J  ines  was  what  you'd  call  . 
Thweet  Toothy!  let  me  lith^  forthwith 
Tommy's  alluz  playin'  jokes       .... 
Tonips  'ud  alius  haf  to  say        .... 

*Uncle  he  learns  us  to  rhyme  an'  write 
*Uncle  he  says  'at  'way  down  in  the  sea     . 
Uncle  Sidney,  when  he  was  here 
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IXDFK   OF   FIRST  LINES 

*l'nilp  .Siiltu'y's   viirry  inMiiil 

I'licic  \\  illiain,  last  July 

I'll  and  (IdWi)  nlil  liraiidywino 

*Us  cliiMirii's  all  sn  loiu   nine 

I's  f.irrniTs  in  the  coinilry.  as  tln'  sfas.ms  t;ii  and  i\.nK> 
I's-fulks  is  pnrty  pore  -Imt  M.i         .  .  .  . 

I's  parents  mostly  tliinks  our  owii's  .         .         .         . 

"Want  to  !)e  wliiir   mollicr   is!     Want   tn   W   wlrnr 
niciilur  is!"    , 

Wasn't  it  a  fininy  dream  I— perfectly  !,ewilil'rin' 

Wasn't  it  a  good  time 

We  got  it   lip  a-purpose,   jes'    fer   little  Jolmts,   you 
know 

We  got  up  a  Christmas-d.Mu's 

We  love  your  :lear  old  face  and  voice       . 

Well,  it's  enough  to  turn  his  head  to  ha\e  a  feller's 
name 

What  is  it  in  old  fiddle-chunes  'at  makes  nie  ketch  my 
breath     ....,.., 

What  makes  you  ome  here  fer,  Mister     . 

"Whatever  the  weauier  may  he,"  says  he    . 

When  Autumn  shakes  the  rambo-tree 

When  Bess  gave  her  dollies  a  Tea,  said  she 

When  Dicky  was  sick 

When  ever'thing's  u-goin'  like  she's  got-a-gohi'  now 

When  frost's  all  on  our  winder,  an'  the  snows 

When  I  was  Ut  a  Prownie— a  wccnty-tecnty  Hrownic 

"When  it's  got  to  be," — like  I  always  say 

When  it's  night,  and  no  light,  too     . 

When  Lide  married  liim—w'y,  she  bad  to  jes*  dee-fy 

When  Little  Claude  was  naughty  wunst   . 
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INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINI-S 

When  Little  Dickie  Swope's  a  man 

Wlitn  little  ToUus  Morton  lic'i 

When  Mc  an'  my  Ma  an'  I'a  wiijt  to  the  Fair 

When  our  lialiy  died  .... 

Whin  the  frost  is  on  the  punkin'  and  tlit  f„,l,lir': 
in  the  shock  .... 

When  Uncle  Sidney  he  comes  here 

When  we  hiar  Uncle  Sidmy  tell 

Where's  a  boy  a-goin' 

Wintcr-tinic,  ii   Summer-time    . 

Wunst  I  sassed  my  Pa,  an'  he  . 

Wnnst  I  tooked  our  pcppi-r-linx  lid 

Wunst  upon  a  time  wunst 

Wunst,  'w.iy  West  in  Illinoisc  . 

Wunst  we  went  a-fishin'— Mc 

W'y,  one  time  wuz  a  little-weenty  dirl 

W'  ,  wunst  they  wuz  a  Little  Boy  went  out 

You  better  not  fool  with  a  Bumblebee 

You-folks  rickoUcct,  I  know      . 

You  have  morc'n  likely  noticed 

You  kin    boast    about   yer    cities,    and    their 

growth  and  size  .... 
You  make  me  jes'  a  little  nervouser 
Your  noKhbors  in  the  comitry,  whare  you  come  from 

hain't  fergot 
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